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^f f ^(,0 ~J^ PUBLISHERS' NOTE 

The present edition of Burns's Cumplete Poetical Works cooforms with t]ie 
other Tuluinea in tbe Cambriilge seiiea — Longfellow, Whittier, Browning, Holmes, 
and Lowell — &8 regards meuliiuiicol features and general treatment, but its edito- 
rial equipment is drawn entirely from tlie Centenary Bums edited by Messrs. 
W. E. Henley and T. F. HeJiderson. By arrangement with Messrs. T. C. & E. C. 
Jack of Ediiibui'^'li, the publishers of that work. Messrs. Hougliton, Mifflin & Co. 
assumed the publication of tbe four Tolumes in America, and also secured the right 
of issuing the work in one volume in general uniformity with their Cambridge edi- 
tions. Tlie plan of the Centenary Burns was that of & definitive edition. The 
editors not only reprinted all of the known poems of Burns, but were able to collect 
some poems not before included. Tbey used a careful judgment in the choice of 
texts, and accompanied each poem with a minute record of otlier readings, so that 
the edition is a viiviorum one. Not only this ; they traced the origin of each poem 
and gave a full history of its evolution, where, as in many eases. Burns had adapted 
an existing song to his own use. Tliey explained, moreover, in prefatory and 
other notes, tbe ])ersunal, historical, and local references, and they supplied a glos- 
sary of terms as well as c()pi<)us indexes. Finally. Mr. Henley summed up the 
editorial judgment in an essay at once critical and liiographical. 

This full and minute treatment presents tbe poetical achievement of Rohert 
Burns in the most scholarly form, and the Centenary is likely long to remain the 
most thorough-going edition. It will readily be seen by any one familiar with tiie 
several volumes of the Cambridge series that tbe scheme of th&t series is of a more 
condensed order, and tlie Editor of the Cambridge Burns has sought, therefore, to 
use the eiiuipment of the Centenary Edition in such a manner as to make it agree 
in the main with that of the other volumes of the Cambridge series. In place of 
tbe customary brief biographic sketch, be has reprinted the whole of Mr, Henley's 
Esiiiy. The beadnotes both to groups of poems and to the individual poems and 
songs are of the same nature as those provided in other volumes of tbe series, 
but iimre elaborate and detailed. The variorum notes have been omitted, as also a 
number of the more critical and exhaustive examinations of origins which would be 
out of plnce in a condensed, handy, one-volume edition, hut all explanatory notes, 
including the most trivial by Burns himself, have been retained. In brief, it has 
been tbe pui'pose of the F^lirnr to gi^'c the general reader all he would aek from 
the Centenary t^litlon, leaving out wliat woubl appeal only to a special student. 
The very slight interpolations required in condensation are indicated by brackets []. 
The glossary has been reprinteil. hut the opportunity has been taken to give it addi- 
tional careful revision. The indexes are tbe same as in the Centenary Bums. 
The portrait is from the painting by Alexander Nasmyth in tbe National Portrait 
Gallery, London. The vignetto on the title-page represents the Poet's birthplace 
and is after a drawing by A. Donaldson. 

Boston : 4 Pauk tirasET, 8ept«inb«r 1, 18Q7. 
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ROBERT BURNS 

LIFE, GENIUS, ACHIEVEMENT 

By W. E. Hen-ley 

to t, f, henderson 

in memory of much difficult yet satisfvino 

work, his fellow in burns 

W, E, H. 
MoiwctL HiLi, Sli 7»{r. it^ 

In 1759 the Kirk of Stotland, thoogh a leM potent and offensive tyranny than 
h had been in the good old times, was still a tyranny, and was still offensive and 
btill potent enough to make life miserahle, to warp the eharucters of men ami 
women, nnd to turn the tempera and affections of many from the kindly, natural 
way. True it is that Hutcbeson (1694-1746) had for some years taught, and 
taught witli such authority as an University chur ean give, a spt at doctrines in 
absolute antagonism with the principles on which the Kirk of Scotland's rule was 
based, and with the ambitions which the majority in the Kirk of Scotland held in 
view. But these doctrines, sane and invigorating as they were, had not reached 
the general ; and in ull departments of life among the general the Kirk of Scotland 
was a paramount influence, and, despite the intrusion of some generous intelligence", 
wn« largely occupied with the work of narrowing the minds, perverting the inxtiuctii, 
and constraining the spiritual and social liberties of its subjects. In 17^9, liow 
ever, there was secreted the certainty of a revulsion against its ascendency ; for 
that year saw the birth of the moet popular poet, and thfe most anti-clerical wit hal, 
that Scotland ever bred. He CAme of the people on both sides ; he had a tiigh 
courage, a proud heart, n daring mind, a mateldess gift of speech, an abundance 
of humour nnd wit and fire ; he was a jwet in wliom were qiiint«swntialized the 
elements of the Vernacular Genius, in whoee work the effects and the tradition* of 
the Vernacular School, wliich had struggled back into being in the Kirk's deiipit«, 
were repeated with surpassing brilliancy : and in the matter of the Kirk he did for 
the people a piece of serrice equal and similar to that which was done on other 
lines and in other spheres by Hutcbeaon and Hume and Adam Smith. He was 
apostle and avenger as well as maker. He did more than give Scotland songg to 
•in;:* and rhymes to read : he showed thnt laughter end the joy nf life need he no 
arimes, and that freedom of thonght and wntiment and action is within the reach 
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of him that will stretch forth his hand to take it. He pushed his demonstration to 
extremes ; often his teacliing has heen gi-ossly misread and misapprehended ; no 
doubt, too, he died of his effort — and himself. But most men do as they must 
— not as they will. It was Bums^s destiny, as it was Byron's in his turn, to be 
*' the passionate and dauntless soldier of a forlorn hope ; " and if he fell in mid- 
assault, he found, despite the circumstances of his passing, the best deatli man can 
iind. He had faults and failings not a few. But he was ever a leader among 
men ; and if the manner of his leading were not seldom reckless, and he did some 
mischief, and gave the Fool a g.-eat deal of what passes for good Scripture for his 
folly, it will be found in tlie long-run that he led for truth — Uie truth which ** mak- 
etli free ; " so that the Scotland he loved so well and took such pride in honouring 
could scarce have been the Scotland she is, had he not been. 



His father, William Burness (or Bumes), and his mother, Agnes Brown, came 
botli of yeoman stock — native the one to Kincardineshire, the other to Ayrshire. 
William Burness began life a^ a gardener, and was plying his trade in the service 
of one FerguFSon, the then Provost of Ayr, when, with a view to setting up for 
.himself, he took a lease of seven acres in the parish of Alloway, with his own hands 
built a two-roomed clay cottage — still standing, but in use as a Burns Museum 
— and in the December of 1757 maiTied Agnes Brown, his junior by eleven years. 
She was red-haired, dark-eyed, square-browed, well-made, and quick-tempered. He 
was swarthy and thin ; a man of strong sense, a very serious mind, t))e most vigilant 
affections,^ and a piety not even the Calvinism in which he had been reared could 
ever make broodinpf and inhumane. And in the 'clay cottage to which he had 
taken his new-married wife, Robert, the first of seven children, was born to them 
on the 26th January, 1759. 

The Scots peasant lived hard, toiled incessantly, and fed so cheaply that even 
on high days and holidays his diet (as set forth in The Blithesome Bridal) con- 
tisted largely in preparations of meal and vegetables and what is technically known 
as " offal." But the Scots peasant was a creature of the Kirk ; the noblest ambition 
of Knox ^ was an active influence in the Kirk : and the Parish Schools enabled 



1 In times nf Ptorm, he would wek out and 
Btay with hin daughter, where she was herding 
in the fieldn, because he knew that she was afraid 
of lightning; or, when it wan fair, to teach her 
the nameB of plantio and flowers. He wrote a lit- 
tle theological treatise for his children's guidance, 
too, and was, it is plain, an exemplary father, 
and so complete a husband that there is record of 
but a single unpleaMintness between him and 
Agnes his wife. 

2 The Reformer had a ra«t deal more in com- 
mon with Burns than with the "sour John Knox " 
of Browning's ridiculous verse«. He was the man 
•f a crisis, and a desperate one ; and he played 



his part in it like the stark and fearless oppo- 
site that he was. But he was a humourist, be 
loved his glass of wine, he abounded in human- 
ity and intelligence, he married two wives, he 
was as well beloved as he was extremely hated 
and feared. He could not foresee what the col- 
lective stupidity of posterity would make of his 
teaching and example, nor how the theocracy at 
whose establishment he aimed would presently 
assert itself as largely a system of parochial in- 
quisitions. The minister's man who had looked 
through hit keyhole would have got short shrift 
from him; and in the Eighteenth Century he had 
as certainly stood with Burns against Uie Kirk 
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tlie Kirk to provide its cre&tui'es with auch teaching as it deemed desirable. Wil- 
liam BuiueHS wan " a very pour inan " (R. B.). Uut lit) bad the right traditiou ; 
be was a thinker aiid an ubsei'ver ; he read whatever he cuuld get to read ; be 
wrute Kngliab form^ly but with clarity ; ' and he did the very best he could for 
his children in tlie mLitter of educatiun. Robert went to Bcbool at six ; ' and in the 
May of the aaiiie year (1765) a lad of eighteen, one John Murdoch, was *' engaged 
by Mr. Harness and four o( his neighbours to teach, and accordingly began to 
teach, the little school at AUoway : " his " five employers " undei-taking to hoard 
biin *' by tui-ns, and to make up a certain salary at the end of tbe year," in the 
event of bis " quarterly paymants " not amounting to a specified sum. He was an 
intelligent peilagogue — be bad William Bumess behind bim — especially in tli« 
matter of grammar and rhetoric ; he traine<l his scbolara to a foil sense of tlie 
meaning and the value of words ; lie even made them " turn verse into its natural 
pi'ose order," and " substitute synonymous expressions for poetical worIs and ■ . . 
HU|iply all tliu ellipses." ' One of his school-books was the Bible, another Masson's 
Collection of Prose and Verse, excerpted from Add-.son* and Steele and Di^den. 
from Thomson and Shenstone, Mallet a:id Henry Mackenzie, with Gray's Elegy, 
Firmjis fi-um Hume and Robertson, and ficenes from Romeo a/nd Juliet, Othello. 
and Hamlet. And one effect of his m.^tliod was tliat Robert, according to him- 
self. " WLLg abs;>lutely a ciitic in substantives, verbs, and participles," and, according 
to Gilbert, "soon became remarkable for the fluency and correctness of his expres- 
sion, and read tlie few books that came in bis way with much pleasure and im- 
piovement." It is very characteristic of Murdoch that when, his school Iwmg 
broken up, he came to take leave of Wdliam Durness at Mount Olipbnnt, "he 
brought us," Gilbert says, " a present and memorial of him, a small En^ish gram- 



of Scotlind, IS repreaeated br Auld and RuMell 
and the like, as in tlie Sixteenth lie stood with 
Uoraj' anil the nobtet against the Cliurch of 
Rome, M tigured in David Beaton and the "twa 
iofenial monstris, Pride and Avarice." 

t See the ■foreaaid trestiie: "A Manual of 
Rtligioiu Btlitf, in a Dialogat btlartn Fatkrr 
and So*, compiled bv William Bumet, fanner at 
Uniint Oliphinl, and transcribed, with grammit- 
leal correetioii', by John Monlwh, teacher." 

1 '' I na* gooil deal noted at the*e vears," 
•ayi the Ltlttr to .Vmre, " Im a retentive mem- 
ory, a Miib'inrn, sturdy lomrtiinj in my di'fosi- 
tion, and an enthusiantic iWinf-piety. ... In my 
infant and bnyiah day^ too, I nwed much to an 
old maid of my mother'«, remarkable for her in- 
norance, crednlity, and superstition," who bad. 
" I suppose, the largest collection in the county of 

ell-candles, death -lishtu, wraiths, apparitions, 
MDtraips, eDchsDUd tDwen, giants, driguns, and 



other trumpery. This caltirated the latent seed* 
of Poesy," tic, 

• As Boberl Louis Stevenson has remarked 
(Sont A^rdi o/ Soitrl Burnt): "We are sur- 
prised at the prose style nf Robert; that o( Gil- 
bert need surpriso ns no less," 

* "The earliest thing of composition I recollect 
taking pleasure in, was Tht Vitim nf ^fir^n, and 
a hymn of Addison's bej^nninic, 'Ho>r are thy 
serl-ants blessed, Lord.' " (R. B., Lttlrr (o 
ifoort.) "The(lrstIwobooks,"headd., "lever 
read In private, and which gave me more plea- 
sure than any two books I ever read again, were 
tbe Li/e of Bnitnibnl and tht ffutory^ Sir WH- 
liant Wallaet, Hannibal gave my young Ideas 
such a turn that I used to stmt In raptures up and 
down after the recruiting dram and bag-pipe, 
and wish myself tall enough that I might be a 
soldier; while the story of Wallace poured « 
Scottish prejudice in my veins which will boil 
along there (it'c) till the Boodgate* ol life shut in 



xvi 



ROBERT BURNS 



mar and the tragedy of TUus Andronicus" and that ** by way of passing the 
evening ** he ** began to read the y\a,y aloud." Not less characteristic of all con- 
cerned was the effect of his I'eading. His hearers melted into tears at the tale of 
Lavinia*s woes, and, '^ in an agony of distress,'' implored him to read no more. 
Ever sensible and practical, William Burness remarked that, as nobody wanted to 
hear the play, Murdoch need not leave it Robert — ever a sentimentalist and 
ever an indifferent Shakespearean,^ — *' Robert replied that, if it was left, he would 
burn it.*' And Murdoch, ever the literary guide, philosopher, and friend, was so 
much affected by his pupiFs *' sensibility,'* that *' he left The School for Love 
(translated, I think, from the Fi'ench) " in Shakespeare's place.^ 

At this time Burns had but some two and a half years of Murdoch. William 
Burness liked and believed in tlie young fellow ; for when, still urged by tlie desire 
to better his children's chance, he turned from gardening to cultivation on a larger 
scale, and took, at a £40 rental, the farm of Mount Oliphant, his two sons went 
on with Murdoch at Alio way, some two miles off. The school once broken up, 
however, Robert and his brother fell into their father's hands, and, for divers rea- 
son?, Gilbert says, " we rarely saw anybody but the members of our own family," 
80 that '* ray father was for some time the only companion we had." It will scarce 
be argued now that this sole companionship was wholly good for a couple of lively 
boys ; but it is beyond question that it was rather good than bad. For '* he con- 
versed on all subjects with us familiarly, as if we had been men," and further, *' was 
at great pains, as we accompanied him in the labours of the farm, to lead the con- 
versation to such subjects as might tend to increase our knowledge or confirm our 
virtuous habits." Also, he got his charges books — a Geographical Grammar, a 
Fhysico and Astro-Theology, Stackhouse's History of the Bible, Ray's Wisdom 
of God in the Creation ; and these books Robert read " with an avidity and indus- 
try scarcely to be equalled." * None, says Gilbert, ** was so voluminous as to slacken 



1 If we may judge iiiin from his extant work. 
Cf. the absurd line: 

' Here D<mgl<u forms wild Shakespeare into plan.' 

He cribs but once from Shakespeare, and the hap- 
piest among his few quotations is prefixed to one 
of the most felicitous — and therefore the least 
publishable — of his tributes to the Light-heeled 
Muse. " Sing me a bawdy song," he says with 
Sir John FalstafF, "to make us merrv." And he 
adds this note, in which he is Shakespearean 
once again: "There is — there must be — some 
truth in original sin. My violent propensity to 
b — dy convinces me of it. Lack a day! If that 
species of composition be the special sin nev^er-to- 
be-forgotten in this world nor in that which is to 
eome, then I am the most offending soul alive. 
Mair for token," etc. (R. B. to Cleghom, 25th 
October, 1793.) 
s There is no trace of any School for Love, 



It is therefore probable that what Gilbert meant 
was The School for Lovers: "A Comedy. As it 
is acted at the Theatre Royal in Drury Lane. By 
William Whitehead, Esq.; Poet Laureat. Lon- 
don: Printed for R. and J. Dodslev in Pall-Mall: 
and sold by J. Hinxman, in Patcr-noster-row. 
MDCCLXii.'* The first sentence of the author*s 
Advertisement runs thus: "The following Com- 
edy is formed on a plan of Monsieur de Fonte- 
nelle's, never intended for the stage, and printed 
in the eighth volume of his works, under the 
title of Le Testament.** The names of the chief 
"persons represented" are Sir John Dorilant, 
Modely, Belmour, Lady Beverley, Cselia, and 
Araminta — an unlikely lot, one would say, for 
an Ayrshire farmstead, even though it sheltered 
the vouthful Bums. 

» 

• Robert's list (Letter to Moore) includes Guth- 
rie and Salmon's Geographical Grammar; The 
Spectator; Pope; "some plays of Shakespear" 
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hig indastiy or lo antiquated aa to damp his research ; " with the resalt that he 
waa n't very far on in bis toena ere he had " a competent knowledge uf ancient 
history," with " Botnetlung of geography, astronouiy, and natural history." Then, 
owing to the mistake of an uncle, who went to Ayr to buy a Ready Reckoner 
or Tradesman's Sure Quide, together with a Compile Letter-Writer, but came 
back with "a collection of lettets by the most eminent writers," he was moved by 
" a strong desire to excel in lettei^ writing." At thirteen or fourteen he was sent 
("week about" with Gilbert) to Dalrymple Pariah School to better his hand-writ- 
ing ; " about this time " he fell in with Pamela, Fielding, Hume, Robertson, and 
the best of SmoUett ; and " about this time " Murdoch set up as a schoolmaster in 
Ayr, and " sent ua Pope's Works and some other poetry, the first that we had an 
opportunity of reading, excepting what ia contwned in the JSnglish Collection and 
in the volume of the Edinburgh Magazine for 1772." ' The summer after the 
writing-lessons at Dalrymple, Robert spent three weeks with Murdoch at Ayr, one 
over the English Grammar, the others over the rudiments of French. The latter 
langa^^ he waa presently able to read,° for the reason that Murdoch wonld go 
over to Mount Oliphant on half-holidaya, partly for Bobert'a sake and partly for 
the pleasure of talking with Robert's father. Thna was Robert schooled ; and 't it 
plain that in one, and that an essential particular, be and bis brother were excep- 
tionally fortonate in their father and in the means he took to train them.* 



(uting editiona? or odd volnmes 1); "Tull and 
DlckioDDD Agriculture;" The Fanihion ; liixi.t 
0» the Raman Undert(andmg; StAckhoase; with 
"Jualice'a Brtluh Gardtmr, Boyle's Leclurti, 
AIUd RsimMy'a WerU, Dr. Taylor'i Scnplvra 
Dodriae of Original Sin, A Stitet CotUctioa of 
Engliih Stmgi,u)i Htrvty't Meditatumt." Later 
lie knev 'Diomaan, Shenstone, BeatlEe, OoM- 
amilh, GruT, Fergusaon, 9pen«r even ; with The 
Tta-Tabit MuctUang and miny another aong- 
book, Adam Smith's Theory of t\t Moral Seit. 
timtnU, Reid's Inquirg into Ike Hamam Mind, 
Bunyan, Boaton {The Foarfold Stalt), Shike- 
apeare, John Brown's Sflf • Inltrpreting BOle, 
and TItt Wtatlh of Naltom. which lul he is 
found reading (at Ellialand) wilh a senae of won- 
dar that ao much wit ahould be contjiined be- 
tween the boards of a single bonk. One firour- 
ita navel wis 7*ruJraiii Shandy i uiolher, the 
onc« renowned, now utterly torgotlen Man of 
Fttling. At Elliiland, again, he ia found order- 
ing the works of divera draoialliits — as Jonaon, 
Wycherley, Moliftre — with a view to reading 
and writing for (he stage. But vou find no trace 
of them in Us work ; nor ia there any evidence 
to ahow that he could ever have written a decent 
play, though there ia plentyof proof thai he could 
tel. No doubt, Tht Jolly Biggnri will be quoted 
■fainat nie here. Bat the easential Interaata of 



that maalerpiece are character and description. 
Now, there go many more thinge to the making 
of a play than character, while as for description, 
the teas a play containa of that the better for the 
play. 

1 The Engliti CelUetion I take to be Hasaon'a 
aforesaid. At all events I can find no other. So 
far as verse is concenied, another exception waa 
found in "those Exctltrnt nrig Songi that are 
hawked about the country in baskets or spread on 
sUlls in the streets " (Q. B.). They were prob- 
ably as interesting to Robert as Pope's Worlt or 
the poetry in The Edinburgh Magatint. At any 
rate, hia flrat easaya in song were imitated from 
them, and he had the trick of them, when ha 
lialed, all his life long. 

I Currie saw his Hnliire at Dnmfrie*. Then 
Is noqUBilion but he would have got on excellent 
well with Argan and Jourdaln and Foureeangnac; 
but could he have found much to interest him in 
Amoiphe and Agn^ in Philinte and Alceste and 
C#lim*ne ? I dnubt II. On the other hand, he 
wnnld certainly have loved the fion-font which 
Cnll« wrote for'the Regent's private theatre ; and 
I have always regretted that he knew nothing of 
U Fontaine — e<pecially the I.a FonUine of the 
Conlit, a Scots )iaraltel to which he was exactly 
fitted to imagine and achieve. 

• Bobert maatered, beaidaa^ tlia Brat six book* 
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In another respect — one of eminent importance — their luck was nothing like 
80 good. Mount Oliphant was made up of *' the poorest land in Ayrshire ; " Wil- 
liam Buriiess had started it on a borrowed hundred ; he was soon in straits ; only 
by unremitting diligence and the strictest economy could he hope to make ends 
meet ; and the burden of hard work lay heavy on the whole family — heavier, as 
I think, on the growing lads than on the made man and woman. ** For several 
years," says Gilbert, '* butcher's meat was a stranger to the house." Robert was his 
father's chief hand at fifteen — " for we kept no hired servant " — and could after- 
wards describe liis life at this time as a combination of ** the cheerless gloom of a 
hermit with the unceasing toil of a galley-slave." The mental wear was not less 
than the physical strain ; for William Burness grew old and broken, and his family 
was seven strong, and of money there was as little as there seemed of hope. The 
wonder is, not that Robert afterwards broke outf but that Robert did not then 
break doum ; that he escaped with a lifelong tendency to vapours and melancholia, 
and at the time of trial itself with that *' dull headache " of an evening, which " at 
a future period . . . was exchanged," says Gilbert, *' for a palpitation of the heart 
and a threatening of fainting and suffocation in his bed in the night-time." William 
Burness is indeed a pathetic figure ; but to me the Robert of Mount Oliphant is a 
ficfure more pathetic still. Acquired or not, stoicism was habitual with the father. 
With the son it was not so much as acquired ; for in that son was latent a world of 
appetites and forces and potentialities the reverse of stoical. And, even had this 
not been — if Robert had n't proved a man of genius, with the temperament which 
genius sometimes entails — he must still have been the worse for the experience. 
He lived in circumstances of unwonted harshness and bitterness for a lad of his 
degree ; with a long misery of anticipation, he must endure a quite unnatural strain 
on forming muscle and on nerves and a brain yet immature ; he had perforce to 
face the necessity of diverting an absolute example of the artistic temperament to 
laborious and squalid ends, and to assist in the repression of all those natural 
instincts — of sport and reverie and companionship — the fostering of which is for 
most boys, have they genius or have they not, an essential process of develo])ment ; 
and the experience left him with stooping shoulders and a heavy gait, an ineradica- 
ble streak of sentimentalism, what he himself calls '* the horrors of a diseased ner- 
vous system," and that very practical exultation in the joie de vivre, once it was 
known, which, while it is brilliantly expressed in much published and unpublished 
verse and prose, is nowhere, perhaps, so naively signified as in a pleasant paren- 
thesis addressed, years after Mount Oliphant, to the highly respectable Thomson : 
** Nothing (since a Highland wench in the Cowgate once bore me three bastards 
a^ a birth) has surprised me more than," etc* The rest is not to my purpose — 
which is to argue that, given Robert Bums and the apprenticeship at Mount Oli- 
phant, a violent reaction was inevitable, and that one*s admiration for him is largely 
increased by the reflection that it came no sooner than it did. William Burness 

of Enclid, and even dahbl^d a little in I^tin now bert) when he was crossed in love, or had tiffed 
and then, reverting to his rudiments (says Gil- with his sweetheart. 
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kneir that it must come ; fort &b he lay dying, he cotifeased that it ti-oubled liim to 
think of Robert's future. This, to be aure, was uot at Mount OUphant — when 
Robert had done no woi-se than insist on going to a dancing^chuol — but yean 
after, at Lochlie, when Ruhert had begun to aiuiert hiniself. True it is that at 
Kirkoewald — a smutting village, whitlier he went, at seventeen, to study men- 
suration, " dialling," and the like — he had learned, he says, *' to look unconeei'U- 
edly on a lai^ tavern bill and mix without fear in a drunken squabble." Ti-ue it 
is, tuo, that at Lochlie the visible reaction liad set in. But, bo far as is known, that 
reaction was merely formal ; and one may safely Fonjectare that, as boys are nut 
in the habit of telling their fatliers everything. William Bumess knew little or 
nothing of those gallant hours at Kirkoswald. Be this as it may, he seems to have 
discerned, however dimly and vaguely, some features of the prodigious creature he 
had helped into the world ; and tliat he should not have discerned them till tlius 
late is of itself enough to show how steru and how effectual a discipline Mount 
Oliphant had proved. 



The Mount Oliphant period lasted some twelve years, and was at its hardest 
for sonie time ere it reached its tei-m. " About 1775 my father's generous master 
died," * says Robei't ; and " to clench the curse we fell into the hands of a factor, 
who sat fur the picture ' I have drawn of one in my tale of ' Twa Dogs.' . . . 
My fatlier's spirit was soon irritated, but not easily broken. Tliere was a freedom 
in his lease in two years more, and to weather these we retrenched expenaet " — 
to the purpose and with the effect denoted! Then came easier times. In 1777 
Willian) Burness removed his family to Lochlie, a hundred-and-thirty-aere farm, 
in Tai'bulton PaHsh. " The natui-e of the bargain," Robert wrote to Moore, " was 
such as to throw a little ready money in hb h:ind in the commencement," or "the 
affair wouhl have been impracticable." At this place, he adds, " for four years ws 
lived comfortably ; " and at this place bis gay and adventurous spirit began to free 
itself, his admirable talent for talk to find fit opjiortunities for exercise and display. 
The reaction set in, as I liave said, and he took life as gallantly as his innocency 
might, wore the only tjed hair in the parish, was recognisable from afar by bis 

I This wu th«[ FerguBson (of Ayr), in whoBB thin » Rcord of proceedings, ■ nots on the gtttt 
•ervicii Williun Burneaa had been «I the lime of Fantor : — 
hi. marriigB with Api.. Brown, and (.pi«rent- „ j,^ ,„ ^,,^p ^^ ,^_^,^^^ ^^^ ,„j ^^^_ 

„„ m' "^nr^" , ^ ~K°i'r >, Ta "« ■" "PP"!'*"'! <!>«■", poind their geir, 

on Mount Ol.pb.nt. Th, ba d.d on . hundred ^j,, ^^^^ ^„j ,und, wi- «pec. hurabl^ 

poutd. borrowed from h« old employer ; «,d ^n- be.r it .'. snd fes, .„d trimb!e.- ^ 

one msy conjecturB that llie legil proceeding* 

which Hobert Ihui resented were entailed upon TTie statement is »ccur«te enoufth. no donhl, but 

Ferguison'i sgenti by (he work of winding up where is the "picture"? Compare (he effect o( 

the eslale. any one of fhaucer'n Pilgrims, ortbe sketches ol 

* " Sal lor (he picture I have drawn of one " Cesar and Lualh lhemselve^ and the Factor M 

is precise and definite enough. But surely the individual la found utt«rly wsntiuf. 
Factor venei in Tk* Tua Dvgi are leu ■ pictuis 
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fillemot plaid, was made a *^ Fi'ee and Accepted Mason," ^ founded a Bachelors* 
Clnb,'' and took to sweetheai'ting with all his heart and soul and sti'ength. He had 
begun with a little harvester at fifteen ; and at Kirkoswald he liad been enamoured 
of Peggy Thomson to the point of sleepless nights. Now, says his brother Gilbert, 
** he was constantly the victim of some fair enslaver '' — sometimes of two or three 
at a time ; and '* the symptoms of his passion were often such as nearly to equal 
those of the celebrated Sappho," so that '* the agitation of his mind and body ex- 
ceeded anything I know in real life." Such, too, was the quality of what he him- 
self was pleased to call ** un penchant k (sic) Tadorable moiti^ du genre humain," 
in combination with that ^* particular jealousy " lie had '* of people that were richer 
than himself, or who had more consequence in life," tliat a plain face was quite as 
good as a pretty one — especially and particularly if it belonged to a maid of a 
lower degree than his own. To condescend upon one*s women — to some men 
that is an ideal. It was certainly tlie ideal of Robert Burns. '^ His love," says 
Gilbert, ^^ rarely settled upon persons of this description " — that is, persons *^ who 
were richer tlian himself, or who had more consequence in life." He must still 
be Jove — still stoop from Olympus to the plain. Apparently he held it was an 
honour to be admired by him ; and when a shoH while hence (1786) he ventured 
to celebrate, in rather too realistic a strain, tlie Lass of Ballochmyle, and was 
rebuffed for his impertinence — it was so felt in those unregenerate days ! — he 
was, *tis said, extremely mortified. In the meanwhile, his loves, whether plain or 
pretty, were goddesses all ; and the Sun was ** entering Virgo, a month which is 
always a carnival in my imagination " the whole year round ; and the wonder is 
that he got off so little of it all in verse which he thought too good for the fire. 
Rhyme he did (of course), and copiously, as at this stage every coming male must 
rhyme, who has instinct enough to '* couple but love and dove.** But it was not till 
the end of the Lochlie years that he began rhyming to any purpose. Indeed, the 
poverty of the Lochlie years is scarce less '^ wonderful past all whooping " than the 
fecundity of certain memorable months at Mauchline ; especially if it be true, as 
Gilbert and himself aver, that the Lochlie love-affairs were '^ governed by the 
strictest rules of modesty and virtue, from which he never deviated till his twenty- 
third year." * For desire makes verses, and verses rather good than bad, as surely 
as fruition leaves verses, whether bad or good, unmade. 



1 Bums was alwavs an enthusiastic Mason. 
The Masonic idea — whatever that be — went 
home to him ; and in honour of the Craft he 
wrote some of his poorest verses. One set, the 
''Adieu, Adieu/' etc^ of the Kilmarnock Vol- 
ume, was popular outside Scotland. At all events, 
I hare seen a parodv in a Belfast chap, which is 
to the tune of Bum*t Farewell. 

< It was, in fart, part drinking-club and part 
debating-society. But Rule X. of its constitu- 
tion insisted that every member must have at 
least one love-afiair on hand ; and if potations 



were generally thin, and debates were often seri- 
ous, there can be no question that the talk ran 
on all manner of themes, and especially on that 
one theme which men have ever found fruitful 
above all others. The club was so great a suc- 
cess that an offshoot was founded, by desire, on 
Robert's removal to Mossgiel. 

« Saunders Tait, the Tarbolton poetaster, in- 
sists that, long before Mossgiel, Burns and Sillar 
— *• Davie, a Brother Poet " — were the most in- 
continent youngsters in Tarbolton Parish ; and. 



LIFE, GENIUS, ACHIEVEMENT 



It WM Datural and bonoarable in a. yonng man of this lusty and amatoriona habit 
to look round for a wife and to cast about him for a better meana of keeping onn 
tlian fann-servica would afford. In respect of the first he found a possibility in 
Elison Begbie, a Galaton farmev's daughter, at this time a domestic servaut, on 
whom be wrote (they Bay) bis " Song of Similes," and to whom he addressed some 
mtber stately, not to say pedantic, documents in the form of love-letters. For tlie 
new line in life, he determined tliat it might, perhaps, be flax-dressing ; so, at the 
midsummer of 1781 (having just before been sent about his buaineas by, as he 
might himself have said, " le doux objet de son attachement "} be removed to Irvine, 
a little port on the Firtii of Clyde, which was also a centre of the industry in which 
he lioped to excel. Here he established tiimeelf, on what terms ie not known, with 
one Peacotk, wliom he afterwards took occasion to describe as "a scoundrel of the 
first water, who made money by the mystery of Thieving ; " ^ here he saw some- 
tiling more of life and character and the world than he had seen at Mount Oliphant 
and Lochlie ; here, at the year's end, he had a terrible attack of vapours (it lasted 
for months, he says, so that he shuddere<l to recall the time) ; here, alwve all, he 
foi-med a friendship with a certain Richard Brown. According to him, Brown, 
being tlie son of a mechanic, had taken the eye of " a great man in the neighboor- 
bood," and had received " a genteel education, with a view to bettering his eitua- 



alter a«Mvera(ing, in terms u soleniii ts be cui 
make them, tbat in all Scoilaod 

" There '■ -jone like you uid Bums can tout 
Tlieb»wdy horn," 
gOM OD 10 particularise, ■nd declBrcs that, what 
with " Moll .nd Meg, 

Je»n, Sue, and Liziey, »' decoy't. 

There 's«xwi' egg." 

Worae than all, he indites ■ "poem." ■ certain 

B — ru in hi* Infancy, which begins thus : — 

" Now I muit Ince hi> pedigree, 

Btcamt he made a mag on me, 

And let the world look and fee, 

JuBl wi' my tongue, 
How he and Clootie did ngrea 

Whan he was young; " — 
and of which I shall quote no more. Bot Robert 
and hii brother ire both explicit on this point; 
and, deapite the euy morals of the clau in which 
the Bard i ' ■ 



flame," it mu»i 



held, I 



he was <ffl 

by Belly Paton at Lochlie. 

Thii is the place (o siy that I owe my qoota- 
tionn from Saunilem Tail to Di. Gropart, who told 
me o[ the copy (probably unique) of that wor- 
thy'! Poems and Sonpi: "Printed for and 8(ld 
by the Author Only, 1T9« : " in thf Mitchell Li- 
brary, Glasgow, and at the same time communi- 
cated tranacrlpta which he had made fram such 



number* in it as referred to Bums. As my col- 
laborator, Mr. T. F. Henderson, was then in Scot- 
land, I asked him to look up Tait'i volunu. It 
wai found a[ last, after a prolonged search; was 
duly sent to the B.ms Exhibition ; and in a whila 
waa pronounced "a discovery." Tail, who waa 
pedlar, tailor, soldier in turn, had a ribald and 
acurriloUB tongue, a certain rough clevemesg, and 
a good enough command of the vernacular; so 
that his liradfs against Bums — he was one of 
the very few who dared to attack that satirist- 
are still readable, apart from the interest which 
attaches to Iheir Ihemo. It i* a pity (hat some 
Bums Club or Bums Socioly has not reprinted 
them in full, coarse as they are. 

I Nobody knows what tbis may mean. It 
■eems to be' only Robert's lofty way of saying that 
Peacock swindled him. What follows is explicit 
(Lflltr to MooTi) :— " To finish the whole, while 
we were giving a welcome carousal to the New 
Tear, our shop, by the drunken carelessness of 
my partner's wife, took fire, and burned to aahes, 
and I was left, like a (rue poet, not worth six- 
pence." How much is here of fact, how much ol 
resentment, who shall say 7 What is worth not- 
ing in it all is that Bums, despite his " penchant 
k I'adorabie," etc., is flrot and last a peasant K> 
far as " I'adorabie moiliS " is concerned, and, for 
all his sentimentalism, can face facta about it with 
all the peasant's ihrewdneaa and with all ths 
peaaaat'a cyuicun. 
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tion in life." His patron had died, however, and he had had perforce to go for a 
sailor (he was afterwards captain of a West-Indiaman). He had known good luck 
and had, he had seen the world, he had the morals of his calling, at the same time 
that ** his mind was fraught with courage, independence, and magnanimity, and 
every nohle, manly virtue ; " and Burns, who ** loved him," and '^ admired him," 
not only '* strove to imitate him " hut also '* in some measure succeeded." *' I 
had," the pupil owns, *^ the pride hefore ; " but Brown '' taught it to flow in proper 
channels." Witlial, Brown ^' was the only man I ever saw who was a greater fool 
than myself when Woman was the presiding star." Brown, however, was a prac- 
tical amorist ; and he *^ spoke of a certain fashionable failing with levity, which 
hitherto I had regarded with horror." In fact, he was Mephisto to Burns's Faust ; ^ 
and '.* liere," says the Bard, '' his friendship did me a mischief, and the consequence 
was, that soon after I assumed the plough, I wrote the enclosed Welcojne" This 
enclosure (to Moore) was that half -humorous, half-defiant, and wholly delightful 
Welcome to Bis Love-Begotten Daughter,^ through which the spirit of the true 
Bums — the Burns of the good years: proud, generous, whole-hearted, essentially 
natural and humane — thrills from the first line to the last. And we have to recall 
the all-important fact, that Burns was first and last a peasant,' and first and last a 
peasant in revolt against the Kirk, a peasant resolute to be a buck, to forgive the 
really scandalous contrast presented in those vei'sions of the affair — versions done 
in the true buckish style : tlie leer and the grin and tiie slang in full blast — which 
he has given in The Fornicator^ the Epistle to John Rankine, and — apparently 
— the Reply to a Trimming Epistle from a Tailor, At the same time we must 
dearly understand that we recall all this for the sake of our precious selves, and 
not in any way, nor on any account, for the sake of Burns. He was absolutely of 
his station and his time ; the poor-living, lewd, grimy, free-spoken, ribald old Scots 
peasant-world ^ came to a full, brilliant, even majestic close in his work; and, if 
we would appreciate aright the environment in which he wrote, and the audience 
to which such writings were addressed, we must transliterate into the Vernacular 
Brantdme and the Dames Galantes and Tallemant and the Historiettes. As for 
reading them in Victorian terms — Early-Victorian terms, or Late — that way 
madness lies : madness, and a Burns that by no process known to gods or men 
could ever have existed save in the lubber-land of some Pious £ditor*s dream. 



1 Brown denied it. "Illick love! " quoth he. 
"Levity* of a sailor! When I first knew Burns 
he had nothing to learn in that reBpect." It w a 
caAe of word against word ; and I own that I 
prefer the Bard*s. 

2 " The same cheap self-fuitisfaction finds a yet 
uglier vent when he plumes himself on the scan- 
dal at the birth of his first bastard child." Thus 
Stevenson. But Stevenson, as hath been said, 
had in him ''something of the Shorter Cate- 
chist ; " and either he did not see, or he would 
not recognise, that Bums's rejoicings in the fact 



of paternity were absolutely sincere throughout 
his life. 

* Here and elsewhere the word is used not op- 
probriously but literally. Bums was specifically 
a peasant, as Byron was specifically a peer, &"<! 
as Shakespeare was specifically a man of the 
burgess class. 

* I do not, of course, forget its many solid and 
admirable virtues ; but its elements were mixed, 
and it was to the grosser that the Burns of these 
and other rhymes appealed. 
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At Lochlie, ffhither he seems to have returned in the Marcli of 1782, the stnili' 
oiiB years ' and the old coinparatiTe prosperitj had come, or were coming, to a 
close. There had been a quarrel between William Burness and hid landlord, one 
M'Clure, a merchant in Ayr ; and this quarrel, being about money, duly passed 
into the Coarts. Its circamstancea are obscure ; but it is history that aibitratiun 
went against the tenant of Lochlie, that he was ordered to " quito possession," that 
he was strongly suspected of " preparing himself accordingly by dispossessing of 
his stock and crops," and that a certain " application at present craving " resulted, 
on shrieval authority, in the " sequestration " of all the Lochlie stock and plenish- 
ing and gear. Whatever the rights and wrongs of the affMr, an end came to it 
witli the end of William Burness. By this time his health was broken — he wan 
far gone in what Robert calls " a phthisical consumption ; " and he died in the 
February of the next year (1784), when, as the same Kul>ert romantically puts it 
in his fine, magniloquent fashion, " his all went among the rapacious liell-hounds 
that growl in the Kennel of Justice."* The fact that Robert and Gilbert were 
able (Martinmas, 1783), when their father's affairs were "drawing to a crisis." to 
secure anotlier farm — Mossgiel — in Mauchiine Parish, some two or three miles 
off Lochlie, is enough to show that neither errors nor crosses, neither sequestratiucu 
nor lampoons, had impaired the family credit. 



1 It w 



t, if yon called on 
ne, j-DU found Ih« 
a one hand and ■ 



William BunieM at mcal-li 
whole family with a book 
horn rpnon in the other. 

•wcro," together with the aherifF's officer's ac- 
count of th« Mizure at Locblie, were published 
in Tht Gtatsoie Herald early in llie present year 
(189T). I need tcarce rav IhaC Saunders Tait 
produced a Bu.-vi nl Laekly, in whicti hs fell on 
hii enemy toolh and claw. Hi) Ptalementa ire 
■1 «pecitlc u U'Clure's, and are nubi'tuitiilly in 
•greeracnt with same of them, besides : 
" To Lochly ye came like a clerk. 
And on your back wns scan-e a sark. 
The dogs did at your butlMks hark. 

But now ye 're bra', 
Ttpcuci't tkt rrnt, gtieaitai $lart, 
Madtpaymfnl ma'." 
In soothar slanzi, "M'Cln™," he says — 
" Te tcarcely left a mile 

To flit hia horn. 
Ton and the lowers gied him ■ skyU, 
Sold' ■■ his com." 
In ■ third he appears to rerord Ihe particulars of 
a ringle combat between Robert and his latbet'f 
Isodlord: — 



le>n knock 
e laird.'- 



Wi't owre bin held eame a 

Maist killed t 

And in the last of all, after billerly repmaching 

Bobert and the whale Burns raco with iograU- 

" H'Cture he put you In a farm, 

And eoft yon coals your a to warm 

And meal and maut . . . 
He likewise did the mailin slock, 

And bnill you barm," 
be seta foHh explicitly thin charge: 

" Kl'Clure's exale hai la'en the fever, 
And heal iKain i( will l>e never, 
The vagabonds, (hey ca' you clevar, 

Ye 're sic a sprite, 
To rive fra' him baith (^' and liver. 
And baith (he teet." 
The fact of the Laird's f:enerosity Is reaffirmed 
with emphasis in A Comptimtnt; 
"The horse, com, jieta, kail, kye, and ewea. 
Cheese, pease, beans, rye, wool, houso and 

Pols, pans, crans, tongs, bran-apits, andskewrs. 

The milk and harm. 
Each thing tliev had was a' M'CIure'a, 
He Btock'd the farm." . . . 
And wi(h (he rsmark that " Fivtiundrtd ptmndt 
(ttj letrt Mind," the undaunted ScundsD 
brings hia libel to a close. 
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William Bnmess had paid hiB children wages daring his tenancy of Lochlie ; 
and the elder four, by presenting themselves as his creditors for wages due, were 
enabled to secure a certain amount of '* plenishing and g^ar " wherewith to make 
a start at MossgieL It was a family ventare, in whose success the Bumesses were 
interested all and severally, and to which each one looked for food and clothes and 
hire (the brothers got a yearly fee of £7 apiece) ; and, as all were well and thor- 
oughly trained in farming work, and had never lived other than sparely, it was 
reasonable in them to believe that the enterprise would prosper. That it did not 
begin by prospering was no fault of Robert's. He made excellent resolutions, and, 
what was more to the purpose, he kept them — for a time. He '* read farming 
books " (thus he displays himself), he '* calculated crops,'* he '^ attended markets ; " 
he worked hard in the fields, he kept his body at least in temperance and soberness, 
and, as for thrift, there is Gilbert's word for it, that his expenses never exceeded 
his income of £7 a year. It availed him nothing. Gilbert is said to have been 
rather a theorist than a sound practician ; and Robert, though a skilled farmer, 
cared nothing for business, and left him a free hand in the conduct of affairs. 
Luck too, was against them from the first ; and very soon the elder's genius was 
revealed to him, and he had other than farmer's work to do. ** In spite of the 
Devil," he writes, '* the world, and the flesh, I believe I should have been a wise 
man ; but the first year, from unfortunately buying in bad seed, the second, from a 
late harvest, we lost half of both our crops." Naturally, *' this " (and some other 
things) ** overset all my wisdom, and I returned, * like the dog to his vomit ' — 
be it remembered, it is Robert Bums who speaks, not I — ^ and the sow that was 
washed, to her wallowing in the mire.' " That the confession, with its rather swag- 
gering allusion to the Armour business, was true, is plain. But we do not need 
Burns*s assurance to know that, though he could do his work, and prided himself 
on the straightness of his furrows, he was scarce cut out for a successful farmer — 
except, it may be, in certain special conditions. Endurance, patience, diligence, a 
devout attention to one's own interest and the land's, an indomitable constancy in 
labour to certain ends and in thought on certain lines — these are some of the 
qualities which make the husbandman ; and, this being so, how should Mossgiel 
have prospered under Rah the Ranter ? His head was full of other things than 
crops and cattle. He was bursting with intelligence, ideas, the consciousness of 
capacity, the desire to take his place among men ; and in Mauchline he found live- 
lier friends ^ and greater opportunities than he had found elsewhere. Being a 



1 As his landlord, the Uwyer Gavin Hamilton, 
to whom he dedicated the Kilmarnock Volume, 
and the story of whose wrangle with the Mauch- 
line Kirk-Session (we pott, pp. 41-43, 66, etc) 
is to somo extent that of Bums's assault upon 
the Kirk (see pott, pp. 109, 110, Holy Waiie*a 
Prajftr) . Another was Bobert Aiken, also a law- 



3rer, by whom he was ''read into fame," to 
whom he dedicated 7*Ae Cotter* t Seiturday Night, 
and whom he celebrated in an Epitaph (pott, p. 
64). Tet another was Richmond, tlie lawyer's 
clerk, whose room he was afterwards to share 
in Edinburgh, and who appears to be partly re- 
sponsible for the preservation of The Jolly B*g» 
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8cot, he was instinctively h theologian ; being himself, he was ineTitably liberal- 
minded ; bom a peasant of genius, and therefore a natural rebel, be could not 
choose but qosrrel with the Kirk — especially as her hand was heavy on his friends 
and himself — and it was as a Maochline man that the best of his anti-elerical 
work was done.' Then, too, he was foil of rhymes, and they must out of him ; his 
call bad come, and he fell to obeying it with unexampled diligence. More than 
all, perhaps, be bad the temperament of the viveur — the man who rejoices to live 
bis life ; and his appetites had been intensified, his gift of appreciation made ab- 
normal (so to say), by a boyhood and an adolescence of singular hardship and 
qnite exceptional continence. It is too late in the world's history to apologise for 
the primordial instinct; and to do so at any time were sheer impertinence and un> 
reasoning ingratitude. To apologise in the case of a man who so exulted in its 
manifestations and results, and who so valiantly, not to say riotously, insisted on 
the fact of that exultation, as Robert Burns, were also a rank and frank absurdity. 
On this point he makes doubt impossible. The " white flower of a blameless life " 
was never a button-hole for him: ' his utterances, published and unpublished, are 
there to show that he would have disdained the presumption that it ever could have 
been. And it is from Mauchline, practically, that, his affair with Betty Faton over 
and done with, and, to anticipate a little, his affair with Jean Armour left hanging 
in the wind, he starts on his career as amorist at lai^. 



gan. Again, there wu Ihe Bachelors' Club, on 
th« model of thai he bid founded U Tarboltan, 
for wboM ediflcadan. and in i^xpUnition of whose 
function, he spptan to have written The For- 
nicator and Tht Cimrt o/EijuUf. This last Is 
Buma'a idea of what the proceedinga of (he 
Eirk-Seaaion oughl, in certain ca^et, to have 
been. It is capital fun, hnt aamething too [rank 
and too particular for latter-day print. 

1 He was erer a theological liberal and a theo- 
logical disputant — a champion of Heterodoxy, 
in however mild a form, whoae diaputationa 
made him notorious, so that his name was as a 
Btu nib ling-block and an offence to the Orthodox. 
For the ecrlea of attacks which he delivered 
Sgainst the Kirk — Tkt Holy Fair, the Addrra 
to Ihi Dtil, Tht Taa Utrdl, Tht Ordination, Holy 
Willie'i Prager, Tht Kiri'M Alarm, the Addriu 
Ui tht Unco Gvid, and the Epistle To John Goldie 
— ace poMt. There is no record of an appear- 
ance on the stool with Paton ; but the circaRi< 
Stances of this his initial ditficulty appear to be 
■at forth in the Epiult to Juhn Banh'nt (poti, p. 
») and the Rrply to a Trimming Epiitit (p<-t, 
p. 1>13>, with the Pre[ator7 Notes thereto ap- 
pended. All these read, considered, and digested, 
what interest remains in Buma's quarrel with 
the Kirk conaiats in the fact that, being ■ person 
natarallj and invincibly opposed to the "sour- 
featnnd Whfggism" on which the Stuarts bad 
WTtcksd thamaelvaa, Boma was netatallj sod 



invincibly a Jacobite. Hla Jacobitisffl *raa, be 
said, "by way of rfrs Jo ioffdttJie." He told 
Ramsay of Aucbtertyre that be owed it to the 
plundering and unhouaing (ITIB) of hia grand- 
father, who was gardener to Earl Marischal at 

Gavin Hamilton (who was Episcopalian by de- 
t) and bis own resentment of clerical 



tyra 



'■ThBM 



e thus "ToaTonng 



d lowe o' weel-plac'd lov^ 
Luxananlly indulge It ; 
But never tempt th' illicit rove, 

Tho' niething abonld divulge It ; 
I waive the qnantom o' the sin. 

The baiard of concealing ; 
Bat, ocb I it hardena a' within. 
And petriflea the feeling 1 " 
But there ia plenty to show that (ha writer was 
a great deal better at preaching than at practice. 
And he owns as mnch himself in his own epi> 
taph ; — 
" Is there a man, whose jndgment clear 
Can others leach the course to ateer, 
self, life's mad career 

Wild as the wave 7 — 
and, thro' the starting t«ar, 
Survey thia grave." 



Tet runs, hii 
Here pause - 
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And now for a little narrative. In the November of 1784 Elizabeth Paton bore 
him a daughter — " the First Instance," so he wrote above his Welcome, " that en- 
titled him to the Venerable Appellation of Father." The mother is described as 
" very plain-looking," but of ** an exceedingly handsome figure ; " *' rude and un- 
cultivated to a great degree," with a '^strong masculine understanding, and a thor- 
ough, though unwomanly, contempt for any sort of refinement ; " withal, '* so active, 
honest, and independent a creature " that Mrs. Burns would have had Robert 
marry her, but ^' both my aunts and Uncle Gilbert opposed it," in the belief that 
'* the faults of her character would soon have disgusted him." There had been no 
promise on his part ; and though the reporter (his niece, Isabella Begg) has his 
own sister*s warrant — Mrs. Begg, by the way, was rather what her brother, in a 
mood of acute fratetnal piety, might possibly have called '^a bletherin' b — tch" 
^- for saying that '^ woman never loved man with a more earnest devotion than 
that poor woman did him," he is nowise sentimentalized about her. She is identi- 
fied with none of his songs ; and while there is a pleasant reference to her in the 

Welcome : 

" Thy mitber's person, grace, and merit," 

she is recognisably the '* paitrick " of the Epistle to Rankine, she is certainly the 
heroine of The Fornicator , she probably does duty in the Reply to a Trimming 
Epistle^ none of which pieces shows the writer's *' penchant k Tadorable," etc., to 
advantage. No doubt, they were addressed to men. No doubt, too, they were, 
first and last, satirical impeachments of the Kirk : impeachments tinctured with the 
peasant's scorn of certain existing circumstances, and done with all the vigour and 
the furia which one particular peasant — a peasant who could see through shams 
and was intolerant of them — could with both hands bestow. And that the women 
did not resent their shai*e in such things is shown by the fact ' that such things got 
done. It was ^^ the tune of the time " — in the peasant-world at least. Still, as 
Diderot says somewhere or other, '* On aime celle k qui on le donne, on est aim^ 
de celle k qui on le prend." And one can't help regretting that there are few or 
none but derisive references to Betty Paton in her lover's work. 



IV 

Of vastly greater importance than his mistresses, at this or any period of his life, 
18 the entity, which, with an odd little touch of Eighteenth Century formality, he 
loved to call his Muse. That entity was now beginning to take shape and sub- 
stance as a factor in the sum of the world's happiness ; and the coming of that 
other entity in whose existence he took so high a pride and so constant a delight — 
I mean ** the Bard " — was but a matter of time. Burns had been ever a rhyme- 
ster ; and Burns, who, as Stevenson observed, and as the Notes to [this Volume 
and more especially those to the Centenary Eklition show], *•' was always ready 
to borrow the hint of a design, as though he had some difficulty in commen- 
cing," had begun by borrowing his style, as well as divers hints of designs, from 
stall-artists and neighbour-cuckoos. But, once emancipated, once a man, once 
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practicallj' assured of the primal concenu of ]ife, oiice conscious that (after all) 
he might have the root of the matter in him, the merely local poet begins to 
waver and dislimn, and the Burns of Poor Mailie (written at Lochlie) and the 
Epistle to Davie reigns — intermittently, perhaps, but obviously — in his stead. 
It is all over with stall • artists and neighbour - cuckoos. Poor Fergusson's book * 
has fallen into his hands, and (as he says in his ritliculons way) has " caused 
liim to string anew his wildly-«ounding rustic lyre witli emulating vigour." At 
last the hour of the Vernacular Muse has come ; and he is hip to haunch with 
such atlepts in her mystery as the Sempills, and Hamilton of Gilbertfield, and 
Allan Ramsay, and Robert Fergnsson, and the innominates whose verses, decent 
or not, have lived in his ear since childhood — catching their tone and their 
sentiment; mastering their rliythms; copying their methods; considering their 
nffects in tlie one true language of his mind.' He could write deliberate English, 
and, when he wanted to be not so much sincere as impressive and " fine," he wrote 
English deliberately, as the worse and weaker part of his achievement remains to 
prove. He could even write English, as Jourdain talked prose, "without knowing 
it " — as we know from Scots Wha Hue. He read Pope, Shenstone, Beaitie, Gold- 
smith, Gray, and the rest, with so much enthusiasm tliat one learned Editor has 
made an interesting little list of pilferings from tlie works of these distinguished 
beings. But, so far as I can see, he might have lived and died an English- writing 
Scot, and nobody been a thrill or a memory the better for Ids work. It is true that 
much of the Saturday Night and the Vision and the Mountain Daisy is written 
in English ; ' but one may take leave to wonder if these ])ieces, with so much else 

1 Robert Fergusson (1750-1774) wai cerlsinly Churchysrd ; got leave from the msnagcn to put 

• prima influenis in Burns'ii poetical life. Nev- up a hesdnlfine •! Ill* fiwti cost there, ■nd wrote 

arthelesB — orfhall I My consequently?— he has an epitaph to be inscribed upon it, one line ot 

faad leu than justice from the most of Bumi'i which — 

Editor,. Tet in hi. way he w« w rem.rk.Lle a ,. ^^ ^j^^j^^ ^^ „^^ animated biift,'' 

creature that there can be no quentiun but in hi> 

death, at four-and-twenty, a great lorn was In- ii> tiomehowlDbe read in Gray'* FJtgy in a Contt- 

flicted on Scotiiah literature. He bad intelli- tri/ Churchyard, Pei^uwon wvaaeaaentially an 

gcnca and an eye, a right touch of liumour, the EilinburKh product (the old Scot* capital — rbv, 

gifts of indention uid observation and style, to- nqnalid, drunken, dirty, lettered, venenble — 

gether with a true feeling for countrj- and city live? in his venwi' much .« Bums knew it twelve 

alike; .nd bia work in llis Tomacular (his Eng- jcan aCler hix death) at the late R. L. S. him- 

liih verse ia rubbish), with its easy expresaive- self; and, while I write, old memories come back 

DCM, its vivid and unshrinkinf* realiMn, and ■ to me of the admiring terma — tcrmn half-plarfnl, 

merit in the matter of ebaracter and situation half-afftctionate — in which the later artist was 

which makea it not readable only but intereat- wont to apeak of his all but Forp}tten ancestor. 
ing aa art, at the same lime that it ia valuable > I do not forget that Dugald Stewart noted the 

aa history, ia nothing leaa than memorable; es- correctness of liis speech and the succeaa with 

pecialty in view of the miserable circiimalances which he avoided the use ol Scolticiama. Bat in 

— the poor lad was a starveling scrivener, and his day Scots was not an accent but a living 

died, partly of drink, in the public madhouse— tongue; and he certainly could not have talked 

in which it was done. Bums, who learned much at Mauchline and at TlumfHes aa he did in a 

from Ferguison, was an enthusiast in hia regard more or less polite and AngliHed Edinburgh. 
(or him; bared hishead and shed tearsover"the • He contrives a compromise, to admirabia 

green mound and the ecattered gowans" under purpose, too, in Ttn o' Rhnnlrr. which is written 

wbichhafoiuidUsezampUrlyinglaCaaangM* paitl; in English and partly in the YeruacaUr. 
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of Burn8*8 own, would have escaped the "iniquity of Oblivion," had they not 
chanced, to their good fortune, to be companioned wiUi Halloween^ and Holy Willie^ 
and The Auld Farmer to his Auld Mare^ and a score of masterpieces besides, 
in which the Vernacular is carried to the highest level — in the matter of force 
and fire, and brilliancy of diction, and finality of effect, to name but these — it has 
ever reached in vei-se.^ Let this be as it may, there can be no question that when 
Bums wrote Engli^^h he wrote what, on his own confession, was practically a for- 
eign tongue — a tongue in which he, no more than Fergusson or Ramsay, could 
express himself to any sufficing purpose ; but that, when he used the dialect which 
he had babbled in babyhood, and spoken as boy and youth and man — the tongue, 
too, in which the chief exemplars and the ruling influences of his poetical life* had 
wrought — he at once revealed himself for its greatest master since Dunbai*.' 



But (1) Tarn o* Shanter is in a rhythmus classical 
in Scotland since the time of Barbour's Bruce ; 
(2) the English parts of Tarn o* Shanter are of no 
particular merit as poetry — that is, ''the only 
words in the only order; " and (3) the best of 
Tarn o* Shanttr is in the Vernacular alone. Con- 
trast, for instance, the diabolical fire and move- 
ment and energy of these lines: 

"They reel'd, they set, they cross'd, they cleekit, 
Till ilka carlin swat and reckit. 
And coost her duddies to the wark, 
And linket at it in her sark,'* 

with another famous — perhaps too famous — 
passage : 

** But pleasures are like poppies spread: 
You seize the flow'r, its bloom is shed,'' etc. 

In the second the result is merely Hudibrastic. 
In the first the suggestion — of mingled f ur^' and 
stink and motion and heat and immitigable ar- 
dour — could only have been conveyed by the 
Vernacular Bums. 

1 It was Wordsworth's misfortune that, being 
in revolt against Augustan ideals and a worn- 
out poetic slang, he fell in with Bums, and 
sought to make himself out of common English 
just such a vocabulary as Bums's own. For he 
forgot that the Yemacular, in which his exemplar 
achieved such surprising and delectable results, 
had been a literary language for centuries when 
Bums began to work in it — that Bums, in fact, 
was handling with consummate skill a tool whose 
capacity had been long since proved by Ramsay 
and Fergusson and the greater men who went 
before them ; and, having no models to copy, and 
no verbal inspiration but his own to keep him 
straight, he came to immortal grief, not once but 
many times. It is pretended, too, that in the 
matter of style Bums had a strong influence on 
Byron. But had he ? Byron praises Bums, of 



course; but is there ever a trace of Bums the 
lyrist in the Byron songs ? Again, the Byron of 
Childe Jlarold and the tales was as it were a Ba- 
bel in himself, and wrote Scott pint Coleridge 
pint Moorepltis Beattie and Pope and the Augus- 
tan Age at large; while the Bj'ron of Beppo and 
the Vmon and Don Juan approves himself the 
master of a style of such infernal brilliancy and 
variety, of such a capacity for ranging heaven- 
high and hell-deep, that it cannot without ab- 
Bunlity be referred to anything except the fact 
that he also was a born great writer. 

2 For that is what it comes to in the end. He 
may seem to have little to do with Catholic and 
Feudal Scotland, and as little with the Scotland 
of the Early Reformation and the First Covenant. 
Also, it is now impossible to say if he knew any 
more of Scott and Dunbar and the older makers 
(Davie Lindsay and Barbour excepted) than he 
found in The Ever Green, which Ramsay garbled 
out of The Bannatyne MS., if he were read in 
Pinkerton (1786), or if he got any more out of 
Gawain Douglas than the verse which serves as 
a motto to Tarn d* Shanter (which, after all, may 
have been found for him by some adept in old 
Scots poetry — Glcnriddell or another). The 
Scotland he represents, and of which his verses 
are the mirror, is the Scotland out of which the 
"wild Whigs" had crushed the taste for every- 
thing but fomication and theology and such ex- 
pressions of derision and revolt as Jenny Ai'Craw 
and Errock Brae — the Scotland whose literary 
beginnings date, you *d fancy, not from Henry- 
son, not from Dunbar and Douglus and the Lyon 
King-at-Arms, but from Scmpill of Bcltrees and 
the men who figure in the three issues of Watson's 
Choice Collection. But Ramsay and his fellows 
were a revival — not a new birth. The Vemacu- 
lar School is one and indivisible. There are 
breaks in the effect ; but the tradition remains 



LIFE. GENIUS, ACHIEVEMENT xxix 

Hore, mnch more, than tliat : his bearings once found, he maiked his ose of it by 
the discovery of ■ quantity hitherto unknown in literature. Himself, to vit-~-the 
unazing conipound of style and sentiment with gaiety and sympathy, of wit and 
tenderness with radiant humour and an admirable sense of art, which is Robert 
Bums. 

He eonld write ill, and was capable of fustian. But, excepting in his "Epi- 
grams " and " Epitaphs " and in his imitations of poets whose methods he did not 
nnderstand, he was nearly always a great writer, and he was generally (to say the 
least) incapable of fustian in the Vernacular. In essaying the effects of Pope and 
Shenstone and those other unfamiliars, he was tike a man with a personal hand tet 
to imitate a writing-master's copy : he made as good a shot as he could at it, but 
there was none of himself in the result. It was otherguess work when he took on 
the methods and the styles in wliich his countrymen had approved themselves ; 
these he coahl compass so well that he coald far surpass his exemplars t«chnically, 
and could adequately express the individual Bums besides. The Death and Dy- 
ing Words of Poor Mailie (written at Lochlie, and therefore very early work) 
trace back to Gilbertfield's Bonnie Seek ; but the older piece is realistic in purjuse 
and brutal in effect, while in the later — to say nothing of the farce in Hnghoc — 
the whole philosophy of life of a decent mother-ewe is imagined with delightful 
humour, and set forth in terms so kindly in spirit and so apt in style, that the 
Death and Dying Wordt is counted one of the imperishables in English letters. 
Contrast, agiun, the Elegy, written some time after the Death and Dying Words, 
oa this immortal beast, with its exemplars in Watson and Ramsay: 
" He was right nacky in his waj. 

An' eydent baitb be night and dnj ; 

He wi' tbe lads bis part could play 
When right ssir fleed. 

He gatt tbem good ball-sillar paj ; 

But now he ' b dead. . . .** 

" Wba 11 jaw Ale on my dronthj ToDgoe, 
To cool the heat of lights and Lung 7 
Wha *U bid me, when the Kaile-bell 's mo^ 

ToBiiirdmeapeed? . . . 
Wha '11 set me \>j the Barrel-bung ? 

Since Sanny's dead ? . . ." 

" He was good Company at Jeists, 
And wanton when he came to Feasts 
He Bcom'd the Convene of gnat Beasts 

[F]or a Sheep's-head ; 
He leagh at Stories about Ghsists — 
Blyth Willie's dead," 
aabrokcn. And Bnrna, fnr >1I hla compsnliTe the 1s*t n[ that noble tins wbleb begin* wHh 
nadamjtjr, deaecndi directlj from, and it, in fact, Robert Henryaon. 
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and you shall find the difference still more glaring. Cleverness apart — clevemeBS 
and the touch of life, the element of realism — the Laments for Hab Simson and 
Sanny Briggs, for John Cowper and Luckie Wood and the Writer Lithgow,^ are 
merely squalid and cyni(*al ; while in every line the Elegy ^ in despite of realism 
and the humorous tone and intent (essential to the models and therefore inevitable 
in tlie copy) is the work of a writer of genius, who is also a generous human being.* 
Very early work, again, are Corn Rigs and Green Grow the Hashes; in sugges- 
tion, inspiration, technical quality, both are unalterably Scuts ; and in both the 
effect of masteiy and completeness is of those that defy the touch of Time. To 
compare these two and any two of Bums's songs in English, or pseudo-English, is 
to realise that the poet of these two should never have ventured outside the pale of 
his supremacy. English had ten thousand secrets which he knew not, nor could 
ever have known, exce])t imperfectly ; for he recked not of those innumerable tra- 
ditions, associations, connotations, surprises, as it were ambitions, which make up 
the romantic and the literaiy life of words — even as he was penetrated and pos- 
sessed by tlie sense of any such elements as may have existed in the Vernacular. 
Thus, if he read Milton, it was largely, if not wholly, with a view to getting 
himself up as a kind of Tarbolton Satan. He was careless, so I must contend, of 
Shakespeare. With sucii knowledge as he could glean from song-books, he was 
altogether out of touch with the Elizabethans and the Carolines. Outside the 
Vernacular, in fact, he was a rather unlettered Eighteenth Century Englishman, 
and the models which he must naturally prefer before all others were academic, 
stilted, artificial, and unexemplary to the highest point. It may be that I read 
•he verse of Burns, and all Scots verse, with something of that feeling of '' pre- 
ciousness '* which everybody has, I take it, in reading a language, or a dialect, not 
his own — the feeling which blinds one to certain sorts of defect, and gives one an 
uncntical capacity for appreciating certain sorts of merit. However this be, I can 
certainly read my mother-tongue ; and most Englishmen — with, I should imagine, 
many Scots — will agree with me in the wish that Burns, for all the brilliant com- 
promise between Scots and English which is devised and done in Tarn a* Shanter 
and elsewhere, had never pretended to a mastery which assuredly he had not, nor 
in his conditions ever could have had. 



1 All five, together with RamMv's on Luckie 
Spencc (an Edinburgh bawd) and Last Words of 
a Wretched ^fuer^ should be read for the sake 
of their likeness, and at the same time their an- 
likeness, to not a little in Burns, and in illustra^ 
tion of the truth that the Vernacular tradition 
was one of humorous, and even brutal realism. 
I have cited R. L. S. in connexion with Fergus- 
son. He had a far higher esteem for that maker 
than he had for that maker's ancestor, Allan 
Ramsay. Yet he quoted to me one day a stanza 
from the John Cowper^ a certain phrase in which 
— a phrase obscenely significant of death — waa» 



we presently agreed, as good an example of "the 
Squalid-Picturesque" as could be found out of 
Villon. 

2 His suppression of such an old-fashioned 
touch in the first draft as this one : 

" Now Robin greetan chows the hams 
Of Mailie dead,'» 

is significant. It is quite in the vein of Bonnie 
Heckf as indeed are the first four stanzas. But it 
would have ruined the Elegy as the world has 
known it since 1786. 
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I hare stressed tliis point because I nish to stress another, and with a view to 
making clear, &nd to setting in its proper perspective, the fact that, genius apart. 
Bums was no miracle but a natural development of circumstance and time. The 
fact is patent enough to a.\\ but them that, tor a superstition's sake, insist on ignor- 
ing history, and decline to recc^nise the unchanging processes of natural and social 
Law. Wittiout the achievement of .£schyluB, there can be no such perfection as 
Sophocles : just as, that perfection achieved, the decline of Tragedy, as in Eurip- 
ides, is but a matter of time. But for the Middle Ages and the reaction against 
the Middle Ages there could have been no Ronsard, no Rabelais, no Montaigne in 
France. Had there been no Surrey and no Marlowe, no Chaucer and no Ovid (to 
name no more than these in a hundred influences), who shall take on himself to 
say the shape in which we now should be privileged to regard the greatest artist 
that ever expressed himself in speech ? It is in all departments of human energy 
as in the eternal round of nature. There can be no birth where there is no pre- 
paration. The sower must take his seedsheet, and go afield into ground prepared 
for his ministrations ; or there can he no harvest. The Poet springs from a com- 
post of itlcals and experiences and achievements, whose essences he absorbs and 
assimilates, and in whose absence he could not be the Poet This is especially true 
of Burns. He was the last of a school. It culminated in him, because he had 
niore genius, and genius of a finer, a rarer, and a more generous quality, than all 
bis immediate ancestors put together. But he cannot fairly be said to have con- 
tributed anything to it except himself. He invented none of its forms ; its spirit 
was none of his originating ; its ideals and standards of perfection were discovered 
and pnrdy reatiaed by other men ; and he had a certain timidity as it were a 
fainiatitiae. in conception — a kind of unreadiness in initiative — which makes 
him more largely <lependent upon hia exemiilars than any other great poet has ever 
been. Not only does be take whatever tlie Vernacular School can give in such 
matters as tone, sentiment, method, diction, phrase; but also, he is content to run 
in debt to it for suggestions as regards ideas and for modeb in style. Hamilton 
of Gilbertfield and Allan Ramsay conventionalise the Rhymed Epistle; and he 
accepts tlie convention as it left their hands, and produces epistles in rhyme which 
are glorifie<l Hamilton- Ram say. Fergnsson writes Caller Water, and LeithEaeea, 
and The FuTtner's Ingle, and Planeatanex and Caiiaey, and the Ode to the Gowd- 
tpink ; and he follows suit with Scotch Drink, and the Saturday Night, and The 
Holi/ Fair, and The Brigs of Ayr, and the Mouse and the Mountain Daisy. 
Bempill of Beltrees starts a tradition with The Piper of Kilbarchart ; and hia 
effect is jilain in tlie elegies on Tam Samson and Poor Mailie. Ramsay sees ■ 
Vision, and tinkers old, indecent songs, and writes comic tales in glib octo-syllabtcs ; 
and instinctively and naturally Burns does all three. It is as though some touch 
of rivalry were needed to put him on bis mettle : ' as though, instead of writiDg 

> II WW wilh "tmalaiing y\gnaT" lh»t he Imilalion" bot "lo kiodle at Ihtir flume." An- 
■trang his "wildly^ounding ruitic Ivre ;" and olher in^■unce,o^ rather snother lURiti'M ion, from 
hsitiul Rainaaf anil Ferguuim not "ioi wrvila biouelf, tad I bava doos. It "exalted," it "«if 
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and caring for himself alone, as Keats and Byron did, and Shelley — new men 
all, and founders of dynasties, not final expressions of sovranty — to be himself 
he most still be emulous of some one else. This is not written as a reproach : it is 
stated as a fact. On the strength of that fact one cannot choose but abate the old, 
fantastic estimate of Burns's originality. But originality (to which, by the way, he 
laid no claim) is but one element in the intricately formed and subtly ordered 
plexus which is called genius ; and I do not know tliat we need think any the less 
of Bums for that it is not predominant in him. Original or not, he had the Ver- 
nacular and its methods at his fingers' ends. He wrote the heroic couplet (on the 
Dryden-Pope convention) clumsily, and without the faintest idea of what it had 
been in Marlowe's hands, without the dimmest foreshadowing of what it was pre- 
sently to be in Keats's ; he had no skill in what is called *' blank verse " — by 
which I mean the metre in which Shakespeare triumphed, and Milton after Shake- 
speare, and Thomson and Cowper, each according to his lights, after Shakespeare 
and Milton ; he was a kind of hob-nailed Gray in his use of choric strophes and in 
his apprehension of the ode. But he entered into the possession of such artful and 
difficult stanzas as that of Montgomerie's Banks of Helicon and his own favourite 
sextain as an heir upon the ownership of an estate which he has known in all its 
details since he could know anything. It was fortunate for him and for his book, 
as it was fortunate for the world at large — as, too, it was afterwards to be fortu- 
nate for Scots song — that he was thus imitative in kind and thus traditional in 
practice. He had the sole ear of the Vernacular Muse ; there was not a tool in 
her budget of which he was not master ; and he took his place, the moment he 
moved for it, not so much, perhaps, by reason of his uncommon capacity ^ as be- 
cause he discovered himself to his public in the very terms — of diction, form, 
style, sentiment even — with which that public was familiar from of old, and in 
which it was waiting and longing to be addressed. 

It was at Mossgiel that the enormous possibilities in Bums were revealed to 
Burns himself ; and it was at Mossgiel that he did nearly all his best and strongest 
work. The revelation once made, he stayed not in his course, but wrote master- 
piece after masterpiece, with a rapidity, an assurance, a command of means, a 
brilliancy of effect, which make his achievement one of the most remarkable in 
English letters. To them that can rejoice in the Vernacular his very titles are 
enough to recall a little special world of variety and character and delight — the 



raptured'* him ^to walk in the gheltered side of 
a wood, or high plantation, in a cloudy winter 
day," and hear the wind roarhig in the trees. 
Then was his ** best season for devotion,*' for then 
was his mind ''rapt up in a kind of enthusiasm to 
Him who . . . ' walks on the wings of the wind/ *' 
The ''rapture*' and the "exaltation** are but 
dimly and vaguely reflected in his Winttr. But 
if some ancestor had tried to express a kindred 
feeling, then had Winter been a masterpiece. 
1 In the same way, Byron sold four or five edi- 



tions of the English BardSf because it was written 
on a convention which was as old as Bif^hop Hall, 
and had been used by every satirist from the time 
of that master down to Matthias and Gifford. If 
he had cast his libellus into the octaves of Don 
Juan, the strong presumption is that it would 
have fallen still-born from the press. Other 
cases in point are Blake, Wordsworth, Shelley, 
Keats, and Browning; the manner of each was 
new, and not all have reached the general yet. 
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world, ID fact, vhere 7011 can take your choice among lyrical gema like Com Rigt 
and Qr»en Qrow the Raskea and Mary Moriatm and masterpieces of satire like 
Soil/ WitlU and the Addreat to th* Vnco Guid. To tbia time belong The JoUy 
Beggetn and ffaUoioeen and The Holy Fair; to tliit time the LoK»e and the 
Mouse, the Avid Mare and the Twa Dog» ; to this time, Scotch Drink and the 
Address to the Deil, the Earnest Cry and the Mountain Daisy, the Epistles to 
Smith and Bankine and Sillar and Lapraik, the Elegies on Tam Samson and the 
Dever4o-be-forgotten Mailie, the Reply to a Tailor and the Welcome and the Sat- 
itrday Night. In some, as The Ordination, The Holy Tvlyie, and, despite an 
nnrivalled and inimitable picture of drunkenness, Hornbook itself, with othei-s in a 
greater or less degree, the interest, once you have appreciated the technical quality 
as it deserves, is very largely local and particular.' In others, as the Saturday 
Night and The Vision (after the first stanzas of description), it is also very largely 
sentimental ; and in both these it is further vitiated by the writer's " falling to his 
Eiiglisli," to a purpose not exhilarating to the knower of Shakespeare and Milton 
and Herrick. But all this notwithstanding, and notwithstanding qiute a little 
crowd of careless rhymes, the level of excellence is one that none bat the bom 
great writer can raMntain. Bold, graphic, variable, expressive, packed with obser- 
vations and ideas, the phrases go ringing and glittering on through verse after varse, 
through stave after stave, through poem after poem, in a way that makes the read- 
ing of this peasant a peculiar pleasure for the student of style.' And if, with an 
eye for words and effects In words, tliat student have also the faculty of laughter, 
then are his admiration and his pleasure multiplied ten>fold. For the master- 
quality of Bums, the quality which has gone, and will ever go, the furthest to 
make htm universally and perennially acceptable — acceptable in Melbourne (say) 
a hundred yean hence as in Mauchline a hundred years syne — b humour. His 
•entiment is sometimes strained, obvious, and deliberate — as might be expected of 

> There la ■ mdh in which the moit are Iocs! in Herrick: 
— in parochial even. In llotg Willit ttselt the 

typ«i« not merely [he SconC»1viniii[ic phmriwe: " Ye have been fresh and ((reen, 

h k a particular expniMion of thai typ*; the '^« ''*''« t"^*" '"Ho'l "i"" Aowera, 

thing ii a local iiallre inlroduciag the ''kail and And ye Iho walki have been 

potatoes" of a local ecandal. Take, too, The Where maida have spent their hours," 

Half Fair: the circiimatanco, the niHiDieni, the ., . . . „ ^ ,. ... 

d»;«..,Mh..,p.™..-.U.™i«,.l. Apply "« - """ '• "■"■■ '■'"»'•■ '■ '" 
tit«teat loalmoHt any — not foriot ting the Tain 
»• SkatUtr which is the top of Bumi' 



inerable ; but his forebears set tl 

be humorous, racv, natural, and he could 

the nmt"" ' """'■" not cbooae but follow Iheir lead. The Colloquial 

of lovelv *'''""pl" '" l"'' ^Brae as nowhere outside ths 

nan utter- y*''"'* »nil Dm Juan; but for Beauty we nnat 

go elaewhither. He haa all manner of qualitie* 

of a kind, nature, Riiely, the 



h perfections 



"Qilding pale atreanu with heaTenly atcheicy," richest humour, asort of homeapun verbal inauic. 

Id Miltun: Bui, if we be in quest of Beauty, ws roust e'en 

'•Now to the moon in wavering morrice move," '»""" '''"'' ""^"^'l' loourEnglish'~of wbos. 

. iecrtis, SJi I 've said, he never so mach as sua- 

In Keou: peeled the enistence, and who«« supreme capaoi- 

"AadUdMUMgrMnhillinsn Aprilahiatid," ties were sealed tram him until the end. 
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the poet who foundered two pocket-copies of that very silly and disgusting book, 
The Man of Feeling ; and it often rings a little false, as in much of the Saturday 
Night, But his humour — broad, rich, prevailing, now lascivious or grargantuan 
and now fanciful or jocose, now satirical and brutal and now instinct with sympathy, 
— is ever irresistible. Holy Willie is much more vigorously alive in London, and 
Melbourne, and Cape Town to-day than poor drunken old Will Fisher was in the 
Mauchline of 1785. Tliat " pagan full of pride," the vigilant, tricksy, truculent, 
familiar, true-blue Devil lives ever in Burns*s part pitying and fanciful, part humor- 
ous and controversial presentment ; but he has long since faded out of his strong- 
holds in the Kirk : — 

" But fare-you-weel, Auld Nickie-Ben I 
O, wad ye tak' a thought an' men' \ 
Ye aiblins might — I dinna ken — 

Still hae a stake : 
I 'm wae to think upo' yon den, 

Ev'u for your sake I " 

Lockhart, ever the true Son of the Manse, was so misguided — so mansified, to 
coin a word — as to wish that Burns had written a Holy Fair in the spirit and to 
the purpose of The Cotter^s Saturday Night But the bright, distinguishing qual- 
ities of The Holy Fair are humour and experience and sincerity ; the intent of 
the Saturday Night is idyllic and sentimental, as its effect is laboured and unreal ; 
and I, for my part, would not give my Holy Fair, still less my Halloween or my 
tTolly Beggars — observed, selected, excellently reported — for a wilderness of 
Saturday Nights. It is not hard to understand that (ci^iven the prestance of its 
author) the Saturday Night was doomed to popularity from the first ; * being of 
its essence sentimental and therefore pleasingly untrue, and being, also of its es- 
sence, patriotic — an assertion of the honour and the glory and the piety of Scot- 
land. But that any one with an eye for fact and an ear for verse should prefer its 
tenuity of inspiration and its poverty of rhythm and diction before the sincere and 
abounding humour and the notable mastery of means, before the plenitude of life 
and the complete accord of design and effect, by which Hallaween and The Holy 
Fair, and nine tenths of the early pieces in the Veraacular are distinguished, ap- 
pears inexplicable. In these Burns is an artist and a poet, in the Saturday Night 
he is neither one nor other. In these, and in Tavi o' Shanter^ the Scots School 
culminates — as English Drama, with lyrical and elegiac English, culminates in 
Othello and the Sonnets, in Antony and Cleopatra and the Adonis and The Rape 
of Lucrece — more gloriously far than the world would ever have wagered on its 
beginnings. It is the most individual asset in the heritage bequeathed by *^ the 

1 And such popularity! " Poosie Nancy's " — poem that, printed and framed and glazed, is 

(thus writes a friend, even as these sheets are hung in the place of honour on its M-alls? ' The 

passing through the press) — "or rather a house Jolly Beggars — n&tuTAUy?* Not a bit of it 

on the site of Poosie Nancy's, is, as you know, The Cotter* 8 Saturday Night J Surrounded, too, 

Btill a tavern. There is a large room (for par- by engravings depicting its choicest momenti 

ties) at the back. And what, think you, is the and its most affecting scenes." 
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Bard;" and itill more, perhapa,* than the Song«, it atampB and keeps hint the 
National Poet. The world it pictures — the world of '' Scotch morals, Scutch 
Bali^on, and Scotch drink " — may be agly or not (an refracted through Lis tem- 
perament, it IB not). Ugly or not, however, it was the world of Burns ; to paint it 
was part of bis mission ; it lives for us in bis pictures ; and many such attempts at 
reconstruction as The Earthly Paradise and The IdylU of the King will *' fade 
far away, dissolve," and be quite forgotten, ere these pii^tures disfeature ordislimn. 
He had the good sense to concern liiroself with the life he knew. The way of real- 
ism ' lay broadly beaten by his ancestors, and was natural to his feet ; lie followed 
It with vision, with humour, with "inspiration and sympathy," and with art; and 
in the sequel he is found to be one in the first flight of English poeta after Milton, 
Chaucer, Shakespeare. 



I take it that Burns was not more multifarious in bis lovea than most others in 
whom the primordial instinct is of pecnliar strength. But it was wi-itten that Eng- 
lish literature — the literature of Chaucer, Shaketipeare, Fielding — should be 
turned into a kind of schoolgirls' playground ; so that careful Kditors have done 
their best to make him even as themselves, and to fit him with a suit of practicul 



' I tay, " perhaps," hcoiiM Bumr, smonglhe 
general at leant, is brtler nung than read. But 
If the Song^, hi* own and thnne which are effects 
of a collabornlion, be the more natinnal, the 
Pnems are ihe f(reater, and it is chiefly to Ihe 
Poema that fiunii is indebted for his place in 
literal u re. 

* It is claimed tor him, with pertect Irath, that 
b« went strait;hl to Nature. But the Vernacular 
nuken •elduin did anything else. An intense 
and abiding eunKcinusnemi of the cnmninncircuni- 
■taiices at life was ever Ihe diHiinguinhing nnl« 
of Scots Poetry. It thrills through Ilenryson, 
through Dutibar and the Douglas of certain 
"Prolougs" 10 Emtadoi, through Lindsay and 
Scott, through Ihe nameless lyrist of Ptr'Hii <it 
tt« Flag and Chriifi Kirt on Iht Oreen, through 
much of Tht BanmtgRe .1/5., Ihe Sempill of ihe 
JVehiitt B'tKhopt, the Montgomerie of the /7y- 
t»y with Polwarlhand of certain snnnelt: 
"Raw reid herring reistit in the reik." 
ItlsevenaactibleinlbeGaiif Dad Godlit BnllaU; 
and after the silence it is hrard anew in Ihe verse 
which was made despite Ihe Kirk, and in the ver«« 
which proceeded from I hat verse — Ihe verse, that 
ia, of Ramjay and Ferguwuin and Bums. This 
vivid an<l cnrlons inlerest in facts is, as I think, a 
chaiacterinlie nf Ihe "perfervid ingi-ne." Cora- 
pare, tor instance, Pilscnltie and Knox on the 
■ludcr of Cardinal Beaton. Tlie one ia Boiiie> 



hing naive, the i 



il were Shakespearean 



10 the coniplele effect. The« 


are two ini>lani 


onlv;b«tIcn,,ldea'ilvgivel* 


rohnndred. (!: 
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His 

" When lyart leaves iMslrow Ihe ylrd. 
Or, wavering like Ihe bauckie-bird. 

Bedim cauld Bori'iu' blast; 
When hailslanes drive wi' bitter nkyte." ■ • . 
The bum alealing under the long yellow broom : 
"When, tumbling brown, the bam cornea 

down." . . . 
"The rpeedy gleams the darkness swal- 



■11 exactly noted and vividly recorded (a most 
inslmctiVB instance is the "bumie" stanza in 
Haltuvtmi tor he had, they say, a peculiar de- 
light in running water). But for great, imagioa* 
tlve impressions: — 

" Those green-robed nenalors of mlghly woods. 
Tall oaks branchH:hanu(d by the eamesl 

yon tnnt lo other books than his. 
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and literary morals, which, if his own verse and prose mean anything, he woold 
have refused, with all the contumely of which his ** Carrick lips " were capable, to 
wear. Nothing has exercised their ingenuity, their talent for chronology, their 
capacity for invention (even), so vigorously as the task of squaring their theory of 
Bums with the story of his marriage and the legend of his Highland Lassie. And 
now is the moment to deal with both. 

Elizabeth Paton's child was bom in the November of 1784. In the April of 
that year, a few weeks after the general settlement at Mossgiel, he made the ac- 
quaintance of Armour the mason's daughter, Jean. She was a handsome, lively 
girl ; the acquaintance ripened into love on both sides ; and in the end, after what 
dates approve a prolonged and serious courtship. Armour fell with child. Hex 
condition being discovered. Bums, after some strong revulsions of feeling against 
— not Jean, I hope, but the estate of marriage, gave her what he presently had 
every reason to call ** an unlucky paper," recognising her as his wife ; and, had 
things been allowed to drift in the usual way, the world had lacked an unforgotten 
scandal and a great deal of silly writing. This, though, was not to be. Old Ar- 
mour — '* a bit mason body, who used to snuff a guid deal, and gej af 'en tak' a 
bit dram " — is said to have ** hated " Bums ; so that he would " reyther hae 
seen the Deil himsel * comin' to the hoose to coort his dochter than him.*' Thus a 
contemporary of both Armour and Bums ; and in any case Armour knew Burns 
for a needy and reckless man, the father of one by-blow, a rebel at odds with the 
Orthodox, of whom, in existing circumstances, it would be vain to ask a comfort- 
able living. So he first obliged Jean to give up the '^ unlucky paper,*' with a view 
to unmaking any engagement it might confirm,^ and then sent her to Paisley, to be 
out of her lover's way. In the meanwhile Burns himself was in straits, and had 
half-a-dozen designs in hand at once. Mossgiel was a failure ; he had resolved to 
deport himself to the West Indies ; he had made up his mind to print, and the 
Kilmarnock Edition was setting, when Jean was sent into exile. Worst of all, he 
seems to have been not very sure whether he loved or not. When he knew that 
he and she had not eluded the Inevitable, he wrote to James Smith that '* against 
two things — staying at home and owning her conjugally ** — he was " fixed as 
fate." *' The first," he says, " by heaven I will not do ! " Then, in a burst of 
Don-Juanism — Don-Jnanism of the kind that protests too much to be real — '* the 
last, by hell I will never do." Follows a gush of sentimentalism (to Smith), which 
is part nerves and part an attempt — as the ran on the ^*s and the w*8 shows — 
at literature : " A good God bless yoo, and make you happy up to the warmest 
weeping wish of parting friendship.' And this is succeeded by a message to the 
poor, pregnant creature, of whom, but two lines before, he has sworn '' by hell 



>f 



1 I take It that the paper was "unlucky," be- not, Auld (who probably had a strong objection 

cauM it became a weapon in old Armour's hands, to the marriage) was guilty of an illegal act in 

and was the means of inflicting on the writer the certifying Bums a bachelor. Bums, in fact, was 

worst and the most painful experience of his life. completely justified in his anger with the Kirk 

At the same time there seems to be no doubt that and in the scorn with which he visited the tyiv 

k made Jean Bfrt. Boms, to that, conadoutly or anny of her ministers. 
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that he will nerer make her honeit : " If you aee Jeui, tell her I will meet her^ 
■o help me God in my honr of need." This scrap is undated, but it must hare 
heen written before 17lb February, 1786, when he wrote tliua to Richmond : " I 
am extremely happy with Smith ; he ii the only friend I have now in Mauchline>" 
Well, he daet meet Jean ; and, his better nature getting the upper hand, the "nn- 
luchy paper " is written. Then on the 20th March he writes thus to Uuir : " I 
intend to have a gill between us or a mntchkin stoup," for the reason that it " will 
be a great comfort and consolation " — which seems to show that Jean has repu* 
dialed him some time between the two letters. Before the 2d April, on which 
day the Kirk-Session takes cognisance of the matter, Jean has gone to Paisley ; 
the " unlucky paper " is cancelled (apparently about the 14th April, the names 
were cut out with a penknife) ; so that Don Juan finds himself plantS^, and being 
not really Don Juan — as what sentimentalist could be 7 — he does not affect 
Don Juan any more. The prey has turned upon the hunter ; the deserter heeomea 
the deserted, the privilege of repudiation, " by hell " or otherwue, has passed to 
the other side. The man's pride, inordinate for a peasant, is cut to the quick ; and 
his unrivalled capacity for " battering himself into an affection " or a mood bos a 
really notable opportunity for display. In love before, he is ten times more in 
love than ever ; he feels bis loss to desperation ; he becomes the disappointed lover 
— even the true-souled, generous, adoring victim of a jilt ; 



In effect, his position was sufficiently distracting. He had made oath that he 
would n/>t marry Jean ; then he had practically married her; then he found that 
nobody wanted her married to him — that, on the contrary, he was the most abso- 
lute " detrimental " in all Ayrshire ; when, of course, the marriage became the one 
thing that made his life worth living. He tried to persuade old Armour to think 
better of liis resolve ; and, failing, ran " nine parts and nine tenths oat of ten stark 
•taring mad." Also he wrote the Lament, in which he told his sorrows to the 
moon ' (duly addressing that satellite as " thou pale Orb " ), and took her pub- 
licly into his confidence, in the beantiful language of Eighteenth Century English 
Poetry, and painted what is in the circumstances a really creditable picture of the 
•Sects upon a simple Bard of " a faithless woman's broken vow." Further, he 
produced Detpondency in the same elegant lingo; and, in Despondency, having 
called for " the closing tomb," and pleasingly praised " the Solitary's lot," — 



The cavern, wild with tangling roots- 
Sits o'er his newly gather'd fruits, 
Beside his crystal well I " etc. — 



:o ilnf of Mary Campbell, Us confldsnl Is no longM 
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he addressed himself to Toath and Infancy in these affecting terms : — 

** O enviable early days. 
When dancing thooghtless pleasure's maze. 

To care, to guilt unknown I 
How ill exchanged for riper times. 
To feel the follies or the crimes 

Of others, or my own I 
Ye tiny elves that guiltless sport. 

Like linnets in the bush, 
Ye little know the ills ye court, 
When manhood is your wish I 
The losses, the crosses 

That active man engage | 
The fears all, the tears all 
Of dim declining Age I " ^ 

Moreover, he took occasion to refer to Jean (to David Brice ; 12th June, 1 786) aa 
*< poor, ill-advised, ungrateful Armour ; " vowed that he could ** have no nearer 
idea of the place of eternal punishment " than ^' what I have felt in my own breast 
on her account;" and finally confessed himself to this purpose: '*I have tried 
often to forget her : I have run into all kinds of dissipation and riot ... to drive 
her out of my head, but all in vain." Long before this, however — as early, it 
would seem, as some time in March — his *^ maddening passions, roused to tenfold 
fury," having done all sorts of dreadful things, and then ** sunk into a lurid calm." 
he had *' subsided into the time-settled sorrow of the sable widower," and had lifted 
his "grief-worn eye to look for — another wife." In other words, he had pined 
for female society, and had embarked upon those famous love-passages with High- 
land Mary. 

Little that is positive is known of Mary Campbell except that she once possessed 
a copy of the Scriptures (now very piously preserved at Ayr), and that she is the 
subject of a fantasy, in bronze, at Dunoon. But to consider her stoiy is, almost 
inevitably, to be forced back upon one of two conclusions — either (1) she was 
something of a lightskirts ; or (2) she is a kind of Scottish Mrs. Harris. The 
theory in general acceptance — what is called the Episode Theory — is that she 
was '^ an innocent and gentle Highland nursery - maid " (thus, after Chambers, 



1 I cannot attach any great importance to these 
exercitten in Poetic Englinh. Buras wrote to a 
very different purpose when he wrote from his 
heart and in his native tongue : — 

" Had we never loved sae kindly ..." 
''Of a' the airts the wind can blaw 
I dearly like the west : »* — 

and so on, and so on. Still, there can be no doubt 
that they mean something. At any rate they are 
designed to be impressive and "fine;** and 
probably the Bard believed in them to the extent 



to which he was satisfied with his achievement 
in what must certain! v have seemed to hi.n real 
poetry. None of your Vernacular (that ia), but 
downright, solid, unmistakable English Verse — 
verse which might stand beside the works ol 
Beattie and Shenstone and Thomson and the 
"elegantly melting Gray.*' That life departed 
them long since is plain. But it is just as pla'n 
that they meant something to Burns, for (appar- 
ently) he took much pains with them, saw not 
their humorous aspect, and included them in his 
first (Kilmarnock) Volume 
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R. L. S>) " in the lervice of a neighbouring family " (Gavin Hamilton's) ; that she 
consoled Burnt — mais pour le bon motif — for Jean's desertion ; that tbey ^^ed 
to marry ; that, on her departure for tlie West to prepare for the event. '■ Ayr, 
gurgling, kissed his pelibled shore," and they exchanged vows and Bibles ; and 
that she died, of a malignant fever, some few uiontiis after her retui'n to Greenock. 
Another identifies her (on Richmond's autliority) with a serving-maid in Mauch- 
line, who was the mistress of a Montgomevie, and had withal such a hold upon 
Barns that for a brief while he was crazy to make her bis wife ; and some have 
thought that this may be the Mary Campbell who, according to the Dundonald 
Session Kecords, fathered a cliild on one Jubu Hay. This last bypotliesis is, of 
course, moat hateful to the puzzle-headed puritans who cannot, or will not, believe, 
despite tlie fact that the world has always teemed with Antonies, each of them mad 
for liis peculiar Cleopatra, thut Burns, particularly in luB present straits, might very 
well have been enamoured of a gay girl to the point of marriage. So, for the 
(insolation of these, there has been devised a third, according to which her name 
was either Mary Campbell or something unknown ; but, wliatever she was culled, 
she was so far and away the purest and sweetest of her sex — the one ■' white 
rose," in fact, which giew up among "the passion fiowers " of the Bard's career — 
that she must, had she married him, have entirely " rectified " his character, and 
have transformed him into a pattern Kirk-of-Scot1and puritan of the [luritans. On 
the other hand, it has become obvious to some whole-hearted devotees of the Ma- 
rian Ideal that a " young person " of this sort could scarce have been of ho cumitig 
It habit as to skip with alacrity into Jean's old shoes, and — shutting her innocent 
eyes to the fact tliat Burns, a man notoriously at war with the Kirk and the seducer 
of two nnmaiTied women, was at the same time at his wits' end fur cash — con- 
sent to east in her lot with his at a moment's notice and with never a sign front the 
fAiuily she was to enter. If slie could do that, plainly she could nut. except on 
strong positive testimony, be made to do duty as a white rose among passion- 
flowers ; or if, on some unknown and inenarrable hypothesis, she could, then, says 
one of the devout, " the conduct of Burns was that of a scoundrel." This is absurd 1 
So of laU (1896-97) there has come into being a wish tn believe that eilher Mary 
Cempbell preceded Armour in the Bard's affections, or the Highland Lassie never 
existed at all, but was a creature of Burns's brain, an ideal of womanhood to which 
his thought ascended from the mire of thin world — tlie world of Elli^land. imd 
Jean, and the rhildren. and the songs in Johnson's Miisewm, — ns Dante's to hti 
Beatrice of dream. Given Burns's own habit and tlie habit of the Sroti iieasaiit 
woman, tliere is still no earthly reason for rejecting the Episode Theory — even 
were rejection possible — however seriously it reflects upon the morals of tha 
parties concerned. But it is fair to add that the subject is both complicated and 
obscure. Burns's own references to bis Highland Lassie are deliberately insignifi- 
cant and V!^e ; for once in his life he was reticent. His Rtatenient that she went 
home to prepare for their marriage is heavily discounted by the fact that he did 
not introduce her to his family as his betrothed, in nowise prepared for marriags 
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on hb own acconnt, never dreamed, except in sporadic copies of verse, of taking 
her to the West Indies, and was all the while so desperately enamoured of Jean 
that not hy any amount of self-indulgence could he rid his hreast of her ; hy the 
fact, too, that, if his thought went hack to the Highland Lassie in after years, his 
report of the journey is strongly tinctured with remorse.^ Currie's statement is 
that *' the hanks of Ayr formed the scene of youthful passions . . . the history of 
which it would he improper to reveal," etc. Gilhert Bums, after noting that Nanie 
Fleming's charms were '^ sexual " — *' which indeed was the characteristic of the 
greater part of his (Robert's) mistresses " — is careful, perhaps with an eye on the 
heroine of Thaii Lingering Star^ to record the statement that Robert, at least, 
'^ was no platonic lover, whatever he might pretend or suppose of himself to the 
contrary." There is Richmond's statement, as reported by Train. There is the 
Mary Campbell of the Dundonald Register. There is the certainty that relation! 
there were between Burns and a Mary Campbell. There is the strong probability 
that Mary Campbell and the Highland Lassie were one and the same person. 
There is Bums's own witness to the circumstance that they met and parted under 
extremely suspicious conditions. That, really, is all. Yet, on the strength of a 
romantic impulse on the part of Robert Chambers, the heroine-in-chief of Bums's 
story is not the loyal and patient soul whom he appreciated as the fittest to be his 
wife he'd ever met; not tlie Jean who endured his affronts, and mothered his 
children (her own and another's), and took the rough and the smooth, the best and 
the worst of Hfe with him, and wore his name for well-nigh forty years after his 
death as her sole title to regard ! On the contrary, that heroine-in-chief is a girl of 
whom scarce anything definite is known, while what may be reasonably suspected 
of her, though natural and feminine enough, is so displeasing to some fanatics, 
that, for Burns's sake (not hers) they would like to my thologise her out of being } 
or, at the least, to make her as arrant an impossibility as the tame, proper, fig* 
mentary Burns, the coinage of their own tame, proper brains, which they have done 
their best to substitute for the lewd, amazing peasant of genius,* the inspired faun, 
whose voice has gone ringing through the courts of Time these hundred years and 
more, and is far louder and far clearer now than when it first broke on the ear of 
man ! 

Stevenson was an acute and delicate critic at many points ; but he wrote like a 
novelist — like Thackeray, say, of Fielding and Sterne — when he wrote of Armoor 
as a *^ facile and empty-headed g^rl," and insisted, still possessed by Chambers's 
vain imaginings, that she was first and last in love with another man. In truth 
the facility was on the other side. In 1784 Bums is vrilling to marry Betty Paton, 
and writes thus to Thomas Orr : '^ I am very glad Peggy [Thomson] is off my 
hand, as I am at present embarrassed enough without her." In 1785 he is courtf 

1 He pent Thau Lingering Star to Mrs. Dunlop particulans or e^tmyed todipabune her of the idea 

in A letter dated 8th November, 1789. In acknow* that remorse there well might be. 

ledging it, the lady noted its remorseful cast, and ^ "Peculiarly like nobody else." (B. B. to 

hoped it didn't set forth a personal experience. Amot, April, 1786J 
Xliere is nothing to show that he gave her any 
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ing Jean Armour, and very early ia 1786 Jean is in the family vay, and "by h«U" 
•he shall never be hie vife. But some time in March Jean is sent to Paisley; and 
the " maddening passions," etc., set to work ; and he can no more " se consoler de 
son depart " tlian Calypeo could for that of Ulysses. So in a hand's turn he be- 
comes the stricken deer, and, as we have seen, protests (to the Moon) that to marry 
Jean, and wear "The promis'd father's tender name" are his sole ambitions. As 
Jean does not return, however, he seeks (and finds) such comfort as he may in 
exchanging tows and Bibles and what Cbamfort called " fantaisies " with Mary 
Campbell. On the 12th-13th May he writes The Court of Equity — a task the 
strangest conceivable for a lover, whether rejoicing or diGtranght On the 14th 
" Ayr, gnrgling, kisses his pebbled shore," and " The flowers spring wanton to be 
prest," and Highland Mary leaves lor the West to make these famous preparations. 
On the ISth May he dates (at least) the Epistle to a Toung Friend : 

"The sacred lowe o' weel-plac'd lore, 
Luxuriantly iedulge it," etc. : 

■nd, as for some dme past, he is still the gallant, howbeit in jest, of Betty Millerj 
till on the 9th June " poor ill-advised Armour " retui'Ds to MaucliUne ; and on the 
12th he writes that " for all her part in a certain black affair " he " still loves her 
to distraction," and, with a view to forgetting her has " run into all kinds of dissi- 
pation and riot . . . but in vain." On the 28th June he appears before "the 
Poacher Court," acknowledges paternity, and is " promised a certificate as a single 
man," on condition that he do penance before the congregation on three successive 
Sundays. On the 9th July, the occasion of his first appearance, he has "a foolish 
hankering fondness " for iFean, but, calling on her and being put to the door, he 
Mmarks that she does not " show that penitence that might have been expected; " 
BO, on the 22d, he executes a deed by which he makes over all his property to the 
"wee imi^ of bis bonie Betty," to the exclusion of whatever might come of his 
affair vrith the recusant Then, on the 30th (Old Armour having, meanwhile, got 
« warrant agmnst him, and sent him into hiding '), he adjures Richmond — who, 
he knows, will "poor an execration" on Jean's head — to "spare the poor, lU- 
advised girl for my sake ; " and on the 14th August he calls on Heaven to "bless 
the Sex," for that " I feel there is still happiness for me among them." Against 
this panorama of tumult and variety and adventure, enlarged in Edinburgh, and 
enriched at Ellisland and in Dumfries, there are to set the years of simple abnegt^ 
tion, magnanimity, and devotion with which the " facUo and empty-beaded girl " 
repaid tiie hosband of her choice. The conclusion b obvious. The Novelist 
turned Critic is still the Novelist. Consciously or not, he develops preferences, for, 
consciously or not, he must still create.* Stevenson's preferences were with Bab 

I No doubt he retired on information »ent by the Bard, in ■ fox-tkin cspsnd snenormoMcoat, 

J»n. Bnd girt with ■ Hifthlind bro«diword, is mbs 

> ThaaSlevcnion.who hitnMlf liked "drenflnn milling from ■ Milhside rock. Jein denied it, 

s part " (H) to Rpuk), wv ptnusded that Buroi and said that Robert (who haled fleld'^porta, as 

lid likawiae, and accepted bodily that atnnrd, w« know) never angled in bis lite. Bui the No** 

IsiitssUcitaij(toldbrtwoEnKliihinao),ln«)tkh sUstirss roassd; and sit that was isnorsd. 
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MoesgieL And the result was a grave — but not, I hope, a lasting — injustice to 
an excellent and very womanly woman and a model wife.^ 

As to Highland Mary, one of two conclusions : (1) Either she was a paragon ; 
or (2) she was not. In the first case, her story has yet to be written, and written 
on evidence that is positive and in*efutable. In the second, the bronze at Dunoon 
bears abiding witness to the existence (at a certain time) of what can only be de- 
scribed as a national delusion. 

VI 

By this time the end of Manchline, and of much besides, was nearer than Bums 
knew. Probably sent to press in the May of 1786, the Kilniai>nock Volume was 
published at the end of July.^ Most of, if not all, the nunibera contained in it 
were probably familiar to the countryside. Some had certainly been received with 
^* a roar yf applause ; " Burns, who was not the man to hide his light under a 
bushel (his temperament was too radiant and too vigorous for that), was given to 
multiplying his verses in M3. copies for friends ; he had been ^^ read into fame " by 
Aiken the lawyer : so that PoeniSy Chiefly iii the Scottish Dialect was, in a sense, 
as *^ well advertised '' as book could be. Its triumph was not less instant than well- 
deserved ; ' the first issue, six hundred copies strong, was exhausted in a month 
(*tis said that not one could be spared for Mossgiel). But Burns himself, accord- 
ing to himself, and he was ever punctiliously exact and scrupulous on the score of 
money, was but £20 in pocket by it ; the Kilmarnock printer declined to strike off 
a second impression, with additions, unless he got the price of the paper (<£^7) in 



1 On the 8d September Jean lay in of twins. 
They were presently taken by their respective 
grandmothers, to whom, I doubt not, they gave 
great joy — as in that and other stages of society 
the appearance of the third generation, whether 
its right to exist be legal or not, does always. 
Bums announced the event as only Bums could, 
by sending Nature* t Law : 

"Kind Nature's care had given his share 
Large of the flaming current,** etc., 

to Gavin Hamilton; a ''God bless the little 
dears," with a snatch of indecent Fong, to Rich- 
mond; and a really heartfelt and affecting bit of 
prose on the subject of paternity to Robert Muir. 
S One effect of its publication was to secure him 
the friendship of Mrs. Dunlop (see post^ p. 122). 
It is evident from this lady's letters that her in- 
terest in him could scarce have been warmer had 
be been her son. She prized his t:orrespondence 
as beyond rubies, and as a rule he was slower to 
reply than she (once, being hurt by his silence, 
she told him she wouldn't write again till he 
asked her, and, failing to draw him, within a 
week she is found begging his pardon for her pet- 
oUnce). She made him many gifts — apparently 



in money and in kind — gifts at New Year and 
other times, and accepted gifts from him (once 
he sent her a keg of old brandy). Her influence 
made ever for deccncv, and it mav well have 
been on her remonstrances, which were strong, 
that he finally resolved to remove some of the 
coarser phrases in his earlier editions. Her last 
(extant) letter is dated 11th January, 1795. For 
some unexplained reasons she ceased from writ- 
ing several months before the .January of 1796. 
It may have been that she heard of him as often 
in drink, or that she was told of the affair at 
Wood lev Park. In anv case she esteemed him 
so highly, and admired him so lavishly, that 'tis 
quite impossible to believe the breach in the cor- 
respondence due to any fault of hers. 

• "Old and young," says Heron, high and low, 
grave and gay, learned or ignorant, all were alike 
delighted, agitated, transported. I was at that 
time resident in Galloway, contiguous to Ayr- 
shire ; and I can well remember, how that even 
the plough-boys and maid-servants would have 
gladly bestowed the wages which they earned 
the most hardly, and which they wanted to pur- 
chase necessary clothing, if they might but secure 
the worka of Burns." 
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advance ; and for some tim« it Beemed that there was nothing but Jamaica for the 
writer, Local Bard and Local Hero though lie were ; io that he looked to liave 
■ailed in mid-August, and again on the lat September, and at some indetenninate 
date had " conveyed his chest thus far on the ruad to Greenock," and written that 
solemn and moving song — far and away tlie best. I think, and the sincerest thing 
he left in English — The Gloomy Night is Gathering Fast. It was to be tbe 
" last effort " of his " Muse in Caledonia." But, for one or another reason, bis 
departure was ever deferred ; and, though on the 'SOth October (some ten days, it 
is surmised, after the death of Mary Campbell), he was Btill wi-iting that, " anc« 
to tbe Indies he was wonted," he 'd certainly contrive to '* mak' the best o' life 
Wi' some sweet elf," on the 18th November, '* I am thinking for my Edinburgh 
expedition on Alonday or Tuesday come s'ennight." In effect, an " Ediubargh 
expedition" was natural and inevitable. Ballantine of Ayr is said to have sug- 
gested the idea of such an adventure ; Gilbert and the family are said to have ap- 
plauded it. But as early as the 4th September the excellent Blncklock — in "a 
letter to a friend of mine which overthrew all tny schemes " — had called — 
"for the sake of the young man" — for a second edition, " more numerous than 
the former;" inasmuch as "it appears certain that its intrinsic merit, and ttie ex- 
ertions of the antbor's friends, might give it a more univeraal circulation than any- 
thing of the kind which has been published within my memory." Thus Blacklock t 
and tbe " friend of mine," who was Lawrie, the minister of Laudoun, had com- 
municated Blacklock's letter to tbe person most concerned in Blacklock's su^es- 
tion. Bold, proud, intelligent au postible, strongly possessed too (so be says, and 
so I believe) by the genius of paternity, Burns the Man, who had a very becoming 
opinion of Burns the Bard, and could fairly appreciate that worthy's merits, must 
certainly have seen that in Edinburgh he had many chances of succeeding at the 
very point where the Kilmarnock printer failed him. I do not doubt, either, that 
he was tired of being the Local Poet, the Local Satirist, tbe Local Wit, the Local 
Lothario (even), and eager to essay himself on another and a vaster stage than 
Mauchline ; for, if he bad n't been thus tired and thus ei^r, he would n't have 
been Robert Bums. The fighting spirit, the genius of emulation, is so strong in 
ns all that a man of temperament and brains must assert himself, and get accepted 
at hia own (or another) valuation, exactly as a cock must crow. And I love to 
believe that Burns, being immitigably of this metal, entered upon bis adventure — 
27th November, on a borrowed nag, with not much money, a letter of introdao- 
tion to Dalrymple of Orangefield, and a visiting list consisting entirely in Dugald 
Stewart and Richmond, tbe lawyer's clerk — with the joyous heart and the still 
neck of one who knows himself a man among men, and whose chief ambition ia to 
" drink delight of battle with his peers " — if he can find them. 

He reached tbe capital on the 28th November, and was hospitably entertained 
by Richmond — to the extent, indeed, of a bedfellow's share in the clerk's one little 
room in Baxter's Place, Lawnmarket. Through Dalrymple of Orangefield he got 
•eeaM to Lord Glencaim and others — among them Hany Erskine, Dean of FtM- 
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nlty, and that corions, irascible, pompous ass, the Earl of Buchan, and Creech, the 
publisher, who had been Glencaim's tutor, and who advertised the Edinburgh 
Edition on the 14th December. He was everywhere received as he merited, and 
he made such admirable use of his vogue that, five days before Creech's advertise- 
ment was printed, he could tell his friend and patron, Gavin Hamilton, that he was 
rapidly qualifying for the position of Tenth Worthy and Eighth Wise Man of the 
World. He saw everybody worth seeing, and talked with everybody worth talking 
to ; he was made welcome by " heavenly Burnett " and her frolic Grace' of Grordon, 
and welcome by the ribald, scholarly, hard-drinking wits and jinkers of the Cro- 
challan Fencibles, for whose use and edification he made the unique and precious 
collection now called The Merry Muses of Caledonia ; he moved and bore himself 
as easily at Dugald Stewart's as in Baxter's Place, in Creech's shop, with Henry 
Mackenzie and Gregory and Blair, as at that extraordinary meeting of the St. 
Andrew's Lodge, where, at the Grand Master's bidding, the Brethren assembled 
drank the health of '* Caledonia and Caledonia's Bard — Brother Bums," a toast 
received with '* multiplied honours and repeated acclamations." To look at, '* he 
was like a farmer dressed to dine with the laird ; " his manners were *' rustic, not 
clownish ; " he had " a sort of dignified plainness and simplicity." Then, '* his 
address to females was always extremely deferential, and always " — this on the 
authority of the Duchess of Grordon — '* with a turn to the pathetic or humorous, 
which engaged their attention particularly." For the rest, '^ I never saw a man in 
company with his superiors in station and information more perfectly free from 
either the reality or the affectation of embarrassment." Thus, long afterwards. Sir 
Walter, who noted also, boy as ho was, '* the strong expression of sense and shrewd- 
ness in all his lineaments," and who, long afterwards, had never seen such an eye 
as Burns's '* in a human head, though I have seen the most distinguished men " — 
Byron among them ; and Byron's eye was one of Byron's points — " of my time." 
It is not wonderful, perhaps, that Burns, with his abounding temperament, his 
puissant charm, his potency in talk, his rare gifts of eye and voice,^ should have 
strongly affected Edinburgh Society, brilliant in its elements and distinguished in 
its effect as it was. There has been no Burns since Bums ; or history would pretty 
certainly have repeated itself. What is really wonderful is the way in which Burns 
kept his head in Edinburgh Society, and stood prepared for the inevitable reaction. 
Through all the *' thick, strong, stupefying incense smoke " (and there was certainly 
a very great deal of it), he held a steady eye upon his future. He saw most clearly 
that the life of a nine-days' wonder is at most nine days, and that now was his 
time or never. But if he expected preferment he was neither extravagantly elated 
in anticipation, nor unduly depressed by disappointment; and, for all his self- 
consciousness — " and God had g^ven his share " — he was not too platonic to 
solicit the favours of at least one servant-girl (he was arrested, August, 1787, on 



1 Thus Maria Riddell: " His voice alone could be remembered that children nwed to speak of 
improve upon the ma^c of his eve. Sonorous, Bjron as *' the gentleman with the beautiful 
faplete with the finest modulations,'' etc. It will voice." 
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» mmnt In mediiaiione fugce), nor too ponctUioiu to make lore to " » Lothinn 
tunaer'a daughter, a veiy pretty girl, vhom I 't« almost penuaded to accompany 
roe to the West Cuuntry, should I ever return," etc, nor too philosophical nut to 
regret his Jean, and reflect (in this very letter to Gavin Hamilton) that he 'd nevei 
** meet bo delicious an armful again." 

In the long-run his magnanimity auSered a certain change. The peasant at 
vork scarce ever goes wrong ; lint abroad and idle, he is eaBilj' spoiled, and soon. 
Edinburgh was a triumph for Burns ; but it was also a misfortune. It was a cen- 
tre of conviviality — a city of clubs and talk and good-fellowship, a city of hulotiy 
HDd high jinks, a city (above all) of drink : — 

" Wbare eontby cfaiels at e'enin meet. 

Their Inzsin craigi and niou's to weet: 

Au' bljtbely gu suld Care gae by 

Wi' blinket and wi* bleering eye ; " — 
» dangerous place for a peasant to be at large in, especially a peasant of the con- 
ditions and the stamp at Bams. He was young, he was bnckigbly given, and he 
was — Bums. He had, as certain nnmbers in T/ta Merry JUuta witness, an 
entirely admirable talent of a kind much favoured by our liberal ancestors. To 
hear him talk was ever a privilege ; while to hear him make such use as he might 
of this peculiar capacity cannot but have constituted an unique experience. After 
all) a gift 's a gift, and a man must use the gifts he has. No reasonable being can 
qnestaon that Bums used this one of his.* In those days he could scarce be buckish 
^ or even popular — and do other. Even in the country, says Heron, in his loose 
yet lofty way, " the votaries of intemperate joys, with persons to whom he was 
recommended by licentious wit . . . had begun to fasten on bim, and to seduce 
h!m to embellish the gross pleasures of Iheir looser hours with the charms of his 
wit and fancy." These temptations — he was known, be it remember«I, for the 
ribald of I%e Fornicator and The Court of Equity as well as for the poet of the 



1 This it noled neither in pniiw nor in di»- 
pr>li«. It ii Doled to ihow that Bumg wm exen- 
tUllj « tn«n of his lime, —is how, pe»s»nt of 
gaolni that he was, could he be (nothing else? 
Oni fathers laved sculduddery, and Burns, who 
cam* from Carriek — where, ss Lockhart his re- 
marked, the TemacDlsi wu spoken with peculiar 
({■iety and vlgoar — wis (he best gifted of them 
all in this respect by virtue of his genius, hiatum 
of mlod, hli peaianlhood, and his wonderful ca- 
pacity for Calk. Josiah Walker noten of Bums 
that bit conversation waa " not more licentious " 
than the conversation heard it (he tables of the 
great; Lockhart rejrrets that he can give but few 
of Buna's mott, tor the reason that the most of 
thtiM preaerved and handed down were anqunta- 
bl*. Itwaa a trick of the time, and long after — 
(raoMmber Coloael Newcome's indignant retreat 
Mm* old Coitigan) — ao that Lord Cork of Ha 



Bumper Toatt, and Captain Monii at Carlton 
House, and Bums among the Crochallan Frnci- 
bles are but expressions of the Mime fanliion in 
humour, (he same tendency in the human mind 
to apprehend and rejoice in the farce of sex. I 
do not know that Bums and M'Queen of Brax. 
field (Stevenson's Weir of Henniston) ever met. 
But It was said of M'Queen that he had never 
read anvthlng but sculdudden- and law; and to 
Rarnnay of Ochten.vre, in whom Sir Walter found 
some elements of Monkbams. the two men seemed 
cast in the same mould. Bums, in any case, was 
a man of the later Eighteenth Centnrr (he aent 
ona of his best-known /accia to Qraham of Flif 
try, with ariew to correcting aome illiberal report 
about hia politics) ; aud to take him oat of it, and 
easarlomakehimaamug, decent, Lai* Victorian 
^arnatist is, ai I think, to essay a task at once 
diacredilable in aim and impoiaible of ei 
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Mountain Daisy and the Saturday Night — he was by no means incapable of 
putting by. Mr. Arthur Bruce, indeed, **a gentleman of great worth and dis- 
cernment," assured Heron that lie had *^ seen the Poet steadily resist such solicita- 
tions and allurements to convivial enjoyment, as scarcely any other person could 
have withstood.*' But — thus this author, intelligent, not unfriendly on the whole, 
on the whole competent — ** the bucks of Edinburgh accomplisherl . . . that in 
which the boors of Ayrshire ^ had failed. After residing some months in Edin- 
burgh he began to estrange himself, not altogether, but in some measure, from the 
society of his graver friends. . . . He suffered himself to be surrounded by a race 
of miserable beings who were proud to tell that they had been in company wiUi 
Burns, and had seen Burns as loose and as foolish as themselves." * One result of 
tids condescension was this : always the best man in the room, *^ the cock of the 
company," as Heron puts it, ** he began to contract something of new arrogance 
in conversation ; " till in the long-run " he could scarcely refrain from indulging in 
similar freedom and dictatorial decision of talk, even in the presence of persons ' 
who could less patiently endure his presumption." Heron *s detail is vague — not 
to say indefinite ; his effect may be misleading. But, as I said, the peasant at large 
— the peasant without hard work to keep him straight — must, almost of necessity, 
run to waste. And it is plain that, treading thus closely on the heels of " the dis- 
sipation and riot," the '* mason-meetings, drinking-matches, and other miscliief," 
of the year before, the distractions and the triumphs of Edinburgh continued the 
work which the mistakes and follies of Dumfries were to finish ten years after. 

At last, however, the First Edinburgh Edition appeared (21st April, 1787). 
The issue ran to 2800 copies, and 1500 of these were subscribed in advance. What 
Burns got for it is matter of doubt. Creech informed Heron that it was £1100 — 
which is a plain untruth ; Chambers says £500 ; Burns himself told Mrs. Dunlop 
(25th March, 1789) that he expected to clear some £440 to £450. (Other impres- 
sions were called for in the course of the year, but the Bard had sold his copyright, 
and had no interest in them.) Whatever the amount,* Creech was a slow pay- 

1 Tliis appears to be a polite description, by a subscribed another hundred ; and Bums sent sevv 
staunch (though drunken) Churchman, of those ehty to Ballantine for "a proper person " in Ayr, 
desperate spirits, Gavin Hamilton and Robert and vrrote from Dunse( 1 7th May) to acknowledge 
Aiken. the receipt, from Pattison, the Paif.ley bookseller, 

2 I give all this for what it is worth. Heron of "Twenty-two pounds, seven shillings sterling, 
himself was something of a wastrel. Yet he had payment in full, after carriage deducted for ninety 
a clerical habit and a clerical bias which made copies " more. Twenty-four copies went to the 
him easily censorious in the case of so hardened Earl and Countess of Glencaim, twenty to Pren- 
and so militant an anti-cleric as the Bard. He ticeof Conington Mains, forty to Muir of Kilmar- 
was personally acquainted, however, with that nock, twenty-one to Her Grace of Gordon, forty- 
hero; and his little biography (1797) is neither twototheEarlofEglintoun, and a certain number 
unintelligent nor ill-written. to the Scots Benedictionaries at Maryborough and 

• Heron himself, no doubt. He " had the Ratisbon, and the Scots Colleges at Douay, Paris, 
tongues,*' and thought himself the better man. and Valladolid. The subscription price was five, 

♦ Attheinstancingof Henry Mackenzie, Creech the price to non-subscribers six, shillings — the 
paid Bums (23d April, 1787) a hundred guineas extra shilling being (Bums to Pattison, ut tup.) 



for the copyright of the Poemtf besides subscrib- *' Creeches profit.'* 
ing five hundred copies. The Caledonian Hunt 
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muter ; and, aa Edinburgh woa bad for Burna, and Creecb was reeponaible for 
Bums'g detention in Ediiiburgh, it is impossible not to regret that Bums biul not 
aoother publisher. Bants in effect, his Second Edition once published, had nothing 
to do but pocket bis receipts,' and be gone. Thitt, boweTer, was what Creech could 
not let him do ; so that he went and came, and came and went, and it was not until 
the Maruh of 1789 that the two men squared accounta.' 

The Edition floated, comes a jaunt to the Border (begun 5th May) with Robert 
Ainslie. Then, by the 9th June, Bums is back at Mauchline, a much riclier and a 
vastly more important person than he left it — able to lend his brother X180 ; recon- 
ciled, tr>o, with Jean and ker people, but disgusted, or feigning himself disgusted 
(for, after the repudiation, he is ever the superior and the injured party in regord 
to Jean), with the " mean, servile compliance " with which his advances are met. 
Follows a tour to the West Highlands, whirli seems to be largely an occasion for 
drink and talk ; and in July you find him back at Mauchline, buasting how he, " an 
old hawk at the sport," has brought " a certain lady from her aerial towerings, 
pop, down at niy foot, like Corporal Trim's hat " — which means that Jean is 
presently with child liy Jilm fur tlie second time. In August be is at Edinburgh, 
intent on a settlement with Creech, but on the 25th he starts for the Highland tour 
with his friend Nicul.* After a couple of excursions more — one to Ayrshire, to 
look at certain holdings — he is resolved on quitting Edinburgh, settlement or no 
settlement, to farm or go to the Indies, as circumstances shall dictate. But it b 



1 Heron " had reagnn to believe that ho h4d 
eonsuracd s muih larger proportion of these gain* 
than prudence could approve ; while he superin- 
tended Ihe impresAion, paid his court lo his pa- 
trons, and wasted the full payment of the aubacrip- 
tion monev." In effect, it is hard to asa how, 
coming to Edinburgh wilh next to nothing in hil 
pocliel (the £30 from Wilaon could not have gone 
very farl, he could otherwiw have lived. It 
would have been natural enough for him to have 
accepted gratuities, for the Age of Patronage was 
atill afoot, and relief in this kind wontd have 
come as easily (to say the leaft) to the " plough- 
ing poet," howbeit he was the proudest and in 
tome respects the most punctilious of men, as to 
•uy other. I And it hard to believe that there 
were none. But there is no record of any ; and 
■ letter (unpublished) of this period In acknow- 
ledgment of a gift of money from Mrj. Dunlnp is 
■Iraosi painful in its embarrassment of gratitude 
and discomfort. On the whole, I take It that, 
however cheaply ha lived in Edlnbu^h, he murt 
at noeesslly have had to discount his profits, 
though not to anything like the extent suggested 
oy Heron. Sloreover, it is lids enough (hat he 
spent a certain amount upon hi« tours, and It 1) 
csrtain that Mos'glet was a dead loss t^ him. 

* Of th« work ha did ab«at this tina tli« best 



Is to be Found in the Snygit and the EpiUlti to 
Creech and the Guidwite of Wauchope House. 
What is very mnch more to Iho purpose is that 
he made Johnson's acquaintance, and at once be* 
gan contributing to the Muncal Sfuttntn, 

• Heron describes Kicol as a man who "in 
vigour of intellect, and in wild yet generous im- 
petuosity of passion, remarkably resembled . . . 
Bums;" who "by the most unwearied and ei- 
triordinary professional toil, in the midst of ss 
persevering dissipation . . . won and accumulated 
an honourable and sufilcient competence ; " and 
who died of " a jaundice, with a complication o( 
other complaints, the effects of long-continued 
Inlempentnce." Burns admired Nicol, named 
■ son after him, and immortalised him as the 
" Willie" who "brew'd a peck o' raaut." He 
had a generous heart and a brutai temper, with 
plenty of brains, a great contempt for custom and 
the Kirk, and what Ijwlthart calls "a rapturous 
admiration of Bnnis's genius." The violent 
vulgarity of his behaTlnur at Castle Gordon is 
Ivpicat of the man, He bought a little propertv 
not far from Elllsland, and, what with pride and 
vanity and republican Independence (so called} 
and an Immitigable turn for liquor, was certainly 

as bad a nelgbboor m the Bard could poaaiblji 
have had. 



xlvHl ROBERT BURNS 



written that his life shall have another dispatable episode and the world an immoi^ 

tal scrap of song : — - 

*' Had we neyer loy'd sae kindly, 
Had we never loT*d sae blindly, 
Never met — or never parted — 
We had ne'er been broken-hearted.'' 

So in the beginning of December he falls in with Mrs. M^Lehose ; he instantly pro- 
poses to ** cultivate her friendship with the enthusiasm of religion ; " and the two 
are languishing in Arcady in the twinkling of a cupid's wing. 

She was a handsome, womanly creature — ''of a somewhat voluptuous style of 
beauty,*' a style the Bard appreciated — lively but devout, extremely sentimental 
yet inexorably dutiful : a grass widow with children (nine times in ten a lasting 
safeguard) and the strictest notions of propriety — a g^od enough defence for a 
time ; but young (she was the Bard's own age), clever, '' of a poetical fabric of 
mind," and all the rest The upsetting of a hackney coach disabled Burns from 
calling on her for some weeks. But he wrote her letters, and she answered them ; 
and he was Sylvander, and she signed herself Clarinda ; and they addressed each 
other in verse as well as prose ; and she said it could never be ; and he said that 
at least he must know her heart was his ; and Religion was her *' balm in every 
woe ; " and he gave her his ideas of Deity ; and, when they could meet, Clarinda 
was ever afraid lest she had let Sylvander go too far ; and Sylvander, for his pai*t, 
was monstrous eloquent about '' Almighty Love " — he was sometimes dreadfully 
like his favourite Man of Feeling — and was " ready to hang himself " about '^ a 
young Edinburgh widow." Widow she was not ; but her husband, who cared not 
a snap of the fingers for her, was away in the West Indies ; and it may perhaps 
hsYe suited her lover — who never, so far as is known, was trained to the compro- 
mises and the obsequiences of adultery — to soothe his conscience by making be- 
lieve that the affair was at the most a simple, everyday amour. Clarinda was of 
another make. In the prime of life, deserted, sentimental, a tangle of simple 
instincts and as simple pieties, she had the natural woman's desire for a lover and 
the religious woman's resolve to keep that lover's passion within bounds. It is 
scarce questioned that she succeeded, though there is a legend that a certain gal- 
lant and insinuating little lyric, — 

** O May, thy mom was ne'er sae sweet 

As the mirk night o' December ! 
For sparkling was the rosy wine, 

And private was the chamber, 
And dear was she I dare na name 

But I will ay remember," — 

eommemorates, not only their final meeting (December 6th, 1791), but also, the 
triumph of the Bard.^ In any event she was plainly an excellent creature, bent on 

1 Both Ae Fond Kiu and May^ thy Mam the legend is ail-too obviously an effect of the 
were sent to Clarinda after the final parting; but very common homan sentiment in deference to 
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keeping tLenelf honest mad her lorer itni^t ; utd it is impossible to i«ad her 
letters to Sylvander withoat a respect, a certain admiratioa even, which hare never 
been awakened yet by the study of Sylvauder's letters to her. For Sylvander's 
point of view, aa M'Lehose was still alive, and an open intrigue witli a married 
woman would bare been ruin, only one inference is possible : that he longed for 
the shepherd's boor to strike for the chime's sake only ; so that, when be thought 
of his future, as he must have done anxiously and often, he cannot ever havo 
thoQgbt of it as Clarinda's, even thoagh in a moment of peculiar exaltation he 
■wore to keep single till that wretch, the wicked husband, died.' 

Very early in 1788, Jean Axmoor — brought some time in the preceding summer 
" pop, down at my feet, like Corporal Trim's liat " — was expelled her parents' 
house and took refuge at Tarbolton Mill. There Bums found her on his return, 
and thence he removed her to a hoose in " Mauchline toun," to the particular joyi 
a short while after, of Saunders Tait : — 

" The wives thej up their coats did kilt. 

And throDgh the Btreeti ao clean did stilt, 

Some at the door fell wi' a pelt 

Maist broke their leg. 

To see the Hen, poor wanton jitt I 

Lay her fourth egg." * 
Follows what is perhaps the most perplexing sequence of circumstances in a pe^ 
plexing life. To Clarinda, who knew of the affair with Armour, pitied the victim 
— this does not mean that she wished her married to Burns — and had sped her 
shepherd on his homeward way with " twa wee sarkies " for the victim's little boy : 
a mistress, be it remembered, to whom he had written (14th February) in such 
terms as these — "I admire yon, I lovo you as a woman beyond any one in the 
circle of creation : " — he wrote, a few days after bis arrival at Mauchline, that he 
had "this morning" (23d February, 1788) "called for a certain woman," and 
been "disgusted with her," so tliat he could not "endure her." Though his heart 

which Ki many norels and happilv. For lbs real, in STaathlitie, Saanden (who hu be«n likening 
Sir Waller a '■ " 



n Ibe fly-leaf of a 
eopv 01 ina very scarca Brltut EdJIion (IBOG) 
Of lh< Lfller, Addrtutd lo Clarinda by Siibtrt 
Amu, now at AbboUford, — " Cl«rinda was a 
Hn. UeikUboTC, wife of a pcnon in th« Went 
ledlae, from whom *ba lived ■epante but with- 
out any blainish, I believe, on ber reputation. I 
don't wonder that the Bard changed ber 'thrice 
unhappy name' lor the cUaaical sound of Gar. 



Shet 



e of IT 



' friend the ti 



Lord Craig, at whoie bauM 
charmteii and drvolt. There wu no Kandal at* 
tachcd to birphiUnderlng with the Bard, thuudh 
the Lady ran ritqnea, for Buma waa anything 
but Platonic in his amourx," etc. 

I U 'LehoM outliTcd him many yean. 

■ Soma atuu* laur, in S—rni^i Htii CtteUm 



1 ahip) tlini 
••Now abe is uilin; in the Downs 
Call* at the porta of flnert (owns 
To frifjr bed hanpngi and gallooni: " 
flmmennwlth fury on the fact that ahe'a 
lot only "twa packao' human leather," bul 

"A fine cap andpeaooek feather, 

And wi't phe 'a douce. 
With a grand bewm made nf beatber. 

To aweep her houae." 
tt is worth noting that he wind* ap bla lampnnn 
by aceaainit the goaaipa at the lyinR-in of talking 
acandal of tb« nokest and reading Tki Half 
Fairl 
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** smote him for the profanity," he sought to compare the two ; and '' 't was setting 
the expiring glimmer of a farthing taper beside the cloudless glory of the meridian 
sun/' '* Here/' the Old Hawk continues, '* here was tasteless insipidity, vulgarity 
of soul, and mercenary fawning. There^ polished good sense, Heaven-born genius, 
and the most generous, the most delicate, the most tender passion." This to the 
contrary, it needs no great knowledge of life, and still less of Bums and Armour, 
to divine what happened ; and it needs as little of Burns at this point in his career 
to see why he ended his confession to Clarinda thus : *^ I have done with her, 
and she with me." Nine days after this (3d March, 1788), in a letter to Ainslie, 
•ome partH of it too " curious " for a Victorian page, he tells a different story.^ 
** Jean," says he, **I found banished like a martyr — forlorn, destitute, and friend- 
less ; all fur the good old cause. I have reconciled her to her fate ; I have recon- 
ciled her to her mother ; ^ 1 have taken her a room ; I have taken her to my arms ; 
I have given her a mahogany bed ; I have given her a guinea ; and I have " — but 
hero Scott Douglas's garbling begins, and Burns's inditing ends ; and the original 
must be read, or the reader will never wholly understand what manner of man the 
writer was. Then comes an avowal so disconcerting that I cannot choose but dis- 
believe it, and conclude tliat it was made for some special purpose. ** But," says 
tlie Old Hawk, ** but, as I always am, on every occasion, I have been prudent 
and cautious to an astounding degree ; I swore her, privately and solemnly, never 
to attempt any claim on me as a husband, even though anybody should persuade 
her she had such a claim, which she had not,' neither during my life nor after my 
death. She did all tliis like a good girl, and "... The rest is unquotable. At 
first consideration, the spectacle of the Bard keeping **the wish'd, the trysted 
hour," with a settled purpose of " prudence and caution " in his mind, and as it 
were the materials for swearing in his pocket, in nowise makes for enlightenment 
On reflection, however, it becomes evident that Burns wrote thus to Ainslie, whom 
he had asked to call on Clarinda in his absence, simply that Ainslie might quote 
her his report of a second (and an entirely superfluous) act of repudiation on Jeaifs 
part ; ^ to the end, as I cannot doubt, of using the fact for all it was worth, when 
he himself appeared upon the scene. That this is at least a possible theory is 
shown by the lerms in which he tells (7th March) the story of his reconciliation to 
Brown : * '* I found Jean with her cargo very well laid in. ... I have turned 



1 IV If t»*r iji hf nt df wribed •» a CrochtllanUm 
<— «5* mrnxf thinff tiTitten by one Fencible for the 
•diflcation of another Fencibie, and dealing with 
Its subject in right Fencib»e style and from the 
correct Fencible point of view. I am afraid that, 
like the aforesaid letter to Clarinda, it was de- 
ftiirnetl as what Ainslie himsel f« then unregenerate, 
might ha^•e called *a d— ^^ bite.* 

* Was reconciliation possible withoat a second 
»ller of marriage? I doubt it. 

» This is literallr true; the *'anlackjr paper 
wasdulrojtd. 



»» 



* There was no need of oaths from Jean ; her 
lover had had his bachelor's certificate in his 
pocket for months. And such swearing as there 
was — teat it not all on tke other tide t 

ft It is important to note the difference in man* 
ner and tone and suggestion between Bums to 
Brown and Bums to Ainslie. Bums writes to 
Brown as friend to friend; to Ainslie as Fencible 
to Fencible — much, in fact, as Swiveller, Presi- 
dent of the Glorious Apollos, to Chnckster, Yk« 
of the same sablime Sodet j. 
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her into a convenient harbour where she tna^ lie anng till she unload, anil have 
taken the command myself, not oBteusibly, but for a time in secret." This can 
only mean that be purposes to marry the girl. For all that, though, he atill haa 
hopes of a practical issue to his Edinburgh aSair ; for in his next letter (writ the 
same day) to Clarinda, who has reproached him for silence, and at the same time 
owned that she counts " all tilings (Heaven excepted) hut lost, that I uiay win and 
keep you," " Was it not blasphemy, then," he asks, " against your own charms and 
against my feelings, to suppose that a short fortnight could abate my passion ! " 
-^with a vast deal more to the same purpose. Three days after, he starts agun for 
Edinburgh, and plunges deeper in desire than ever for his " dearest angel " (so he 
calls her on the ITth March), the " dearest partner of bis soul " (four days after). 
" Oh Clarinda " (same date), " what do I owe to Heaven for blessing me with such 
a piece of exalted excellence aa you ! " He must leave for EUisland vid Mauch- 
line, on the 24ch ; and '' Will you open," he asks, " with satisfaction and delight a 
letter " — 't was all to be limited to letters soon — " from a man who loves, who 
has loved you, and who will love you to death, through death, and for ever!" 
They are to meet the next night, and he is to watch — riglit Ai-cady, this! — her 
lighted window : — " 'T is the star that guides me to Paradise." And for him 
" the great relish to all b that Honor — that Innocence — that Religion, are the 
witnesses and guarantees of our happiness." Follows a bit of the Bible adapted to 
their peculiar case ; and with an " Adieu, Clarinda I I am going to remember yoa 
in my prayers," the Old Hawk stoops to bis perch for the night. Nothing is 
known of the last engagement ; but apparently the citadel remains inviolate, for 
the leaguer is raised next day, and the besieger draws oS his forces by way of 
Glasgow. Thence he writes to Brown (26th Marrh) that " these eight days " he 
has been "positively crazed." And by the 7th April he has made Jeas Armour 
his wife. 

An amazing love-story? True. But that love-story it was — that Burns was 
first and last enamoured of the woman he made his wife — is shown, I think, by 
the fact that to all intents and purposes he married her twice over. As for Clar- 
inda, well . . . ! Clarinda complicates and exhilarates the interest to this extent 
at least : tbat if words mean anything, and the Bard be judged by those he wrote, 
the Bard, had Clarinda been indeed a widow, might at a given moment have found 
himself incapable of making Jean an honest woman. And hail he followed his 
fancy, not bis heart ? How had the two Arcadians fared ? "T is for some future 
Chambers to divine and say. 



Meanwhile he had taken Ellisland, a farm in Dumfriesshire, of Miller of Dat 
Bwinton, with aa allowance from his landlord, a worthy and generous man, of 
£300, for a new steading and outhouses. His marriage at last made formal and 
public (it seems to have been celebrated by Gavin Hamilton), on the 5tli August, 
1788, tiie bride and bridegroom appeared before the Session, acknowledged iti 
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irregularity, demanded its " solemn confirmation," were sentenced to be rebuked, 
were *^ solemnly engaged to adhere faitlifuUy to one another as husband and wife 
all the days of their life/' and were finally '^ absolved from any scandal " on the 
old account. But the new steading was long a-building. It was not till the 6th 
November that Burns and Jean set up their rest in Dumfriesshire ; and even so, 
they had to go, not to their own farmhouse — it was not ready for them till the 
August of 1789 — but to a place called '^ The Isle," about a mile away from it. 
Bums had taken ElHsland on the advice of a friendly expert ; ^ but he had had 
his doubts about the wisdom of *^ guid auld Glen's " decision, and these were soon 
justified. For a time, however, he stuck to his work like a man, conversing much, 
it would seem, in his leisure with his neighbour Glenriddell and others, whose 
honoured guest he was, making and vamping songs, paying some heed to national 
and local politics, and finding time for letters not a few — among them a long and 
elaborate criticism on some worthless verses by that crazy creature Helen Maria 
Williams.^ But by the end of July, 1789, he had resolved to turn his holding into 
a dairy farm to be run by Jean and his sisters, and to take up his gaugership ' in 
earnest ; and on the 10th of August, some brief while after the completion of The 
Kirk's AlaiiTiy he learned from Graham of Fintry (whom he had met, in 1787, at 
the Duke of Athole's, on his Second Highland Tour) that he was appointed Ex- 
ciseman for that district of Dumfriesshire in which Ellisland is situate. The work 
was hard, for he had charge of ten parishes and must ride two hundred miles a 
week to get his duty done. But by the beginning of December, '* I have found," 
he writes, '* the Excise business go a great deal smoother with me than I ex- 
pected ; " and that he '' sometimes met the Muses," as he jogged through the 
Nithsdale hills, is shown by the fact that The Whistle, the excellent verses on 
Captain Grose (with whom he made acquaintance at Glenriddell's table), and Thou 
LingWing Star, with Willis Brewed, that best of drinking-songs, and The Five 
Carllns (a notable piece of mimicry, if no more), all belong to the period of his 
probation, and were all written before the end of the year. Plainly, too, he was 
an officer at once humane and vigilant ; since, while it is told of him that he could 
always wink when staring would mean blank ruin to some old unchartered alewife 



'^** A lease was granted to the poetical fanner " 
(thus Heron, who knew the country) "at the an- 
nual rent which his own friends declared that the 
due cultivation of his farm might easily enable 
him to pay." But those friends, being Ayrshire- 
men, " were little acquainted with the soil, with 
the manures, with the markets, with the dairies, 
with the modes of improvement in Dumfries- 
shire : " thev had estimated his rental at A^Tshire 
rates ; so that, "contrary to his landlord's inten- 
tion,*' he must pay more for Ellisland than Ellis- 
land was worth. According to the elder Cunning- 
ham, Ellisland was a poet*s choice, not a farmer's. 

s Bums was not only a reader himself; he was 
•vsr the cause of reading in others. One of his 



occupations at Ellisland was the foundation and 
the management of a book-club. He took the 
keenest interest in the work, was especially care» 
ful in selection, and, according to Glenriddell, 
did whatever must be done himself. Like his 
father, he believed in education; and, like his 
father, he did his best to educate his kind by all 
the means which lay to his hand. He held that 
the peasant could not but be the better for g^od 
reading; and he exerted himself to the utmost to 
give the peasant what seemed to him the best 
that could be had. That he did so is as honour^ 
able a circumstance as is shown in his career. 

* By Glencaim's interest he had been appointed 
to a place in the Excise as early as 1787. 
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(mj), Lis first year's " decreet " — his share, that is, of the fines imposed upon his 
information — was worth some fifty or sixty pounds. Exercise and the open air 
are held good for a man's health ; yet in the winter of 17S9-90 this man suffered 
eruolly fi-ora his old ailment. As for verse, \iib Elegy on Matthew Henderson and 
Tam o' Shanter (1790) seem a poor year's output for the poet of those wonderfol 
montlis at Mossgiel. But work for Johnson was going steadily on ; so that the 
results of these barren-looking times are in a sort the best known of liia titles to 
greatness and to fame. Thos he strove, and faltered, and achieved till 17dl, by 
the beginning of which year lie had realised that Elliiiland was impossible, that he 
could not afford his rent, which (so be told Mrs. Dunlop) was raised that year by 
£20, and must depend entirely on his Excisemanship — when he asked for service 
in a port, and, by Mrs. Dunlop's interest, was transferred to " a vacant side-walk " 
in Dumfries town. Thither, his landlord setting no manner of impediment in bia 
way, and his crops and gear liaving been well and profitably sold,' he removed 
himself in December, and established his family in a little house in the Wee VenneL 
'T is a circumstance to note that, beginning at Eliislund as the Bums of Of A' 
tk6 Airts, some time before the end be was the Burns of Yestreen I Had a Pint o' 
Wine.* That is, he married Jean in the April of 1788, and some two years after 
he got Anne Park with child. Jean bore him his second son (in wedlock) the 9th 
Apiil, 1791 ; and Anne Park had been delivered of a daughter by him ten days 
before (31st March). Some say that she died in childbed ; some that she lived to 
marry a soldier. Nobody knows, and, apparently, nobody cares, what became of 
her. She was no " white rose " (with a legend). She was scarce a " passion 
flower : " ' and though the Bard himself thought the ditty he made upon her one of 
his best, the " Episode " in which she played a principal part is not regarded with 
any special interest by bis biographers. She was a tavern waitress, and he wai 
the Bard ; and she pleased him ; and she lived, or died — it matters not which ; 
and there 's an end on 't. The true interest consists, pevhaps, in the magnanimity 
of Jean, who, lying-in a few days after the interloper, was somehow moved to re- 



1 Thvnlinding crops were "miipfd " in the tut 
WMkot August. The)-rtuiliwd"mguine»»n»cr« 
iboi-e Ihs average." But luoh b riot of drunk-. 

Se« Dunis to Sloan (SccKt Dcufflan, t. 391) 'tar 
deUila snd for a confeuion: "You irill ev\]y 
gueuhow I enjoyed Ihelcflne; u Iirasnotorlher 
over than vou uMd (o »«■ me:" — whirh like 
^u buk lo Ihe Burng of The Jolly Btggan. 
Tlieitock snd gear "were not iwld lill Auguit" 
(3cott Douglas, V. S9a). "We did not cnme 
empt J -handed to Dumfriet," Mrs. Bumi told 
H'Diarmld. "The Rilisland rale was a retj 
good one. A cow in her lir«t cal[ brought e if-ht- 
een guinea*, and the pnrchsner never rued hia 
bargain. Two otiier cowi brought good pricsi. 



Thpy had been presented by Ura. Dunlop at 
Dunlop." 

s I have read somewhere that Ihe first quatrun 
— the flower of the song — is old; but I cannot 
verify the deecripiion, 

■ Chambers declares that, if Jean had not been 
away in Ayrshire, there would have been no Elib- 
abetli Bums; which la snrely (he boldest apologj 
for a hufbsnd'e lapse, at the same lime thai it is 
Ihe frankest admiiaion of this parlicuiar bus- 
band's Inability to cleave to his wife in abunce, 
that has ever been offered to an admiring world. 
Scolt Douglas knocks it on Ihe head, and sliowa 
that Chambers's valour is greater than Cham- 
ben's penae of history, by proving that neither 
in the June nor the July oif 1790 could Jean hav* 
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ceive the interloper's child, and to suckle it with her own. It is furtlier to note 
that Anne Park is the last of Burns's mistresses who has a name. That she was 
not the last in fact you gather from Currie ; ^ but this one is innominate. So far 
as is known, the goddesses of the yeai'S to come, the Chlorises and Marias and 

Jessies : — 

" 'T is sweeter for the despairing 

Than aught in the world beside : " — 

are all platonic in practice, if not in idea. The recipe for song-making was soon 
to be this : *^ I put myself in the regimen of adoring a fine woman, and in pro- 
portion to the adorability of her charms, in proportion you [Thomson] are de- 
lighted with my verses." It was a mistake, so far as the world is concerned. 
But Barns made it ; and by the time it was made, he probably knew no better. In 
his last years, indeed, the irresponsible Faunus of Mossgiel and Edinburgh becomes 
a kind of sentimental sultan, who changes, or rewards, his slaves of dream with a 
magnificence which, edifying or not, is at least amusing. Thus, you find him de- 
signing the publication of a book of songs, with portraits of the beauties by whom 
they are inspired ; Maria Riddell is expelled his lyrical harem as with a fork, 
because she has offended him ; Jean Lorimer, she of ** the lint-white locks,** — 
*' Bonie lassie, artless lassie ! " — is the Chloris of ditty after ditty, till of a sud- 
den Chloris is a disgusting name, and ^' what you once mentioned of * flaxen 
locks * is just '* — so just, indeed, that ^' they cannot enter into an elegant descrip- 
tion of beauty.'* ' This he discovers in the February of 1796, in the July of which 
year he dies. And he keeps up his trick of throwing the lyric handkerchief till 
the end. All through his last illness he is tenderly solicitous about his wife, be it 
remembered ; yet the deathbed songs for Jessie Lewai*s are the best of those clos- 
ing years. 

In the result, then, Ellisland was a mistake ; not so much because it was a farm, 
as because it was not Burns*s own.' He was essentially and unalterably a peasant ; 
and as a peasant-poet, a crofter taking down the best verses ever dictated by the 



1 He has been roundly and deservedly reproved 
for the manner and the circumstances in which 
he published his report ^of an ** accidental com- 
plaint '*) which, by the way, was started by 
Heron. For another piece of scandal, whether 
published or not I do not know — tliat at Dum- 
fries the Bard talked openly with harlots — it is, 
of course, entirely unauthenticated; and I here 
refer to it but for the purpose of pointing out 
that, if it were true, the fact of such familiarities, 
however horrifying to respectable Dumfries, 
would sit lightly enough both on Burns the peat- 
ant and on Bums the poet of The Jolly Beggan 
and My Auntie Jean Held to the Shore ; that, if 
it were true, the memory* of Bums exchanging 
terms with the light-heels of the port were sim- 
ply one to set beside the memory of Barton re- 



joicing iu the watermen at the bridge-foot at 
Oxford. 

2 Is it not all the Peasant and his womankind ? 
The peasant's women are his equals. The senti- 
ment of chivalry is not included in \ih heritage ; 
and he treats his associates in that lot of penury 
and toil which is his birthright as tlie "predomi- 
nant partner, " the breadwinner, the provider of 
children, may : he punishes, that is, and he re- 
wards. It is unlikely that this was Burns's prac- 
tice with Jean ; but assuredly it was his practice 
with the "fine women *' of his dreams. 

« He would have liked the life well enough, 
he says, had he tilled his own acres. But to take 
care of another man's, at the cost, too, of a horri- 
ble and ever-recurring charge called rent — that 
was the devil I 
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Vernacular Mnae, he miglit, one woald like to think, what with work in tlie fields, 
and work at his desk, and the strong, perauasiTe inducements of home, have attained 
to length of days und peace of mind and the achievement of still greater fame, at 
the same time that he realised the ideal wliicli he lias sublimated in some famous 
lines: — 

" To mok' a happy fireside clime 
For weans and wife. 
That 'a the true pathos and sublime 
Of human life." 

Plainly, though, it could not be. He had too much genius, too much temperament, 
for it to be — with too much interest in life, which to hiiu, liowever diverse and 
however variable bis moods, meant, largely, if not wholly. Wine and Woman and 
Song. Also, be had been too hardly used, too desperately driven in liis youth, and 
too splendidly petted and pampered in his manhood, to endure with constancy the 
work by which the tenant-farmer, has to earn his bread. Ha had seen his father 
fail at Monnt Olipliant and Lochlie ; and he had shared his brother's failure at 
MoBSgiel. By no fault of his own, but owing to the circumstance that he had taken 
a holding out of which he could not make his rent, he failed himself at Ellisland ; 
and though, in his case, there was small risk of " a factor's snash," he was infinit«ly 
too honest and too proud to take nndue advantage of another man's bounty : so. to 
make ends meet, he turned gauger, and took charge of ten parishes, and rode two 
hundred miles a week in all weathers. It was a thing be 'd always wanted to do, 
and. at the time be took to doing it, it was the only thing tliat could profitably be 
done by him. But his misfortune in having to do it was none the less for that. It 
took him fi-om his home, it unsetded bis better habits, it threw him ba4-k on Edin- 
burgh an<l his triumphing experience as an idler and a Bani, it led bim into temp- 
tation by divers ways. And when Pan, his goat-foot father — Pan. whom he 
featured so closely, in his great giit of merriment, his joy in life, his puissant 
appetites, his innate and never-failing humanity — would whistle on him frnm the 
thicket, be could not often stop bis earn to the call. He was the most brilliant and 
tlie most popular figure in the district i he loved good-fellowship; he needed ap- 
plause ; he rejoiced in the proof of his own pre-eminence in talk — rejoiced, too, 
in the transcendentalising effect of liquor upon the talker,* as in tlie positive result 
of his name and fame, his preafaTice and his personality, upon adoring women. Is 
it not plain that Dumfries was inevitable ? Or, rather, is it not plain that, first and 
last, the life was one logical, irrefragable sequence of pieparatiuns for the death ? 
That Mount Oliphant and Lochlie led irresistibly to Mauchline, as Mauchline to 
Edinburgh, and Edinburgh to Ellisland, and EUisland to the house in the Mill 
Vennel ? And is not the lesson of it all that there is none so unfortunate as the 

1 He complained Ho Clarinds) long are tbw of the Hijihlandf, was the fafhinnable tipple, and 

tha"uva|cehoipltslilv"hecouldnot cbooMbut «a< fait guprn^'dinK ale. Bnrn ■ (leneratioa 

accept. Aad, in effeel, he had tbe ill-lnck tostart eirlter. when ale and claret were the staple cum- 

dlinking at a time whea whisky, Sre new tiom lortera, he had stood a better chaoce. 
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misplaced Titan — the man too great for his circumstances ? Speaking broadly, I 
ean call none to mind who, in strength and genius and temperament, presents so 
close a general likeness to Burns as Mirabeau. Bom a noble, and given an oppor- 
tunity commensurate with himself, Buras would certainly have done such work as 
Mirabeau*s, and done it at least as well. Bom a Scots peasant, Mirabeau must, as 
certainly, have lived the life and died the death of Burns. In truth, it is only tlie 
fortune of war that we remember the one by his conduct of the Revolution, which 
called his highest capacities into action, while we turn to the otlier for his verses, 
which are the outcome (so Maria Riddell thought, and was not alone in tliinking) 
of by no means his strongest gift. 

vin 

Whatever the sequel, it may fairly be said for Ellisland that Bums and Jean 
were happy there, and that it saw the bii*th of Tarn o' Shanter and the perfecting, 
in the contributions to Johnson's MuseuTtiy of the Vernacular Song.^ The last, as 
we know, was Burns's work ; but he had assistants, and they did lum yeoman ser- 
vice. He worked in song exactly as he worked in satire and the rest — on familiar, 
old-established bases ; but he did so to a very much greater extent than in satire 
and the rest, and with a great deal more of help and inspiration from witliout. I 
have said that he contributed nothing to Vernacular Poetry except himself, but, 
his contribution apart, was purely Scots-Traditional ; and this is especially true of 
his treatment of the Vernacular Song. What he found ready to his hand was, in 
brief, his conntr3r'8 lyric life. Scotland had had singers before him ; and they, 
nameless now and forgotten save as factors in the sum of his achievement, had 
sung of life and the experiences of life, the tragedy of death and defeat, the farce 
and the romance of sex, the rapture and the fun of battle and drink, with sincenty 
always, and often, very often, with rich or rich-rank humour. Among tliem they 
had observed and realised a little world of circumstance and character ; among 
them they had developed the folk-song, had fixed its type, had cast it into the 
rhythms which best fitted its aspirations, had equipped it with all manner of situa- 
tions and refrains, and, above all, had possessed it of a great number of tioie and 
taking lyrical ideas. Any one who has tried to write a song will agree with me, 
when I say that a lyrical idea — by which I mean a rhythm, a burden, and a drift 
— once found, the song writes itself. It writes itself easily or with difficulty, it 
writes itself well or ill ; but in the end it writes itself. In this matter of lyrical 
ideas Bums was fortunate beyond any of Apollo's sons. He had no need to quest 
for them ; there they lay ready to his hand, and he had but to work his will with 

1 I 9ay nothing of the numbers sent to Thorn- regarded them as work done in the service of the 

ton. Very many are copied from the Muteum, Scotland whose "own inspirM Bard" he was, 

and the others need not here be discussed with and neither asked money, nor would take it, for 

even an approach to particularity. A point to them. To think that he was writing for Thomson 

note in connexion with the contributions both to to the very end is to have at least one pleasant 

the Museum and to Scottish Air$ is that Bums memory of Dumfries, 
was honourably and intensaly proud of them. He 
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th«m. Tbat they were there ezpUine the wonderful variety of his homours, his 
effects, and bis themes ; that he conld live and work np to so many among them is 
proof positive and enduring of the apprehensiveness of his humanity, his pit at 
right, far-ranging sympathy. It is certain tliat, had he not been, they had long 
since passed oat of pracUcal UEe into tlie Chelsea Hospital of some antiquarian 
pablicaUon. But it is also certain that, had they not been there for him to take 
and despoil and use, he would not have been — he could not have been — the 
master-lyrist we know. What he found was of quite extraordinary worth to him ; 
what he added was himself, and his addition made the life of his find perenniaL 
But, much as are the touch of genius and the stamp of art, they are not everything. 
The best of many nameless singers lives in Burns's songs ; but that Bums lives so 
intense a lyric life is largely due to the fact that he took to himself, and made bis 
own, the lyrical experience, the lyrical longing, the lyrical invention, the lyrical 
poBsibilitJes of many nameless singers. He was the last and the greatest of them 
all ; but he could not liave been the greatest by so very much as he seems, had these 
innominates not been, nor could his songs have been so far-wandered as they ara, 
nor so long-lived as they most be, had these innominates not lived their lyric life 
before him. In other terms, the atmosphere, the style, the tone, the realistic 
method and deugn,' with much of the material and the humanity, of Burns's songs 
are inherited. Again and again his forefathers find him in lyrical ideas, in whose 
absence there must certainly — there cannot but have been — a blank in his work. 
They are his best models, and he does not always surpass them, as he is sometimes 
not even their equal.' And if his effect along cerliun lines and in certain specified 
directions be so intense and enduring as it is, the reason is that they are a hundred 
strong behind him, and that he has select«d from each and all of them that which 
was lyrical and incorruptible. A peasant like themselves, be knew them as none 
else could ever know. He sympathised from within with their ambitions, their 
fancies, their ideals, their derisions, even as he was master, and something more, of 
their methods. And, while it is fair to say that what is best in them is sublimated 

> Ae I have Mud (tee antt, p. xxxv, Not«S), 
teiliim ia Ihc dialinguishitig noU of the Vernac- 
ular School; and Ihe folk-alngers ire not le» caretolryl 
cnrious in deUil than Iheir literary asaociates ' Cf. 0, iValy, Waly and The Taa Corbiti and 
and forebeara. Even that long »ob of pain, 0, Ilftrn of Kirtronntl ; with Toddtin llamt, which 
Wttly, Wall), has iU elcmenU of everTday life Burns thought " the Brat bottle-mng in the 
Cinumataaca ! — world," the old aeti ot A Cork-Laird Fu' Cadgie 
" Mv love waa clad in the black velvet, •"'1 f" "'"- ''«'*"■. "n^. '" .'■•' '"Mher g,nr,. 
AndlmyMHincrimaaie:"— 0. Win My Lott. Even in TAe JfrrTj Jfii«. 
Buma, who wrote a pirtieiilar clau of aong with 
ita references to St. Anton's Wei! and Arthur's .rtmirable guM and apirit, doea no better work 
Seat and ihe aheela that "m1! ne'er be preaMtd ,hgn some of the innominates — the poeta of 
!.__..■ f, .„„ .t.. A.^..^ ^■.„^. ..M.^^ Errock Brat^niJohmt StMv>iJtnny M'Craw. 



It wonderful little ichieve- 



ment in romance, TKt Taa Corbia: — for example; while his redaction of EUibnnU amd 

"Te'l! sit on hia while hanae-bane, CTiftroej ("an old tree-opolien aong which cele- 

And I 'II pTke oat hia bonfe blue e'en, brates this locality would be enough in iti>e!f to 

Wi' ae lock o' hii gowden hair bring the po«t twenty miles out of his wav to (M 

Wa'UtlwekDDriieat when it grow* ban." it "J is la nowite auperior t« the original. 
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and glorified by him, it is also fair to say that, but for them, he could never have 
approved himself the most exquisite artist in folk-song the world has ever seen. 

It has been complained that, thus much of his claim to be original removed, he 
must henceforth shine in the lyrical heaven with a certain loss of magrnitude and 
his splendour something dimmed. And this is so far true that the Bums of fact 
differs, and differs considerably and at many points, from the Burns of legend. 
The one is an effect of certain long-lived, inexorable causes; the other — that 
" formidable rival of the Almighty," who, deriving from nobody, and appearing 
from nowhere, does in ten years the work of half-a-dozen centuries — is an impos- 
sible superstition, as it were a Scottish Mumbo-Jumbo. The one comes, naturally 
and inevitably, at the time appointed, to an appointed end ; but by no conceivable 
operation in the accomplishing of human destiny could the other have so much as 
begun to be. And, after all, however poignant the regret, and however wide-eyed 
and resentful the amazement of those who esteem a man's work on the same terms 
as they would a spider's, and value it in proportion as it does, or does not, come 
out of his own belly, enough remains to Burns to keep him easily fii-st in the first 
flight of singers in the Vernacular, and to secure him, outside the Vernacular, the 
fame of an unique artist I have said that, as I believe, his genius was at once 
imitative and emulous ; and, so far as the Vernacular Song is concerned, to turn 
the pages of [that portion of this volume which contains bis contributions to John- 
son's Museum and Thomson's Scottish Airs^ is to see that, speaking broadly, his 
function was not origination but treatment, and that in treatment it is that the 
finer qualities of his endowment are best expressed and displayed. His measures 
are high-handed enough ; but they are mostly justified. He never boggles at 
appropriation,^ so that some of his songs are the oddest conceivable mixture of 
Burns, Burns's original, and somebody Burns has pillaged. Take, for instance, 
that arch and fresh and charming thing, For the Sake o* Somebody. In the first 
place, *^ Somebody " comes to Bums as a Jacobite catchword ; and in the next, the 
lyrical idea is found in a poor enough botch by Allan Ramsay : — 

'* For the sake of Somebody, 
For the sake of Somebody, 

I could wake a winter's night 
For the sake of Somebody." 

This is pretty certainly older than The Tea-Table MisceUany^ and has notliing 
whatever to do with the verses which the elder minstrel has tagged it withal. But 
it is a right lyrical idea, and in the long-run a lyrical idea is a song. So thinks 

1 Besides the folk-lingers and the nameless We 're A^ Noddin ; to name but these ; and, as a 

lyrists of the song-books; he is found pilfering further illustration of his method, note that, ac- 

from Sedley, Garrick, Lloyd, Ramsay, Fergusson, cording to Scott Douglas (ms. annotation), the 

Theobald, Carew, MajTie, Dodsley, and Sir Rob- first three lines of The Lass o* Ecdefechan belong 

ert Ayton (or another). See also our Prefatory to old song No. i.,'the next five to Burns, and the 

Notes to Duncan Davison : Landlady t Count the last eight to old song No. ii. 
Lawin; Sweetest May; The Winter U it Past; 
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Burns ; and you hare but to compare the two teta to see the difference between 
master and jonmeyinan at a glance. The old, aqaalid, huckstering little comedy 
of coortehip : — 

« First we II buckle, then we '11 tell, 
Let her fljte and sjue come to . . 
I '11 slip hame and wasb my feet. 

An' steal on linens fair and clean, 
Sfue at the trusting place we '11 meet, 
To do bat what my dome has done : " — 

gires pUce to a thing as comfortable to the ear and as telling to the heart to-daj 
as when Burns vamped it from Ramsay's vamp from aoraebody unknown. What 
is farther to note is that not all the latest vamp is Burns plus Ramsay plus Innom- 
inate L plut Jacobite catchword : inaatnuch as the first line of stanza ii. ia con- 
veyed from an owlish lover in The Tea~TabU Miscellany: — 

"Ye powers that preside over virtuous love." 
Thns some solemn poetaster a good half-century at least ere Bums ; and for over a 
hundred years " Ye Powers that amile on virtuous love " has lived as pure Bums, 
and as pure Burns is now passed into the language. Yet, despite the pilfei-ings 
and the hints, it were as idle to pretend tliat Somebody, as it stands, is not Burns, 
as it were foolish to assert that Burns would have written Somebody withont a cer- 
tain unknown ancestor. Another flash of illustration comes from It Wa» A' For 
Out Rightfu' King, with its third stanza lifted clean from MaUy Stewart, and 
set in a jewel of Burnsian gold, especially contrived and chased to set it off and 
make the lyric best of ic A third example is found in A Red, Bed Rose, wluch 
is a mosaic of rather beggarly scraps of English verse ; just as Jonson's peerless 
Drink To Me Only With Thine Eyes is a mosuc contrived in scraps of conceited 
Greek prose. It is exquisitely done, of conrse ; but, the beggarly scraps of versa 
away, could it ever liave been done at all? And Auld Lang Syne? It passes 
(or pure Bums ; but was the phrase ibielf — tlie phrase which by his time had 
tooted itself in tlie very vitals of the Vernacular — was the phrase itself, I say, 
not priceless to liim ? Something or nothing may be due to Ramsay for his telling 
demonstration of the way in which it should not be used as a refrain. But what 
of that older maker and tlie line which Bums himself thought worth repeating, and 
which the world rejoices, and will long rejoice, to repeat with Bums : — 

" Should auld acquaintance he forgot. 
An' never thocht upon 7 " 

Is there nothing of his cadence, no taste of his sentiment, no smack of his lyrical 
idea, no memory (to say the least) of fais harden : — 
" On old long syne, my jo, 
On old long sjne. 
That thou oanit never once rsSeet 
On old long syne: "— 
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in tlie later masterpiece ? To saj '^ No " were surely to betray criticism. And Ay 
Waukifiy — should we, could we ever, have had it, had there been nobody but 
Burns to start the tune and invent the lyrical idea ? 

** O, wat, wat, 

Oy wat and weary 1 
Sleep I can get nane 
For thiiikin o' my dearie. 

^ A' the night I wake, 
A' the day I weary. 
Sleep I can get nane 
For thiukin o' my dearie." 

Thus, it may be, some broken man, in hiding among the wet hags ; some moss- 
trooper, drenched and prowling, with a shirtf ul of sore bones ! Whoever he was, 
and whatever his calling and condition, he had at least one lyrical impulse, he has 
his part in a masterpiece by Burns, and his part is no small one. 

I might multiply examples, and pile Pelion upon Ossa of proof. But to do so 
were simply to [anticipate much of the editorial matter contained in this volume] ; 
and in this place I shall be better employed in pointing out that these double con- 
ceptions (so to speak), these achievements in lyrical collaboration, are for the most 
part the best known and the best liked of Bums*s songs, and are, moreover, those 
among Burns's songs which show Burns the songsmith at his finest. The truth is 
that he wrote two lyric styles: (1) the style of the Eighteenth Century Song- 
Books,^ which is a bad one, and in which he could be as vulgar, or as frigid, or as 
tame, as very much smaller men ; ' and (2) the stylo of the Vernacular Folk-Song, 
which he handled with that understanding and that mastery of means and ends 

1 He was trained in it from the first. In early my rags upon my bam," is echoed in The Jolly 
youth he carried an English song-book about with Btgyart; much Allan Ramsay; with scattered 
him — wore it in his breeches-pocket, so to speak. examples of Dryden, Dorset, Congreve, Alexan- 
This was The Lark: " Containing a Collection der Scott, Brome, Prior, Wycherley, Rochester, 
of above Four Hundred and Seventy Celebrated Farquhar, Cibber — even Skelton ; and a wilder- 
English and Scotch Songs, None of which are ness of commonplace ditties about love and drink : 
contained in the other Collections of the same on the whole, an interesting collection — particu- 
size, call'd The Syren and The Nightingale, larly if you take it as an element in the education 
With a Curious and Copious Alphabetical Glos- of the lyric Bums. 

sary for Explaining the Scotch words. London. a Cf. Their Groves of Sweet Myrtle {pott, p. 

Printed (1746) for John Osbom at the Golden 286), among other things : — 
Ball in Pater Noster Row." 'T is a fat little book, 

and as multifarious a collection of Restoration "The slave's spicy forests and gold - bubbling 

and — especially — post-Restoration songs as one fountains 

could wish to have : antiquated political squibs ; The brave Caledonian views wi» disdain: 

ballads, as Chevy Chace, with Gilderoy, the He wanders as free as the winds of his moun- 

Queen*t Old Soldier, and Katherine ffayet; a tains, 

number of indecencies from D'Urfey's Pillt; Save Love»swiZ/fn^/e««r«— the chains o' his 
Scots folk-songs, like Toddlin Jlame and The Jean." 
Ewe Bughtty and 0, Waly, Waly and John Ochil- 
tree and The Blithesome Bridal; current English Such achievements in what Mr. Meredith calls 
ditties like Old Sir Simon and Phillida Flouts Me ; " the Bathetic, " are less infrequent in Bums than 
a song of a Begging Soldier, whose vaunt, " With could be wished. 
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wliiclt Btamj) the artist. To consider his experiments in the first is to sci-ape «g- 
quaintanoe with Clarittda, MUireai of My Soul, and Fair Elixa, and On a Bank 
of Flowvrt, and SentiiiUitt/, How Charming, and Castle Gordon, and JVb Ckureh- 
man am I, and Strathaltan'a Lament, and Raving Winds Around Her Blowing, 
and The Banht of the Devon, and A Rose-bud, By My Early Walk,^ and many a 
thing besides, which, were it not known for tlie work of a great poet, would long 
since have gone down into the limbo that gapes for would-be art. In the ottier are 
all the little masterpieces by which Bums tlie lyrist is remembered. He had a lead 
in The Silver Tassie * and in Auld Lang Syne, in Is There for Honest Poverty 
and Duncan Davison, in A Waukrife Minnie and Duncan Gray and Wha u 
That at My Bower Doort in I Hoe a Wife and /( Was A' For Our Rightfu' 
King and A Red, Red Rose, in Macpkerson's Lament, and Ay Waukin, 0, and 
For the Sake o' Somebody, and Whistle an' I 'II Come to Ye — in all, ur very 
nearly all, the numbeni which make his lyrical bequest as it were a little park 
apart — an unique retreat of rocks and sylvan corner§ and heathy spaces, witli an 
abundance of wildings, and here and there a hawthorn brake where, to a sound of 
running water, the Eternal Shepherd tells bis tale — in the spacious and smiling 
demesne of English literature. And my contention — that it is to Burns the artist 
in folk-song that we must turn for thorough contentment — is proved to (he hilt by 
those lyrics in tlie Vernacular for which, so far as we know, be found no hint else- 
where, and in which, so far as we know, be expressed himself and none besides. 
He had no suggestions, it seems (but I should not Ilka to swear), no catchwords, 
no lyrical material for Tarn Glen and Of A' the Airts, for WiUie Brewed and 
The Banks o' Doon, for Last May a Braw Wooer and 0, Wert Thou in the 
Cauld Blast,' and Mary Morison — to name no more. But, if they be directly 
referable to nobody but himself, they feature his whole ancestry. They are folk- 
songs writ by a peasant of genius, who was a rare and special artist ; and they 
show that the closer he cleared to folk-models, and the fuller and stronger his 
possession by the folk-influence, the more of the immortal Burns is there to-day. 

Suggested or not, the songs of Burns were devised and written by a peasant, 
devising and writing for peasants. The emotions they deal wUbol are tlie simplest, 
the most elemental, in the human list, and ai-e figured in a. style so vivid and direct 
»a to he classic in its kind. Romance there is none in them, for there was none in 

1 It ii undentuud that Seoli Wha Eat is in the work of in Eighteenth Century Seotftnac 
«tuy in the VernacuUr (I gather, by the way, writing in Englioh, a.ni now and then propitiat- 
that it ii oiH of the two or three pieces by " the <ng the Aery aiid watchful Genius of Caledonia 
Immortal ExeiBeman nurtured ayoni (he Tweed " by fpeliinRa word aa it ia ipell in the Vernacular. 
which are mwl popular in tnglind). Bui, even 3 "The nrrtfour linea are old," he Hvr, "the 

lo, one ha* but to conlraat it wilh It Thtri/or rent i« mine." And, In effect, the quatrain is 
tlontil FoTtrtji, to reco|;nis« that in the one the unique in hin work. 

WTilar'etechnicalaDdlyricalmafteryiacomplele, 'It i> oddly and aniuningly illuMrative of 

while in the other it is merely academic — aca. Burns's trick of mosaic ibat a line in thia charm> 
deniicaalbe lyrical and technical mastert- of (say) ing long: — 

Rmlt Brilaniiia. Now, li Tlitrt fnr Hoatit Pot- nTd. hi-i.,!..... u_.i i,. ...-._—.-» 

I , ' , ,. i, , ■■ l"B Dncntest jewel in mv crown: "-« 

trfy IB eilfM on a certain disreputable lolk-aonft; 

while SeoU Wka Bae ia for all prsctical purpoiei comes bodily from — The Cimrt afEjtit]/ ! 
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Bums ^ — *t is the sole point, perhaps, at which he was out of touch with the unre- 
nowned generatiuns whose 6uwer and crown he was. But of reality, which could 
hest and soonest bring them home to the class in which their genius was developed, 
and to which themselves were addressed : — 

'' Grain de muse qui git invisible 
Au fond de leur ^teruit^: " — 

there is enough to keep them sweet while the Vernacular is read. They are for 
all, or nearly all, the peasant's trades and crafts : so that the gangrel tinker shares 
them with the spinner at her wheel, the soldier with the ploughman, the weaver 
with the gardener and the tailor and the herd. Morals, experiences, needs, love 
and liquor, the rejoicing vigour and unrest of youth, the placid content of age — 
there is scarce anything he can endure which is not brilliantly, and (above all) 
sincerely and veraciously, set forth in them. That old-world Scotland, whose last 
and greatest expression was Bums, either has passed or is fast passing away. In 
language, manners, morals, ideals, religion, substance, capacity, the theory and 
practice of life — in all tliese the country of Burns has changed ; in some, has 
changed ^'beyond report, thought, or belief.*' But that much of her which was 
known to her poet is with us still, and is with us in these songs. For man and 
woman change not, but endure for ever : so that what was truly said a thousand 
years ago comes home as truth to-day, and will go home as truth when to-day is a 
thousand years behind. To the making of these things there went the great and 
generous humanity of Bums, with the humanity, less great but still generous and 
sincere, of those unknowns, whose namelessness was ever a regret to him.'^ They 
are art in their kind. And there is no ireason why this *^ little Valclusa fountain " 
should lack pilgrims, or run dry, for centuries.' 



1 None, or so little that if his Jacobitisms seem 
romantic, it is onlv by contrast with the realities 
in which they occur. The interest of even It 
Wm A* For Our Rigktfu' King is centred in the 
vamper's sjTnpathy, not with the romantic situ- 
ation : — 

** He tum*d him right and round about 
Upon the Irish shore," etc. : — 

but with that living, breathing, palpitating "ac- 
tuality ' ' of sentiment developed in both hero and 
heroine by the disastrous turn of circumstances: 

*' Now a' is done that men can do. 
And a* is done in vain: ** — 

and the position created by those circumstances 
at the end : — 

"But I hae parted frae my love 
Never to meet again: '* — 

which places this l\'ric somewhere near the very 
top of homely and familiar song. 
•> " Are you not quite vexed to think that these 



men of genius, for such they certainly were, who 
composed our fine Scottish lyrics, should be un- 
known ? It has given me many a heartache." 
(R. B. to Thomson, 19th November, 1794.) And 
see his Journal for a more heart-felt recognition 
still. 

• They lived not long the limited life of John- 
son's Musical Museum and Thomson's Scottish 
Airs, Thus, in a collection of North of England 
chap-books (c. 1810-20) which I owe to the kind- 
ness of the Earl of Crawford, I find at least two 
Bums "Songsters" (they are the same, but one 
is called "The Ayrshire Bard's Songster," the 
other something else) both " Printed by J. Mar- 
shall in the Old Fleshmarket," Newcastle. In 
a third — a miscellany, this one — is Scots Wha 
ffatf "As sung by Mr. Braham at the Newcastle 
Theatre Royal" (Carlyle thought this famous 
lyric should be " sung by the throat of the whirl- 
wind;" but it had better luck than that). The 
g^eat Jew tenor further warbled a couple of 
BtAnzas of The Winter It is Past at a concert in 
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I purpose to deal with the Dumfries period with all possible brevity. The story 
is a story of decadence ; and, even if it were told in detail, would tell ua nothing of 
Burns that we Iiare not already heard or are not all too well prepared to leam. 
In a little town, where everybody 'b known to everybody, there is ever an inflnile 
deal of scandal ; and Burns was too reckless and too conspicuous not to become » 
jieculiar cock-shy for the scandal-mongers of Dumfries. In a little town, especially 
if it be a kind of provincial centre, there must of necessity be many people with 
not much to do besides talking and drinking ; and Burns was ever too careless of 
consequences, as well as ever too resolute to make the most of the fleeting hour — 
it may be, too, was by this lime too princely and too habitual a boon-companion — 
to refrain from drink and talk when drink and talk were to be bad. In the sequel, 
also, it would seem that that old jealousy of his betters (to use the ancient phrase) 
had come to be a more disturbing influence than it bad ever been before. He 
knew, none better, that, however brilliantly the poet had succeeded, the man was 
80 far a failure as an investment, that, with bad health and a growing family, he 
had notidng to look forward to but promotion in the Excise ; and his discontent 
witli the practical outcome of his ambition and the working resnlt of his fame woe 
certainly not southed, and may very well have been exacerbated, by his ratlier noisy 
sympathy with the leading pi-inciptes of the French Revolution. He was too fear- 
less and too proud to dissemble that sympathy, which was presently (1794) to find 
expression in one of his must vigorous and telling lyrics; he was, perhaps, too pow- 
erful a talker not to exaggerate its quality and volume ; and, though it was com- 
mon, ill the beginning at least, to many Scotsmen, its expression got him, as was 
inevitable, into trouble with liis superiors, and in the long run was pretty cei-tajnly 
intensified, to the point at which resentment is translated into terms of indiscretion 
and imprudence, by the reflection, whether just or not,' tliat it had damaged his 
chances of promotion. Tliat he fought ^^inst temptation is as plain as that he 
proved incapable of triumph, and that, as Carlyle has wisely and humanely noted, 
the best for him, certain necessary conditions being impossible, was to die. Syme,* 

the Mine dtv, when Miaa Slephena wu rcapnn»i- ing anj-thing; once Ihe page vu read tai the 

ble tor Chartit Ile'iMg Darling. In olherchipa bollle done; aad Fox, to whom Burnt looked for 

Burnt ii found rubbing shoulders with Aloore idTanrement, was ever out of office, and could do 

and Campbell and Tom Dibdin, and a hundred notbing, evea had he been minded to do some- 

other^ among (bem Allan liamuir. In then Of tbinic, which we are not (old that he won. But 

^'lAdirbiaiiandwicbed between rAeruopfany the Bard bad a nure may ia Gnham of Fintir; 

i>«linan and Ihe Wtdding at BnUgporern, while and, though Glencaim'wad dead, and he wu 

for Ike Sate D' Somtbodg it kept in countenance wmellmea reprimanded (tt pour caiue), there is 

by Poi/rfj Corey and Tit Wounded ffiutar. The no reason to believe ihat be would have mieeed 

moat popular, perhaps, are Of A' Ihe Jirli, and preferment had he lived to be open to it. 

Bcoli Wlia Hat, and Willit BreWd ; but t>« o « It haa been Mid, I believe, that Svme'a evi. 

Bank ofFhven lacka not admirers. dence is worthless, inaamuch as it tends to dit- 

1 It seema to have been unjust. Pill, though credit Bu ma. But one eye-witnena, however dnll 

he loved the poetry of Buma, did nothing for him and prejudiced (and Hymt wa* neither one nor 

•- was prob^y, indeed, too buay to think of do- other) li worth a wildNnesi of aentimental hi»- 
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who knew and loved him, said that he was " burnt to a cinder " ere Death took 
him ; we can see for ourselves that the Burns of the Kilmarnock Volume and the 
good things in the Museum had ceased to be some time before the end ; there is 
evidence that some time before the end he was neither a sober companion nor a 
self-respecting husband. And the reflection is not to be put by, that he left the 
world at the right moment for himself and for his fame. 

There b small doubt that the report of his misconduct was at best unkindly 
framed ; there is none tliat certain among his apologists have gone a very great 
deal too far in the opposite direction. We may credit Findlater, for instance, but 
it is impossible, having any knowledge of the man, to believe in tlie kind of Excise- 
man-Saint of Gray — impeccable in all the relations of life and never the worse for 
liquor — even as it is impossible to believe in the bourgeois Burns of the latest 
apotheosis. As Lockhart says, the tinith lies somewhere between the two extremes ; 
and one is glad to agree with Lockhart Even so, however, tradition, as reported 
by friends and enemies alike, runs stronger in his disfavour than it does the other 
way.^ And, though we know that party feeling ran high in Dumfries, and that 
Burns — with his stiff neck, and his notable distinction, and his absolute gift of 
speech — did certainly danm himself in the eyes of many by what, in the circum- 
stances, must have seemed a suicidal intemperance of feeling and expression, we 
know also that, once extremely popular, he was presently cut by Dumfries society ; 
that after a time his reputation was an indifferent one on other counts than politics ; 
and that more than once — as in the case of Mrs. Riddell, and again, when he had 
to apologise for a toast no reasonable or well-bred man would have proposed in the 
presence of a King's officer unless he were prepared to face the consequences — 
he behaved himself ill, according to the standard of good manners then and now. 
The explanation in these and other cases is that he was drunk ; and, as matter of 
fact, drink and disappointment were pretty certainly responsible between them for 



torians; and Svme's phrase, howbeit it is so pic- 
turesque that it conveys what is, perhaps, too 
violent an impression, probably means no more 
than that Burns had damaged himself with drink. 
That much Bums admitted time and again; and 
Currie — who cannot but have got his informa- 
tion from Maxwell — remarks that for over a 
year before the end '' there was an evident decline 
of our Poet's personal appearance, and, though 
his appetite continued unimpaired, he was himself 
sensible that his constitution was sinking." It 
was all, the doctor thought, the effect of alcohol 
on a difficult digestion and a sensitive nervous 
system ; and, though he was something of a fanatic 
in this matter, I see no reason, as he was also an 
honest man, to question his diagnosis. 

I ''We are raising a subscription (horrid 
word) ♦* — thus Sir Walter, to Morritt, 15th Jan- 
uary, 1814 — "for a monument to Bums, an 
honour long delayed, perhaps till some parts of 



his character were forgotten by those among 
whom he lived." This was written within twenty 
years of Burns's death, when the grievance of 
the Revolution was lost in the shadow cast b}' 
the tremendous presence of Napoleon. And, if 
it be urged that Burns's offending agaiuFt Tory- 
ism must have been rank indeed to be recalled 
thus bitterly and thus late, it may be retorted 
that by no possibility can it have been an hun- 
dredth part fo indecent as the conduct of the Par- 
liamentary Whigs during the life and long after 
the death of Pitt. Of all men living Bums was 
entitled to an opinion; of all men living he had 
the best gift of expression. Well, he had his 
opinion, and he used his gift; and Dumfries could 
not forgive him. It is again a question of circum- 
stances. Fox and the rest were honoured Mem- 
bers of His Majesty's Opposition. Burns wat 
only an exciseman. 
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the mingled squalor and g;loom and pathoa oE the end. There ia nothing like liquor 
to make a strong man vain of his strength and jealous of his prerogative — even 
wliile it is stealing botli awa^ ; and there is nothing like disappointment to confirm 
each a man In a frieudship for liquor. Last of all, there needs but little knowledge 
of character and life to see that to apologise for Burns is vain, that we must accept 
him frankly and without reserve for a peasant of genius perverted from his peas- 
anthood, thrust into a place for which his peasanthood and his genius alike unfitted 
him, denied a perfect opportunity, constrained to live his qaalities into defects, 
and in the long run beaten by a sterile and unnatural environment. We cannot 
make him other than he was, and, especially, we cannot make bim a man of our 
own time : a man born tame and civil and unexcessive — "he tliat died o' Wednes- 
day," and had obituary notices in local prints. His elements are all too gross, are 
all too vigorous and turbulent for that " God have mercy on me," he once wrote 
of himself, "a poor, damned, incautious, duped, unfortunate fool! the sport, the 
miserable victim of rebellious pride, hypochondriac imaginations, agonising senu- 
bility and bedlam passions." Plainly he knew himself as his apol<^;ists have never 
known him, nor will ever know. 

That his intellectual and temperamental endowment was magnificent we know 
by the way in which he affected his contemporaries, and through the terms in 
which some of them — Robertson, Heron, Dugald Stewart, and, especially, Maria 
Riddell — recorded their impression of him ; yet we know also that, for all ita 
magnificence, or, as I prefer to tldnk, by reason of its magnificence, it could not 
save him from defeat and shame. Where was the lesion P What was the secret 
of his fall ? Lord Rosebery, as I think, has hit the white in saying that he was 
" great in his strength and great in liU weaknesses." ' His master-qualities, this 
critic very justly notes, were "inspiration and sympathy." But if I would add 
"and character" — which, to be sure, is largely an effect of conditions — how 
mast the commentary run? There is pride — the pride of Lucifer: what did it 
spare him in the end? There is well-nigh the finest brain conceivable; yet ia 
there a certain curious intolerance of facts which obliges the owner of that brain, 
being a Government ofGcer and seeing his sole future in promotion, to flaunt a 
friendship with roaring Jacobins like Maxwell and Syme, and get himself nick- 
named a " Son of Sedition," and have it reported of him, rightly or not, that he has 
pnblicly avowed disloyalty at tlie local theatre.* There is a passionate regard for 



> I nota with plesxure th«t Lord RoMberv 
known loo much of life, snd is loo good a judga 
of evidence, (olhink of putting ■ rew complexion 

hail ha been eiplanalory enouffh ?' Whal, atler 
all, but failure is pOMible for tlrtngth miaplaced 
and miupplied? 

■ I do not for an initant forf(ct that here i* 
mora circnin ounce: that he was a true Briton at 
bean, and that in the beipnnini; hin Jacobininni 
Wu chiefly, if not aolely, an dhct ot lymptlby 



with a tortured people. But there are way» and 
waya of favouring an unpopular cau»', and 
Bama'a were alike defiant and anwiae. Thua 
Uaxwell wa« practically what mn>t people then 
called a "murderer" — of the French King; vet 
it waa while, or >oon after, the enormities of iha 
Terror were at Iheir wont, thai he becameachief 
aHwciale of Bums. To aome Ihia seems a "noble 
imprudence." Waa it not rather pare ioconU- 
oence of >elf 7 
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women ; witii, as Sir Walter noted, a lack of chivalry, which is attested by those 
lampoons on living Mi's. Riddell and on dead Mrs. Oswald. There is the strongest 
sense of fatherhood, with the tenderest concern for ^' weans and wife ; '' and there 
is that resolve for pleasure which not even these uplifting influences can check. 
There is a noble generosity of lieart and temper ; but there is so imperfect a sense 
of conduct, so practical and so habitual a faith in a certain theory : — 

" The heart ay 's the part ay 
That makes us right or wrang : " — 

that in the end you have a broken reputation, and death at seven or eight and thirty 
is the effect of a discrediting variety of causes. Taking the precisian's point of 
view, one might describe so extraordinary a blend of differences as a bad, well- 
meaning man, and one might easily enough defend the description. But the pre- 
cisian has naught to do at this grave-side ; and to most of us now it is history that, 
while there was an infinite deal of the best sort of good in Bums, the bad in him, 
being largely compacted of such purely unessential defects as arrogance, petulance, 
imprudence, and a turn for self-indulgence, this last exasperated by the conditions 
in which his lot was cast, was not of the worst kind after all. Yet the bad was bad 
enough to wreck the good. The little foxes were many and active and greedy 
enough to spoil a world of grapes. The strength was great, but the weaknesses 
were greater ; for time and chance and necessity were ever developing the weak- 
nesses at the same time that they were ever beating down the strength. That is 
the sole conclusion possible. And to the plea, that the story it rounds is very piti- 
ful, there is this victorious answer : that the Man had drunk his life to the lees, 
while the Poet had fulfilled himself to the accomplishing of a peculiar immortality ; 
so that to Burns Death came as a deliverer and a friend.^ 

W. E. H. 

[1 Burns died 2l8t July, 179S.] 
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For Boine Um* befors 1780, Bonu had ohar- 
lahsd B da>ire for " ^id black pnut ; " and ita 
tDlStniant vaa haataned in the end by the 
thoaghc of hia ramoTal to Jamaica. " Befora 
learing id; native country,'' he ■>;■< " 1 re- 
•olved to publiab my poema." [He isaned a 



title WBB iaaned by John Wilwin, Kilmamocl , 
sppeariag July 31, 1TS6. It voa a handBoma 
ootam, bound, except for a few copiea ia 
paper corera, in blna boarda, vith a w]uE« back 
and neat label. It waa iaauad by aubicriptioQ, 
and lis hundred copiea vera printed. It con- 
tained the foUoving prefaca.} 



learned art, and perhapi amid the elegonciea 
and idlenesses of upper life, looks dovn for a 
rural theme, with an eye to Theocrites or Vir- 
KiL To the Author of thia, these and other 
celebrated names (their countrymen) are, in 
their ori)(inaI lan^ag«s. '' a fountain shut up, 
and a book sealed." Unacquainted with tha 
requisites tor connneudug- Post by 



felt and si 






self and his r 
■round him. in his and their ai 
Thouijh a Rhymer from his sarliwit years, at 
least from the earliest impulses of the softer 
pasaioni, it waa not till very lately that the ap- 
planse, perhaps the partiality, of Friendship, 
vakened his vanity so far as to make him 
think anvthing u{ bis was worth showing ; and 
none of Uin followii« works were ever com- 
posed with a view to the preaa. To nmusa 
himself with the little creations of hia own 
fancy, amid the toil and fatitrues of a laboiiooa 
life ; to transcribe [he varioos feeliufn, the 
loves, the ^efs. the hopes, the fears, in his 
own breast i to find some kind of counterpoise 
la the struKsles of a world, always an alien 
■gene, a task uncouth to the poetical mindj 
these were his motives for courting the Muses, 
and in these hs found Poetry to be ita own ro- 



shrinks aghast at the thought of being branded 
as "An impertinent blockbead, obtruding hia 
nonaensa on the world ; and because he can 
make a shift to jinjrle a few doggerel Scotch 
rhymes together, looks npon binieelt as a Poet 
of no small consequeuee fonooth." 

It ia an obeervstioii of that celebrated Poet ' 
— whose divine Elegiwi do honor to our lan- 
guage, our nation, and our species — that 

flumility baa dfpreased many a genius to a 
hermit, but never raised one to fame." If any 
Critic catches at the word jT^nius, the Author 
tails him, once for all, that he certainly looks 
npon himself HS possest of some poetic abll' 
ities, otherwise hia publishing in the manner 
he has done would be a manffiurre below the 

enemy will ever pre him : but to the gpniua 
of a Ramsay, or the jrlorious dawningn of the 
poor, unfortunate Fi'iiriigon, he, with equal 
nnaffected sincerity, declares that, even in his 
highest pnlse of vnnitv, he has not Ihe most 
distant pretensions. Tliese two jtistly admired 
Scotch Poets he has often liad in his eye in the 
following pieces ; but nitiier witli a view^ to 
kindle at their flame, than for serrile imita- 

To his Subscribers the Author returns his 
most sincere thanks. Not the mercenary bow 
over a counter, but the beart-throhbing grati- 
tude of the Baid, conscious how much he ia 
indebted to BencTolence and Frii'ndship for 
gratifying him, if ha deserves it, in that d^ar- 
eat wivh of every poetic bosom — to be dis- 
tingnished. He begs bis readers, particularly 
the Learned and the Polite, who mity honor 
him with a per'isal, that thev will make every 
allowance for Education and CircumMances of 
Life : but if, after a fair, candid, and impartial 
criticism, he shall staud convicted of Dulneas 
and Nonsense, let him be done by. as he would 
in that caso do bv others — let him be con- 
demned without mercy, to contempt and oh- 



Now that ha >] 



ra in the public charaotM 
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THE TWA DOGS 

A TALE 

Aecording to QI1li«rt Bnrm, thii Talt ma 
" ooiDpnud af Isr the reaolatioD of pabJUliidg 

«■■ nearly takea." During' the utrht be- 
fore tbe d^ath of WUliam BorneH. RobeK'i 
faTOrite dog, Lnath, waa killed b; lome pei^ 
■on unknown. He tbougbt at fint of certain 
Staiuai lo the Mtmorg of a Quadngied fVimd 
— I tnid Eighteentb-Uentury inapiration — 
" bnt tbia plan vaa given np for the Tah aa it 
Dow itonda." " I have," be uja, in a letter to 
John Kichmond, ITtb Fabniary, 1780, "like- 
«i«e completed [wnce he lav Richmond in 
IfovemberJ my poem on tbe Doga, bnt have 
cot ahowD it to tbe world." It va( Lnath'i 

Bppaarance at At " penny dance " at Mancb- 
line led Bonu lo remark, in Jean Attnonr'a 
hearing, that " ha viahed be oouM |^t any of 
the laaaea to like him aa well aa hia dog did." 

' T WAS in that place o' Scotland's isle 
Tliat bears the name of auld King Coil, 
TTpnn a bonie day iA June, 
When wearing thro' tha afternoon, 
Twa dogs, that vera nn thrang at hame. 
Forgathered ance upon a time. 

Tbe flrat 1 11 name, tbej ca'd him Casar, 
Was keepit for "hta Honor's " pleaaare: 
Hia faair, hie aiie, hia mouth, hia Inn, 
Shew'd he was nane o' Scotland's dogs; 
But whalpit some place far abroad, 
Wbare sailors gang to fish for cod. 

His loektd, letter'd, braw brass collar 
Shew'd him tbe gentleman an' scholar; 
Bnt tho' he was o' high degree. 
The flent a pride, nae pride had be; 
But wad hne spent an honr caressin, 
Ev'n wi' a tinkler-gipsy's messin; 
At kirk or market, mill or amiddie, 
Nae tawted t;ke, tho' e'er sae doddie. 
But he wad stan't, as glad to see him, 
An' stroan't on staues an' hillocks wi' him. 

Tbe tither was a pIouehmFui's collie, 
A rhyming;, ranting^, raying billie, 
Wha for his friend an' comrade had bim, 
And in his freaks had Lnath ca'd bim, 
Aft«r some dog in Highland sang, 
Wu nisde lang syne — Lord luiowi hoT 



He was a gash an' faithfu' tyke, 



hlc; 



friends in ilka place; 
vas white, his tousie back 
Weel clad wi' coat o' glossy black; 
His gawsie tail, wi' upward curl, 
Uuug owie hia hurdles wi' a swirL 

Kae doubt but thej were fain o' itber. 
And uuco pack an' thick thegitber; 
Wi' social nose whylea snnff^ an' snowkitj 
Wlijles mice an' moudieworts they bowkit; 
Whjles sconr'd awa' in lang excursion. 
An' worry'd ither in diversion; 
Till tir'd at last wi' monie a farce. 
They sat them down upon their ane. 
An' there becrnn a laiig digression 
About the "lords o' the creatioD." 

C£SAR 

I 've aften wonder'd, honest Luath, 
What sort o' life poor dogs like jou have; 
An' when the gentry's life I saw, 
What way poor bodies liv'd av*. 

Our laird gets iu his racked rents, 
His coals, his kiun, an* a' his stents: 
He rises when he likes himsel; 
His flunkies answer at tbe bell; 
He ca's his coacli; he ca's his horse; 
He draws a bonie silken purse. 
As lang 's tn; tail, whsre, tliro' the Bteekt, 
The yellow letUr'd Geordie keeks. 

Fme mom to e'en it 's nought but toil- 

ingi 
At baking, roasting, frying, boiling; 
An' tho' the gentry first are steoliin, 
Tet ev'n the ha' folk fill their pechan 
Wi' sauce, ragouts, an sic like trash trie. 
That 'b little short o' downright wastrie: 
Our whipper-in, wee, blastit woiiner. 
Poor, worthless elf, it eats a dinner, 
Better than onie tenant-man 
His Honor has in a' the Ian'; 
An' what poor col-folk pit their paincb in, 
I own it 's past my comprehension. 

LUATH 

Trowtb, Cmar, wbyles they 're fasb't 
enengh; 
A cotter howkin in a abenrh, 
Wi' dirty stanes biggin a dyke. 
Baring a quarry, an' sic like; 
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Hinuel, a wife, he thiii sostainB, 
A iioytrie o' wee duddie weana, 
An* nought but bia hiui' dar? to keep 
Them right an' tight in thack an' rape. 

Ad' when thev meet wi* lair diuaten, 
Like losa o' health or want o' miuters. 
Ye must wad think, a wee touch Unger, 
Au' thejr maun starve o' cauld aod hunger: 
But how it comeB, I never kend yet. 
They 're mnistly wonderfu' contented; 
An' buirdly chiela, on' clever hiixiei, 
Kto bred in sia a way as this ii. 

CESAR 

But tben to tee bow ye 're neg-Ieckit, 
How hiiff'd, an' cuff'd, au' diareipeokit 1 
Lord, tuan, our gentry care m little 
For delvers, ditchers, an' sic cattle; 
They gang ns sancy bj poor folk, 
At I wadl)y a stiu king brock. 

'' I 've notio'd, on onr liurd'i conrt-day, 
( Vn' monie n time my heart '» l>een woe), 
Puor tenant bodies, scant o' cash, 
lluw they maun thule a factor's sna-ib: 
He '11 stamp an' threaten, cnne an' swear 
He 'II apprehend them, poind their gear; 
While theyinann stauu', wi' aspect bumble, 
&u' hear it a', an' fear an' tremble ! 

I see how folk live that hae riches; 
\ But surely poor-folk maun be wretches I 

LUATH 

They're nae sae wretched 'a ane wad 
think: 
Tho' constantly on poortitb's brink. 
They 're sac accustom'd wi' tlie sight. 
The view o't gies them little fright. 

Then chance an' fortnue are sae siiided, 
They 're ay in less or mair provided; 
An' tho' fatigu'd wi' close employment, 
A blink o' rest 's a sweet enjoyment. 

The dearest comfort o' their lives, 
Their gmsbie weans an' faithfu' wives; 
Tba prattling things are junt their pride, 
That sweetens a' their fire-side. 

An' whyles twalpennie worth o' nappy 
Can mak the bodies nnco happy: 
They lay eside their private cares. 
To mind the Kitk ud State affain; 



,vi-h3 



They 'II talk o' patronage an' priests, 
Wi' kindliug fury i' their breasts. 



As bleak-fao'd Hallowmass retnma, 
Tliey get tbe jovial, ranting kirns. 
When rural life, of ev'rj station, 

l^ve blinks. Wit slaps, an' social Mirth ' 
Forgets there 's Care upo' the earth. 

That merry day the year begins. 
They bar tbe door on frostj? wiu's; 
The nappy reeks wi' mantling ream. 
An' sheds a heart-inspiring steam ; 
The liintin pipe, an' sneeshin mill. 
Are banded round wi' right guid will; 
The cantie auld folks crackin crouse, 
The young anes ranting' tbro' the house -^ 
My heart lias been sae fain to see tbem, 
That I for joy ha* barkit wi' them. 

Still it 'a owre tme that ye hae said 
Sic ftanie is now owre aften play'd; 
Tliere 's nouie a creditable stock 
()' decent, honest, fawsont folk, 
Are riven out baith root an' branch. 
Some rascal's pridefu' greed to quench, 
Wha thinks to knit biniset the faster 
III favor wi' some gentle master, 
Wlia, aiblins thrang a pari iamen tin'. 
For Britain's guid bis sauI indentin' — 

C«SAB 
Haith, lad, ye little ken about it: 
For Britain's guid I guid faith 1 I doubt 

it. 
Say rather, gann as Premiers lead bimi 
An' Baying aye or no 's they lud him: 
At operas an' plays parading, 
Mortgaging, gambling, masquerading; 
Or maybe, in a frolic daft, 
To Hagne or Calais taks a waft. 
To mak a tnur au' tak a whirl, 
To leani bon Ion, an' tee the wori*. 

There, at Vienna or Versailles, 
He rives his father's auld entfuls; 
Or by Madrid be taks the ront, 
To thrum guitars an' fecht wi' nowtj 
Or down Italian vista startles, 
Whore-hunting amang groves o' myrtles 
Then bowses dnimlie German-water, 
To mak himael look fair an' lattw, 
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Ad' clear the consequential sorrows, 
Love-gifts of Oamival signoras. 

For Britain's guid ! for her destruction ! 
Wi' dissipation, feud an' faction. 

LUATH 

Hech,man 1 dear sirs ! is that the gate 
They waste sae monie a braw estate ! 
Are we sae foughten an' harass'd 
For gear ta gang that gate at last ? 

O would they stay aback frae courts, 
An' please themsels wi' countra sports. 
It wad for ev'ry ane be better. 
The laird, the tenant, an' the cotter 1 
For thae frank, rantin, ramblin billies, 
Fient haet o' them 's ill-hearted fellows: 
Except for breakin o^ their timmer. 
Or speakiu lightly o' their limmer. 
Or shootin of a hare or moor-cock. 
The ne'er-a-bit they 're ill to poor folk. 

But will ye tell me, master Csesar: 
Sure great folk's life 's a life o' pleas- 
ure? 
Nae cauld nor hunger e'er can steer them, 
The vera thought o't need na fear them. 

CiESAR 

Lord, man, were ye but whyles whare I 
am. 
The gentles, ye wad ne'er env^ 'em ! 

It 's true, they need na starve or sweat. 
Thro' winter's cauld, or simmer's heat; 
They 've nae sair wark to craze their banes, 
A.n' fill auld-age wi* grips an* granes: 
But human bodies are sic fools. 
For a' their colleges an' schools. 
That when nae renl ills perplex them. 
They mak enow themsels to vex them ; 
An' ay the less they hae to sturt them. 
In like proportion, less will hurt them. 

A countra fellow at the pleugh, 
His acre 's till'd, he 's right enough; 
A countra girl at her wheel. 
Her dizzen 's done, she 's unco weel; 
But gentlemen, an' ladies warst, 
Wi' ev'n down want o' wark are curst : 
They loiter, lounging, lank an' lazy; 
Fho deil-haet ails them, yet uneasy : 
Their days insipid, dull an' tasteless; 
Their nights unqidet, lang an' restless. 



An' ev'n their sports, their balls an' races. 
Their ^Hoping through public places. 
There s sic parade, sic pomp an' art. 
The joy can scarcely reach the heart. 

The men cast out in party-matches, 
Then sowther a' in deep debauches; 
Ae night they 're mad wi' drink an' whor- 

ingi 
Niest day their life is past enduring. 

The ladies arm-in-arm in clusters, 
As great an' gracious a' as sisters; 
But hear their absent thoughts o' ither, 
They 're a' run deils an' jads thegitlier. 
Whyles, owre the wee bit cup an platie, 
They sip the scandal-potion pretty; 
Or lee-lang nights, wi' crabbit leuks 
Pore owre the devil's pictured beuks; 
Stake on a chance a farmer's stackyard. 
An' cheat like onie unhang'd blackguard. 

There 's some exceptions, man an' woman; 
But this is Gentry's life in common. 

By this, the sun was out o' sight. 
An' darker gloamin brought the night; 
The bum-clock humm'd wi' lazy drone; 
The kye stood rowtin i' the loan; 
When up they gat, an' shook their lugs, 
Rejoic'd they were na metif but dogsj 
An each took alf his several way, 
Resolv'd to meet some ither day. 



SCOTCH DRINK 

Gie him stronff drink until lie wink, 

That '• dnUng iu despair ; 
An* liquor guid to fire his bluid, 

Thnt ^s prest wi* grief an' eare : 
There let him bowae, aud deep carouM, 

Wi* bumpers flowing o'er, 
Till he forgets his lovea or debts, 

An* minds liis griefs no more. 

Solomon's Pbovkebs, xxzi. 8, 7. 

Composed some time between the beginning 
of November, 1785, and l7th February, 1780 
(letter of Bums to Richmond). On 20t1i 
March Bums sent a copy to his friend Rob- 
ert Mnir, wine-merchant, Kilmarnock : " May 
the follow with a blessingf for yonr edifi- 
cation." The metre, which has come to b« 
rejrarded as essentially Scottish (see Prefatory 
Note to the Address to the Deil, p. 12), is that 
of Fergusson^s Cauler Water, of which Scotch 
Drink is a kind of parody. 
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SCOTCH DRINK 



Lkt other poets raite k fracaa 

'Bout viues, aa' niaes, ao' drackeu Baecliaa, 

An' crabbit naues an* storieg wrack ui, 

All' grate oui lug: 
I sing the juice Scotch bear can mak us, 

Id ginas or jug. 



O thou, mj Maael guid auld Scotch drink I 
Whether tliro' wiinpUn vrorms thou jink. 
Or, richlj brown, ream owre the briub, 

In glorious taein. 
Inspire me, till I lisp an' wink. 

To aiug thy name I 



Let buskj wheat the han^s adorn, 
An' aits Mt up their awnie horn. 
An* pease an' beans, at e'en or mom. 

Perfume the plain: 
Leeze me on thee, John Barleycorn, 

Thou king o' grain I 
IV 
On thee aft Scotland chow* her cood. 
In louple scones, the wale o' food I 
Or tumbling in the boiling floud 

WV kail an' beef; 
But when tbou pours tbr strime beart'a 

bi«,d. 

There tbou shines chief. 



Food Alls the wame, an' keeps iis livin; 
Tho' life 's a gift no worth receivin. 
When heary-dragg'd wi' pine an' grievin; 

But oil'd by thee. 
The wheels o' life gae down-bill, scrievio, 



■egae 

W? rattlin glee. 



Thou clear* the head o' doited Lear, 
Thou cheers the heart o' drooping Care; 
Thou strings the nerves o' Lnbor siur, 

At's weary toil; 
Thou ev'n brightens dnrk Despair 

Wi' gloomy smile. 

VII 

Aft, clad in massy siller weed, 
Wi' gentles thou erects thy bead; 
ret, humbly kind iu time o' need. 

The poor man's wine; 



Thou art the life o' public hannts: 

But thee, what were our fairs and rants 7 

Er'u godly meetings o' the saunts, 

By thee inspir'd. 
When, gaping, they besiege the tents, 

Are doubly flr'd. 



That merry night we get the com in, 
O sweetly, then, thou reams the horu in t 
Or reekin on a NeW'Year morn in 

In cog or bicker. 
An' just a wee dnip sp'ritual burn in, 

An' gusty sucker 1 
X 
When Vulcnn gi-u bis bellows breath. 
An' ploughmcL ^tber wi' their graith, 
O rare I to see thee flis an' freath 

I* th' lugget caup I 
Then Bumewiu comes on like death 

At ev'ry ehanp. 

XI 
Nie mercy, then, for urn or steel: 
The brawiiie, bainie, ploughman chiet, 
firings hard owrehip. wi' sturdy wheel. 

The strong forehammer, 
Till block an' studdie ting an' reel, 

Wi' dinsome clamour. 

xn 

When skirlin weanies see the light. 
Thou nmks the gossips clatter bright, 
Uuw fumbling cuifs their dearies slif^lit; 

Wae worth the name 1 
Nae howdie gets a social night. 

Or plack frae them. 



When neebors anger at a plea, 
An' just as wud as wud can be. 
How easy can the barley-brie 

Cement the quarrel I 
It 's aye the eheapest lawyer's fee. 

To taste the barreL 



Alake I that e'er my Muse has reasm^ 
To wyte her countrymen wi' treason 1 
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But monie daily weet their weason 

Wi' liquors nice, 

An' hardly, in a winter' seaton, 

E'er spier her price. 

XV 

Wae worth that brandy, bumin trash I 
Fell source o' monie a pain an' brash ! 
Twins monie a poor, doylt, drucken hash, 

O' half his days; 
An' sends, beside, auld Scotland's cash 

To her warst f aes. 

XVI 

Te Scots, wha wish auld Scotland well I 
Ye chief, to you my tale I tell. 
Poor, plackless devils like mysel I 

It sets you ill, 
Wi' bitter, dearthfu' wines to mell, 

Or foreign giU, 

XVII 

May g^yels round his blather wrench, 
An gouts torment him, inch by inch, 
Wha twists his gruntle wi' a glunch 

O' sour disdam. 
Out owre a glass o' whisky-punch 

Wi' honest men I 

XVIII 

O Whisky I soul c' plays an' pranks I 
Accept a Bardie's gratefu' thanks I 
When wanting thee, what tuneless cranks 

Are ray poor verses I 
Thou comes — they rattle i' their ranks 

At ither's arses ! 

XIX 

Thee, Ferintosh I O sadly lost f 
Scotland lament f rae coast to coast I 
Now colic grips, an' barkin hoast 

May kill us a'; 
For loyal Forbes' chartered boast 

Is taen awa I 

XX 

Thae curst horse-leeches o' th' Excise, 
Wha mak the whisky stells their prize f 
Hand up thv han , Deil ! anoe, twice, 
thrice ! 

There, seize the blinkers I 
4n' bake them up in brunstane pies 

For poor damn'd orinkers. 



XXI 

Fortune I if thou 'U but gie me still 
Hale breeks, a scone, an' whisky gill, 
An' rowth o' rhyme to rave at will, 

Tak a' the rest, 
An' deal 't about as thy blind skill 

Directs thee best. 



THE AUTHOR'S EARNEST CRY 
AND PRAYER 

TO THE RIGHT HONORABLE AND HONOR- 
ABLE THE SCOTTISH REPRESENTATIVES 
IN THE HOUSE OF COMMONS 

Deanrt of diatillAtioa I ImI and bart — 
— How art thou loat I — 

Parody on MUUm, 

I 

Ye Irish lords, ye knights an' squires, 
Wha represent our bnigks au' shires^ 
An' doucely manage our affairs 

In Parliament, 
To you a simple Bardie's prayers 

Are humbly sent. 

II 

Alas I my roupet Muse is haerse ! 

Your Honors' hearts wi' grief 't wad pierce 

To see her sittiu on her arse 

Low i' the dust, 
And soriechin out prosaic verse. 

An' like to brust I 

III 

Tell them wha hae the chief direction, 
Scotland an' me 's in great affliction. 
E'er sin' they laid that curst restriction 

On aqua-vitse; 
An' rouse them up to strong conviction. 

An' move their pity. 

rv 

Stand forth, an' tell yon Premier youth 

The honest, open, naked truth: 

Tell him o' mine an' Scotland's drouth, 

His servants humble: 
The muckle deevil bhnr you south. 

If ye dissemble I 



Does onie great man glunch an' gloom ? 
Speak out, an' never fash your thumb I 



THE AUTHOR'S EARNEST CRY AND PRAYER 



ZiBt pa«t« bd' pensioDi sink or knhu 

Wi' tliBin wluigmit'e 

If boneatl; they caima come, 

Fkr better wut 'om. 



la gath'rin votei jou were na slack; 
Kdw stuid u tightlj by your taok; 
Ne'er elkw your lug;, an' &dge your back, 
Ai^ hum an haw ; 



Fatat Scotland greetin owre her tbriule; 
Her mutchkiD itowp as toom 'i a whUsle ; 
An' damn'd excuemeu in a buatle, 

Seidn a fltell, 
Triamphant, cmtbiu 't like a miiMel, 

Or lampit shell I 



Tben, on the tither hand, present her — 
A bl&ck^uard smuggler right beliiat her, 
An' cheek-fot^how, a ohuffle vintner 

Culleaguing join, 
^kin her poach eu bare as winter 

Of a' kind CMn. 



Ij there, that bean the name o' Scot, 
But feels his heart's bluid rising hot. 
To see his poor auld mither's pot 

Thus dung in staves, 
An' plunder'd o' her hindmost groat, 

By gallows knaves 7 



Atas 1 I 'm but a nameless wight, 

Trode i' the mire out o' sight ! 

Bat conld I like Montgumeries fight, 

Or gab like Boswell, 
There 's some sark-necks 1 wad draw tight. 

An' tie some hose well. 

XI 
God bless yonr Honors I con ye see 't. 
The kind, auld, cantie carlin greet, 
Ad' no get warmly to your feet. 

Ad' gar them hear it, 
Ad' tell them wi' a patriot-heat. 

Ye wiuna bear it ? 



Elome a' too nioely ken the laws, 
To nMutd the period an' pause, 



An' with rhetoric olaose on clause 
Tf( "^ frV baiangQes- ' 

Then echo thro' Saint Stephen's wa's 

Auld Scotland's wtsnga. 



Dempster, a trae blue Scot I'se warran; 
Thee, aith-detesting, chaste Kilkerran; 
Ad' that glih-gabbet Highland baron, 

The Laird o' Graham; 
An' ane, a chap that 's damn'd auldfairaOt 

Dundas his name : 



Erskine, a apnnkie Norland billie; 
True Campbells, Frederick and IJay; 
An' Liviitone, the banld Sir Willie; 

An' monie itbers. 
Whom auld Demosthenes or TuUjr - 

Might own for bntbers. 



Thee,sodger Hngh, my watebman stent«d. 

If Bardies e'er an represented; 

I ken if that your sword were wanted, 

Te 'd lead yonr hand; 
But when there 'a ought to say anent it. 

Ye 're at a stand. 
XVI 
Arouse, my boys I eicert yonr mettle. 
To get anid Scotland bu^ bar keUle; 
Or faitb I 1 11 wad my new pleugh-pettle^ 

Yellsee'torlang, 
Sbe 11 teach jou, wi' a reekin whittle 

Anitber sang. 
xvn 
This while she 's been in crankons mood, 
Her lost Hilitia fir'd her bluid; 
(Dcil na they never mair do guid, 

Play'd ber that pliakie 1) 
An' now sbe 's like to rin red-wud 

About her whisky. 

XVIII 

An' Lord 1 if anee they pit her till % 
Her tvtan petticoat she 11 kilt. 
An' durk an' pisto) at her belt, 

She 'II t«k the streets. 
Ad' rin ber whittle to the hilt, 

I' the first she meets I 



9 
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Ad' to the Muckle House repair, 

Wi' instaut speed, 

An' strive, wi* alyour wit an lear, 

To get remead. 

XX 

Yon ill-tongu'd tinkler, Charlie Fox, 
May taunt you wi' his jeers an' mocks; 
But gie him 't het, my hearty cocks ! 

E'en cowe the cadie ! 
An' send him to his dicing box 

An* sportm lady. 

XXI 

Tell yon guid bluid of anld Boconnock's, 
1 11 be his debt twa mashlum bonnooks, 
An' drink his health in auld Nanse Tin- 
nook's 

Nine times a-week, 
If he some scheme, like tea an' winnocks, 

Wad kindly seek. 

XXII 

Could he some commutation broach, 

I '11 pledge my aith in guid braid Scotch, 

He needna fear their foul reproach 

Nor erudition, 
Ton mixtie-maxtie, queer hotch-potch. 

The Coalition. 

XXIII 

Auld Scotland has a raucle tongue; 
She 's just a devil wi' a rung; 
An* if she promise auld or young 

To tak their part. 
The' by the neck she should be strung. 

She '11 no desert. 

XXIV 

And now, ye chosen Five-and-Forty, 
May still your mither's heart support 

ye; 
Then, tho' a minister ^tow dorty. 

An' kick your place, 
Te 11 snap your fingers, poor an' hearty. 

Before his face. 

XXV 

God bless your Honors, fi,* your days, 
Wi' sowps o' kail and brats o' claes, 
In spite o' a' the thievish kaes, 

That haunt St. Jamie's ! 
Tour humble Bardie sings an' prays. 

While lUb his name is. 



POSTSCRIPT 



XXVI 



Let half-starv'd slaves in warmer skies 
See future wines, rich-clust'ring, rise; 
Their lot auld Scotland ne'er envies. 

But, blythe and frisky, 
She eyes her freebom, martial boys 

Tak aff their whisky. 

XXVII 

What tho' their Phosbus kinder warms. 
While f ragrauce blooms and Beauty charms, 
When wretches range, in famish'd swarms, 

The scented groves; 
Or, hounded forth, dishonor arms 

In hungry droves ! 

XXVIII 

Their run 's a burden on their shouther; 
They downa bide the stink o' powther; 
Their bauldest thought 's a hank'ring 
swither 

To Stan' or rin, 
Till skelp — a shot — they 're aff, a' throw'- 
ther. 

To save their skin. 

XXIX 

But bring a Scotsman frae his hill. 
Clap in his cheek a Highland eill. 
Say, such is royal Greorge's will, 

An' there 's the foe I 
He has nae thought but how to kill 

Twa at a blow. 

XXX 

Nae oauld, faint-hearted doubtings tease 

him; 
Death xsomes, wi' fearless eye he sees 

him; 
Wi' bluidy ban' a welcome gies him; 

An' when he fa's. 
His latest draught o' breathin lea'es him 

In faint huzzas. 

XXXI 

Sages their solemn een may steek 
An' raise a philosophic reek. 
An' physically causes seek 

In clime an' season; 
But tell me whisky's name in Greek: 

I '11 tell the reason. 



THE HOLY FAIR 



XXXII 

Scotland, nij Kuld, respected mither I 
Tbo' whilei je nioUtify jour leather. 
Till whare je sit on craps o' heather 

Xe tine your dam, 
Freedom and whiakv gang thegither, 

Tak aff your dram I 



THE HOLY FAIR 

A rate of isanliiK tntli ud tnut 

And Hont hung, with iwlwn'd enut. 
The dirk of delunrntion: 

Dn-TKjiof on lb« pl^na i 

And tar ■ muitlft Ur^ uU bnndT 

Hft wn^ him Id B«ll|rloa> 

" ' H.ily Fair ' ii a oommon ptiraae in tb« 
Weit of Gotland fur a ■aurameatal occaaion " 
(R. B., in Edinburgh liJlitioTu). The ntira 
fa chiefly roncented with Uie " tent - preacli- 
Ing " ontside the charch while the Comninnioii 
•erricea went on within. In Manchline the 
preaching teot was piCcbsd in the churchvard, 
whence a back entranoe gave acoeaa to Name 
TinDock'i tATera ; and the " Sacrament " waa 
obderred once a year, on the second Sunday in 
August. Crilio have claaied the piece among 
the Uter ones in the KUmaraock Edition ; but 
in the US. at Kilmarnock it isdated " Aotumn, 
17S.i," and it probablj records the eveuta of 
that year. Tius ascription supports the tra- 
ditioD that Bnms recited it in the tATem where 
the scene is laid, to an audience which in- 
eluded Jean Armour, with whom there was no 
qnarrel till the spring of 1786. 



Upow a simmer Simday mom, 

When Nature's face is fair, 
I walked forth to view the com. 

An' siiuS the caller air. 
The rising sun, owre Gnlston Hairs, 

Wi',glorions Uftht was glintin; 
The hareg vers liirplin down the fnra, . 

The lav'roolu they were chantin 

Fa' sweet that day. 



II 



As ligfatsomely I glowr'd abroad, 
To see a sc«De sae gay. 

Three hiziies, early at the road, 
Cam akelpiu ap the way. 



Twa had iiiaat«eles a' dolefu' black. 

But ane wi' lyart lining; 
The third, that gaed a wee a-back. 

Was in the fashion shining 

Fu' gay that day. 



The twa appear 'd like sisters twin, 

lu feature, form, an' claes; 
Their Tiaage wither'd, lang an' thin, 

An' soar as onie slaes: 
The third cam up, bap-step-an'-lowp, 

As light as onie lainbie, 
An' wi' a curchie low did stoop. 

As soon as e'er she saw me, 

Fu' kind that day. 

IV 
Wi' bonnet a!f, quoth I, " Sweet lass, 

I think ye seem to ken me; 
I 'ra sure I 've seen that bonie face. 

But yet I oanna name ye." 
Quo' she, an' laughin as she spak, 

An' taks me by the ban's, 
" Ye, for my sake, hae gi'en the feck 

Of a' the Ten Comman's 

A screed some day. 



"My name is Fun — your crooie deaJ 
The nearest friend ya hae; 

An' this is Superstition here, 
An* that 's Hypocrisy. 

I 'ra gaiin to Mauchlina Holy Fair, 
To spend an hour in daJEn; 
,^T1 „ " 



Quoth I, " Wi' a' ray heart, ni do'tj 

I '11 get my Sunday's sark on. 
An' meet yon on the holy spot; 

Faith, we 'se hae fine remnrkin I " 
Then I gaed hame at crowdie-tinie, 

An' soon I made me ready; ' 
For roads were clad, frae side to ude, 

Wi' monie a wearie body. 

In drorea ibat day. 



Here fanners gash, in ridin gnuth, 

Gaed faoddin by their cotters; 
There swankies young, in braw braid-elut^ 

Are ipringin owre the gotten. 



lO 
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The lasses, skelpin barefit, thrang, 

Ip silks an' sj^lets. glitter; 
Wl' s'weet^milk cheese, in monie a whang. 

An' farls, bak'd wi' butter, 

Fa' crump that day. 

VIII 

When by the plate we set our nose, 

Weel heapM up wi' ha'pence, 
A needy glowr black-bonnet throws, 

An' we maun draw our tippence. 
Then in we go to see the show: 

On ev'ry side they 're gath'rin; 
Some carryin dails, some chairs an' stools, 

An' some are busy bleth'riu 

Right loud that day. 

DC 

Here Cftan^s a shed to fend the shoiw'rs, 

An' screen our countra gentry; 
There Racer Jess, an' twa-three whores, 

Are blinkin at the entry. 
Here sits a raw o' tittliu jads, 

Wi' heavin breasts an' bare neck; 
An' there a batch o' wabster lads, 

Blackguardin frae Kilmarnock, 

For fun this day. 



Here some are thinkin on their sins. 

An' some vpo' their claes; 
Ane curses feet that fyl'd his shins, 

Aniij^er sighs an' prays: 
On this hand flits a chosen swatch, 

Wi' screw'd-up, grace-proud faces; 
On that a set o' chaps, at watch, 

Thrang winkin on the lasses 

To chairs that day. 

XI 

O happy is that man an' blest I 

Nae wonder that it pride him t 
Whase ain dear lass, that he likes best, 

Comes clinkin down beside him f 
Wi' arm repos'd on the chair back, 

He sweetly doea compose ham ; 
Which, by degrees, slips round her neck. 

An 's loof upon her bosom, 

Unkend that day. 

XII 

Now a' the congregation o'er 

Is silent expectation; 
For Moodie speels the holy door, 

Wi' tidings o' damnation: 



Should Homie, as in ancient days, 
•'Maug sons o' God present him; 

The vera sight o' Moodie's face 
To 's ain het hame had sent him 

Wi' fright that day. 

XIII 

Hear how he clears the points o' Faith 

Wi' rattlin and thumpin ! 
Now meekly calm, now wild in wrath, 

He 's stampin, an' he 's jumpiu f 
His lengthen d chin, his tum'd-up snoat, 

His eldritch squeel an' gestures, 
O how they fire the heart devout — 

Like cantharidian plaisters 

On sic a day. 

XIV 

But hark f the tent has chang'd its voice; 

There 's peace an' rest nae langer; 
For a' the real judges rise, 

They canna sit for aneer: 
Smith opens out his cauld harangues. 

On practice and on morals; 
An' aff the godly pour in thrangs, 

To gie the jars an' barrels 

A lift that day. 

XV 

What signifies his barren shine, 

Of moral pow'rs an' reason ? 
His Fnglish style, an' gesture fine 

Are a' clean out o' season. 
Like Socrates or Antonine, 

Or some auld pagan heathen, 
The moral man he does define. 

But ne'er a word o' faith in 

That 's right that day. 

XVI 

In gnid time comes an antidote 

A^inst sic poison'd nostrum; 
For reebles, frae the water-fit. 

Ascends the holy rostrum : 
See, up he 's got the word o' God, 

An' meek an' roim has view'd it. 
While Common-sense has taen the road^ 

An' aff, an' up the Cowgate 

Fast, fast that day. 

XVII 

Wee Miller niest, the guard relieveSi 

An' orthodoxy raibles, 
Tho' in his heart he weel believes, 

An' thinks it anld wives' fables: 



THE HOLY FAIR 



But faith ! the birkie wuita ■ mouse: 

So, fiuiDilie he humi them; 
Altho' hi* oanuJ wit bu' Benw 

I^e hafflinvwiM o'ercomei him 
At times that daj. 

xvni 
How bott an' ben the chaage-houM fllli, 

Wi' yill-caop commentators; 
Here*! cryiug out for bakea an' giUi, 

Ad' there the pint-itowp olatten; 
While thick an' thrattg, hu' lond an' lang, 

Wi' logic an' wi' Scripture, 
The; raise a din, that in the end 

Is like to breed a rupture 

O" wrath that dajr. 



Leeie me on drink I it gies ub mair 

Than either ichool or college; 
It kindles wit, it waukens lear, 

It pan^ UB fon o' knowledge: 
Be 't whuky-gill or penny wbeep, 

Or onie stronger potioD, 
It never fails, on drmkin deep. 

To kittle up our notion, 

B J night or da j. 



The lads an' lasses, bljtiielj bent 

To mind baith saul an' body, 
Sit round the table, weel. content, 

An' steer abont the toddy: 
On this ane's dress, an' that ane's lenk, 

They're makin observations; 
While some are cozie i' the nauk, 

An' formin assignations 

Tu meet some day. 



But now the Lord's aio trumpet touts, 

Till a' the hills ate rairin, 
And echoes back return the shouts; 

Blaok Russell is na spairin: 
His pieniin words, like Highlan' swords, 

Divide the joints an' marrow; 
His talk o' Hell, wbare devils dwell. 

Our Terra " sauls does harrow " 

Wi' fright that day I 



The halt-asleep start up wi' fear. 
An' think they hear it roariu; 

When presently it does appear, 
'T was but some neebor suoriu 
Asleep that daj. 



'T wad be owre lang a tale to tell, 

How monie stories past; 
An* Iiow they omuded to the yill, 

When they were a' dismist; 
How drink gaed round, in cogs an' caaps, 

Among the furms an' benches; 
An' cheese an' bread, frae women's laps, 

Was dealt about in lunches, 

An' dawds that day. 



In eoraes a gawsie, gash guidwife, 

An' sits down by the fire, 
Syne draws ber kebbuck an' her knife; 

The lasses tbej are shyer: 
Hie auld ruidmeu, about the grace, 

Frae side to side tbey bother; 
Till some ane by his bonnet lays, 

An' gies them't, like a tether, 

Fu' lang that daj. 



Waesnclcs I for him that gets nae lai^ 

Or lasses that hae naething ) 
Sma' Dced.has he to say a grace, 

Or melvie hia braw olaithing I 
O wives, be mindfu', anoe younel. 

How bonie lads ye wanted. 
An' dinua for a kebbnok-heel 

Let lasses be affronted 

Onsicadayl 

XXVI 

Now CliDknmbell, wi' rattlin tow. 

Begins to jow an' croon; 
Some swagger hame the best they 4aw, 

Some wait the afternoon. 

At slaps the billies halt a blink, 

' Till lasses strip their shoon: 

Wi' faith an' hope, an' love an' drink. 

They 're a' in famous tune 

For crack that di^. 
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Ay* There 's some are fou o' love divine; 
,1 i There 's some are fou o' brandy; 

An' monie jobs that day beeiu, 
May end iii houehmagandie 

Some ither day. 



( 



ADDRESS TO THE DEIL 

Prinoid \ O Chief of many thronM powers I 
That led th* embattrd aenpliiin to war. 

MiLTOV. 

Gilbert Bums states that his brother first 
repeated the Address to the Deil in the winter 
" followini^ the summer of 1784/' while they 
'* were going together with carts of coal to the 
family fire ; " but it is clear from Bums's letter 
to Richmond, l2th February, 1786, that he mis- 
dates the poem by a year. The Address is, in 
part, a good-natured burlesque of the Miltonic 
ideal of tSatan ; and this is effected " by the in- 
troduction," to use the words of Gilbert Bums, 
*'of ludicrous accounts and representations," 
from *^ various quarters," of that *' august per- 
sonage." Bums in his despairing moods was 
accustomed to fei^ the strongest admiration 
for Milton's Arch-Fiend and his dauntless su- 
periority to his desperate circumstances ; and 
his farewell apostrophe, although it takes the 
form of an exclamation of pity — and was ac- 
cepted merely as such by the too-too senti- 
mental yet austere Carlyie^is in reality a 
satiric thmitt at the old Satanic dogma. 

The six-l'n ^ stave in rime cowte^ built on two 
rhymes, used in the Address to the Deil, was 
borrowed from the troubadours, and freely 
used in mediaeval English during the thirteenth, 
fourteenth, and fifteenth centuries. There is 
■mall doubt that it was known to medisdval 
Scotland, but the first Scotsman whose name 
U aH^ched to it is Sir David Lindsay (1540). 
It fell into disuse with the decline of popular 

rtry after the Reformation [but was revived 
the Piper of Kilharchan and other ballads, 
rendered more familiar by Allan Ramsay, and] 
it so took the Scottish ear that by Fergnsson's 
time, as may be seen in Rnddiman's Weekly 
Magazine (1768-1784), it had become the 
common inheritance of all such Scotsmen as 
oould rhyme. Through Feigusson, who did his 
■prightliest work in it, and John Mayne (175f^ 
1836) — author of The Siller Gun (1777), who 
wrote it by cantos — it passed into the hands 
of Bums, 'who* put it to all manner of uses 
and informed it with all manner of senti- 
mentii: in ambitious and serious poetry like 
, The ' Vision ; in Addresses — to a Louse, a 
Mountain Daisy, the Toothache, the Devil, a 
Hag^s, Scotch Drink, to name but these ; in 
El^e$ — upon Tarn Samson and Poor Mailie 



and Captain Matthew Henderson ; in suck 
satires as Death and Dr, Hornbook and Holy 
Willie's Prayer; and in a series of Epistles of 
singular variety and range. His thoughts and 
fancies fell naturally into the pace which it im- 
poses : as Dryden's into the heroic couplet, as 
Spenser's into the stanza of The Faerie Queen, 
Indeed, he cannot keep it out of his head, 
and his Alexandrines often march to the tune 
of it : — 

" And beard great Bab*lon*8 doom prononnoed 
By Heaven's command '* — 

" And * Let us worship Ood,* he saya 
With solemn air " — 

" And curfe the rufBan'e aim, and mourn 
Thy hapless fate." 

'Tis small wonder, therefore, that a very 
large proportion of his non-lyrical achieve- 
ment is set forth in it, or that Wordsworth 
should choose it for the stave of his memorial 
verses. 

I 

THOU I whatever title suit thee — 
Auld Horuie, Satan, Nick, or Clootie — 
Wha in yon cavern mm an* sootie, 

Clos'd under hatches, 
Spairges about the bruustane cootie, \ 

To scaud poor wretches ! I 

II I 

Hear me, Auld Hangie, for a wee, 
An' let poor damned bodies be; 

1 'm sure sma' pleasure it can gie, 

£v'n to a deil, 
To skelp an* scaud poor dogs like me 

An' hear us squeeL 

III 

•Great is thy pow'r an' great thy fame; 
Far kend an' noted is th}* name; 
An' tho' yon lowin heugh 's thy hame, 

Thou travels far; 
An' faith I thou 's neither lag, nor lame, 

Nor blate, nor scaur. 

IV 

Whyles, ranging like a roarin lion. 
For prey, a' holes an* corners trying; 
Whyles, on the strong-wing'd tempest fiyin, 

Tirlin the kirks; 
! Whyles, in the human bosom pryin. 

Unseen thou lurks. 



I Ve heard my rev'rend grannie say, 
In lanely glens ye like to stray; 



ADDRESS TO THE DEIL 



Or, trfaere auld ruin'd caitleB grey 
Kctd to the moon, 

Yt fright the nightly irand'reF's way 
Wi' eldritch croon. 



When twilight did my grsanie sununon. 
To say her pray'rs, douce, honest womftn I 
Aft foot the djke she 'b heard jon bum- 

Wi' eerie drone; 
Or, mstlin, thro' the boortreea comia, 
Wi' heavj graaa. 



Ae drenrj, windj, winter night. 
The etar shot down wi' skleDtlQ ligbt, 
Wi' jon inysel, I gat a fright; 

Ajont the loiiB;h, 
Te, like a rasb-bnsa, stood in sigot, 

Wi' waving lugh. 
VIII 

The endgel in my nieve Hid shake, 
Eaob bristl'd hair stood like a stake; 
When wi' an eldritch, stoor "qnaiek, 
quaick," 

Aroang the springs, 
Awa ye squatter'd like a drake. 

On whistling wings. 



Let warlouks grim, an' wither'd hags, 
Tell how wi' yaa, on ragweed nags. 
They skim the muin an' ditzr crags, 

Wi' wicked speed ; 
And in ktrk-jards renew their leagues, 

Owre howkit dMd. 



^ence, ooaotra wives, wi' toil an' pain, 
May plnnga an' plunge the kirn in Tain; 
For O 1 the yelbw tieasure 's taen 

By witohiDS skill; 
An' dawtit, twal-pint hawkie s gaen 

As yell's the 1^. 
xt 
Thence, mystic knots mak great abase 
On young guidmen, fond, keen an' oroose; 
When the best wark-lnme i' the hooM, 

By cantraip wit, 
Is instant made no worth a loose, 

JdK at the bit. 



When thowes dissolve the snawy hoord, 
An' float the jiuglin icy boord, 
Then, watei-kelpies baunt the foord, 

By your direction, 
An' nighted tray'llera are nllur'd 

To their destruction. 



And oft your raoas-UuTersiDK sponkiea 
Decoy the wight that late an drunk is; 
Tlie bleeiin, curst, mischievous monkiea 

Delude bis eyes. 
Till in some miiy slough he sunk is. 



When Masons' mystic word an' grip 
In storms an' tempests raise you up. 
Some cock or cat your rage maiiu tttm, 

Or, strange to tell I 
The youngest bivther ye wad whip 

Aff straught to hell. 
XV 

Lang syne in Eden's bonie yard. 
When youthfu' lovers first were paii'df 
An' all the soul of love they sfau'd. 

The raptur'd hour, 
Sweet on the fragrant flow'ry swaird, 

In shady bow'r; 



Then yon, ye auld, snick-drawing dog t 

Ye cam to Paradise incog. 

An' play'd on man a cursed brogue 

(Black be vonr fa' I), 
An' gied tbe infant warld a sbog, 

'Maist ruin'd a'. 



D' re mind that day when in a bin 
Wi* reekit duds, an' reestit gizi, 
Te did present your smoutie pbii 

'Mang better folk; 
An' sklented on the man of Uh 

Your spitef u' joke ? 



An' how ye gat him i' yonr thrall. 
An* bunk him out o' bouse an' bal'. 
While scabs an' botches did him gal^ 
Wi' bitter claw; 
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An' lows'd bis ill-tongu'd wicked soaul — 

Was want ava ? 

XIX 

But a' your doings to rehearse, 
Your wily snares an' fechtin fierce. 
Sin' that day Michael did you pierce 

Down to this time, 
Wad ding a Lallan tongue, or Erse, 

In prose or rhyme. 

XX 

An' now, Auld Cloots, I ken ye 're thinkin, 
A certain Bardie's rantin, drinkin. 
Some luckless hour will send him linkin. 

To your black Rt; 
But, faith I he 11 turn a comer jinkin. 

An' cheat you yet 

XXI 

But fare-you-weel, Auld Nickie-Ben I 
O, wad ye tak a thought an* men' I 
Ye aiblius might — I dinna ken — 

Still hae a stake: 
I 'm wae to think upo' yon den, 

£y'n for your sake I 



THE DEATH AND DYING WORDS 
OF POOR MAILIE, 

THE author's only PET YOWE : AN 
UNCO MOURNFU' TALE 

One of the few pieces written before 1784. 
Brms ** had, partly by way of frolic, bought 
a ewe and two lambs from a neighbour, and she 
was tethered in a field adjoining the house at 
Lochlie. He and I were going out with our 
teams, and our two younger brothers to driye 
for us, at mid-day, when Hugh Wilson, a on- 
rious-looking, awkward boy, clad in plaiding, 
came to us with much anxiety in his face, wiui 
the information that the ewe had entangled 
herself in the tether, and was lying in the 
ditch. Robert was much tickled with Huoc*b 
appearance and postures on the occasion. Poor 
Mailie was set to rights, and when we returned 
from the plongh in the evening he repeated to 
me her DecUh and Dying Wordi pretty much 
In the way they now stand.'* — Gilbebt 

BUSNB. 

As Mailie, an' her lambs thegither, 
Was ae day nibblin on the tether, 
Upon her cloot she coost a hitch, 
An' owre she warsl'd in the ditoh: 



There, jBToanin, dying, she did lie, 
When Hughoo he cam doytin by. 

Wi' fflowrin een, an' lifted ban's 
Poor Hughoc like a statue stands; 
He saw her days were near-hand ended. 
But, wae 's my heart I he could na mend 

it I 
He gap^d wide, but naething spak. 
At length poor Mailie silence brak: — 

** O thou, whase lamentable face 
Appears to mourn my woefu' case I 
My dying words attentive hear, 
An' bear them to my Master dear. 

*< Tell him, if e'er again he keep 
As muckle gear as buy a sheep — 
O, bid him never tie them mair, 
Wi' wicked strings o* hemp or hair I 
But ca' them out to park or hill, 
An' let them wander at their will: 
So may his flock increase, an' grow 
To scores o' Iambs, an' packs <r woo' I 

"Tell him, he was a Master kin', 
An' ay was guid to me an' mine; 
An' now my dying charge I gie him. 
My helpless lambs, I trust them wi' him. 

** O, bid him save their harmless lives, 
Frae dogs, an' tods, an' butchers' knives 1 
But gie them guid cow-milk tlieir fill. 
Till they be fit to fend themsel ; 
An' tent them duly, e'en an' mom, 
Wi' teats o' hay an' ripps o' corn. 

'< An' may they never learn the gaet8» 
Of ither vile, wanrestf u' pets — 
To slink thro' slaps, an' reave an' steal, 
At stacks o' pease, or stocks o* kail I 
So may they, like their great forbears, 
For monie a year come thro' the sheers: 
So wives will gie them bits o' bread. 
An' bairns greet for them when they 're 
dead. 

'* My poor toop-lamb, my son an' heir, 
O, bid him breea him up wi' care ! 
An' if he live to be a beast. 
To pit some bavins in his breast ! 
An' warn him — what I winna name — 
To stay content wi' yowes at hame; 
An' no to rin an' wear his cloots, 
Like other menseless, graceless brutes. 



EPISTLE TO JAMES SMITH 



* An' niest, my yoirie, sillj tbing; 
tiode k««p thee fiae a tether atriug I 
O, naty^ thou ne'er foivnther up, 
Wi' ouie blwtit, moorlADd toon ; 
But ajr keep mind to moop an mell, 
Wi' sheep o' credit like thyael I 

" And DOW, m^ bftimi, wi' raj but breath, 
I lea'e m; bleuio wi' jou baith: 
An' when jon think npo' four niither. 
Mind to be kind to sne anither. 

" Now, honest Hufboc, dinna fail, 
To tell my master a my tale; 
In' bid him burn this cursed tnther, 
In' for thy pains thon 'se get my blether." 

This said, poor Mailie tnrn'd her head. 
An' cloa'd ber een amang the dead I 



POOR MAILIE'S ELEGY 



n your nose; 

Oui Bardie's fate is at a close, 

Past a' remead I 
The last, sad oape^tane of his woea; 

Poor Mailie 'a dead I 



It 'a no the loss of wnrl's gear, 
That could ue bitter draw the tear. 
Or mak our Bardie, dowic, wear 

The mourning weed: 
He '• Imt a friend an' neebor dear 

In Majlie dead. 
ra 
Thro' a' the tonn the trotted by biro; 
A lan^ half-mile she could descry him; 
Wi' kindly bleat, when sbe did spj hira, 

Sbe ran wi' speed: 
' A friend mair faithfu' ne'er cam nigh him, 

Than Usilie dead. 



I Wat she was a sheep o* sense. 
An' could behave hersel wi' menses 
I '11 say 't, sbe never biak ii fence. 

Thro' thipvish greed. 
Onr Bardie, Unely, keeps the spenoe 

^a' Sailie '* desd. 



Or, if he wanders up the howe, 

Her livin image in ber yowe 

Comes bleatin till him, owre the knol 

For bits o' bread; 
An' down the briny penrls rowe 

For MaUie dead. 



She was nae get o' moorlan tips, 
Wi' tawted ket, an' bair; hips; 
Foi her forbears were brought in shipa, 

Frae 'yont the Tweed: 
A bonier fleesh ne'ur cross'd the clips 

Than Mailie's dead. 



Wae worth the man wha first did shape 
That vile, wanchancie tbing — a rape I 
It maks guid fellows gim an' gape, 

Wi cbokin oread; 
An' Rolnn'e bonnet warn wi' crspe 

For Mailie dead. 



O a' ye hards on bonie Doon I 

An' wha on Ayr jour chautera tune I 

Corae, join the melancholious croon 

0' Robin's reed I 
His heart will never get aboon 1 

His Mailie 's dead I 



EPISTLE TO JAMES SMITH 

rriai>d4hlp, mritsrinw oamint ot tha wnl t 
SuraM'nur al Dfn, ud MiUtr m BoeMjr I 



yonitger than the post. He lost hia father 
early, and, perhaps fay reason of his stepfather's 



ate, and witty ; seoiiTed the post's eapeoial e 
■ '■ ' ■ ■ ■ tha i„ 
g Coort 
(or Baobelon' Clnb. whiah met at tha Wlilt^ 



by bis loyalty dariiv the Armoar tron- 
bleej was a memlMr of the Coort of Eqnit 



fooni Amii), and lixt rafaject of a hnmorona 
epitaph (seepiut.p. lOSJwhieb need not be in- 
tsrpnted too literally ; for some tame kept a 
small draper's shop in Uanahlina ; In 1787 be- 
come partner in the Avon Printvorka, Llnlitli- 
Kowshire ; and abont 1780 went to Jamaica, 
where he died. Several letters to bim at* in- 
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In ariato trills and graces 

Ye never stray; 

But gramuimoy solemn basses 

Ye hum away. 



XXVIII 

Ye are sae grave, nae doubt ye 're wise; 

Nae ferly tno' ye do despise 

The hairnm-scairum, ram-stam boys, 

The rattling squad: 
I see ye upward cast your eyes — 

Ye ken the road I 

XXIX 

Whilst I — but I shall hand me there, 
Wi' yon I '11 scarce gang onie where— > 
Then, Jamie, I shall say nae mair, 

But quat my sang, 
Content wi' you to mak a pair, 

Whare'er I gang. 



A DREAM 

Tbooglita, words, and deeds, tbe Statute blames with 

reason; 
But sorely Dreamt wen iie*er indicted Treason. 

The outspokenneas of this addreaa — pardy 
traceable to the poet^s latent Jacobitism — was 
distastefnl to some of his loyal patrons, who 
advised that, unless it were modified, it should 
not be retained in the 1787 Edition. But, as he 
wrote to Mrs. Dnnlop (30th April), he was *' not 
very amenable to connael *' m such a matter ; 
and, his sentiments once published, he scorned 
either to withdraw them or to dilute his ex- 
pression. The author of the Ode here ridiculed 
was Thomas Warton. [Bums introduced A 
Dream with the following preface] : — 

On reading in the pubUc papers, the Laure- 
ate's Ode with the other puade of June 4th, 
1786, the Author was no sooner dropt asleep, 
than he imagined himself transported to the 
Birth-day Levee : and, in his dreaming fancy, 
taade the following Address : — 



GunvMORNiK to your Majesty I 

May Heaven augment your blisses, 
On ev'ry new birt^ay ye see, 

A humble Poet wishes I 
My Bardship here, at your Levee, 

On sic a day as this is. 
Is sure an uncouth sieht to see, 

Amang thae birth-day dresses 

Sae fine this daj. 



II 

I see ye 're complimented thrang, 

By monie a lord an' lady; 
God Save the King 's a cuckoo sang 

That 's unco easy said ay: 
The poets, too, a venal gang, 

Wi' rhymes weel-tnm'd an' ready, 
Wad gar you trow ye ne'er do wrang^ 

But ay unerring steady. 

On sic a day. 

in 

For me I before a Monarch's face, 

Ev'n there I winna flatter; 
For neither pension, post, nor place. 

Am I your humble debtor: 
So, nae reflection on your Grace, 

Your Kingship to bespatter; 
There 's monie waur been o' the racOf 

And aiblins ane been better 

Than you this day. 

IV 

'T is very true my sovereign King, 

My skill may weel be doubted ; 
But facts are chiels that winna ding. 

And downa be disputed: 
Your royal nest, beneath your wing, 

Is e'en right reft and clouted. 
And now the third part o' the string. 

An' less, will g^ng about it 

Than did ae day. 



Far be 't f rae me that I aspire 

To blame your legislation. 
Or say, ye wisdom want, or fire 

To rule this mighty nation: 
But faith 1 1 muckle doubt, my sire, 

Ye 've trusted ministration 
To chaps wha in a bam or byre 

Wad better filFd their station, 

Than courts yon day. 

VI 

And now ye 've gien auld Britain peacc\ 

Her broken shins to plaister; 
Your sair taxation does her fleece. 

Till she has scarce a tester: 
For me, thank Grod, my life 's a lease, 

Nae baN^in wearin faster, 
Or fait'n 1 1 fear, that wi' the geese, 

I shortly boost to pasture 

r the craft some day. 



THE VISION 



I 'ro no mistnuUng Willie Pitt, 

When taZBB he enlareeB, 
(Ad' Will 'b a true gaii tailow't get, 

A name not envjt apair^a), 
That be intends to p«j your debt, 

An' lesBon &' your ohargea; 
But, Gi)d sake t 1st nae saTing fit 

Abndge youc bonie barges 

An' boots this day. 



Beneatb your liigh proteotioa. 
An' may ye nu Corruption's neck, 

And gie her for disaeotian I 
But siooe I 'm bere I '11 no neglect, 

Id loyal, tme affeotion, 
To pay your Qneen, wi' due relpeot, 

Hy fMlty an' subjection 

lais great birth-day. 



Hvl, HaJMty most Eieellent I 

While nobles Btrire to pleawl yeJ 
Will ^ accept a compliment, ^ -/ 

A simple Bardie gies ye? 
Thae bonie bairnCime Heav'n has lent. 

Still higher may they beese ye 
Id bliss, till Fate some day is sent, 

For ever to release ye 

Frae cara that day. 

X 

For yon, yonng Potentate o' Wales, 

I tellyour HighnesB hirly, 
Down Fleaaure's streain, wi' swelling sails, 

I 'm tauld ye 're driving rarely; 
But some day ye may gnaw your nails, 

Au' curse your folly sairly. 
That e'er ye biak Diana's pales, 

Oi tata't^ dice wi' Charlie 

By night or day. 



Tet aft a ragged cowte 'a been known. 

To mak a noble aiTer; 
So, ye may doucely fill a throne. 

For a' their dish-ma- claver: 
There, him at Agiocourt wba ihone, 

Few better were or hraver; 
And yet, wi' fanny, queer Sir John, 

He was an diko abaver 

For monie a daj. 



For yon, right rev'rend Otnabnrg, 

Nane seta the lawn-aleoTe sweeteTi 
Altho' a ribban at your lug 

Wad been a dress completer: 
Aa ye disown yon panghty dog. 

That bears the keys of Peter, 
Tben swith I an' get a wife to bug. 

Or trowth, ye ^ stain the mitre 

Some luckless day I 



Yoonr, royal Tarry-breeks, I learn. 

Ye ve lately come athwart her — 
A glorious guley, Bt«m an' stern 

Weel ngg'd for Venus' barter; 
But first hang out that she 11 disoem 

Your hymeneal charter; 
Tben lieave aboard your grapple-aim, 

An', large npon her quarter, 

Come full that day. 



Ye, lastly, bonie blossoms a', 

Ye royal lasses dainty, 
Heav'n mak yon guid aa weel as biMV, 

An' gie yon lads a-planty ) 
But sneer na British Doys awa I 

For kinga are unco scant ay, 
An' German gentles are but sma'i 

They 're better just than want ay 
On nnie day. 



God bless you a'l consider now, 

Te 're unco muckle dautet; 
But ere the course o' life be thrang^ 

It may be bitt«r sautet; 
An' I bae seen their coggie ton, 

That yet hae tarrow't at it; 
"ut or the day was done, I tmw, 

"" ' ■' t hae elantet 

i' clean that day. 



THE VISION 



The dividim into " Dnans " 
from Chun : " Dnso, ■ term of Osiian^ foe 
the diffannt diTi^ons ot a digraauTe poem. 
Sm hia Calk-Loda. tol. ii. of M'PbuMm's 
TrsMlatioD." (R. B.) To Dnan I., aa it ap- 
paan in the 1786 Edition, asTen atamas weM 
added )« that of 1787, ud on* to Dnan n. 
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DUAN FIRST 



Tub sun had dos'd the winter day. 
The curlers quat their roaring play, 
And hunger'd mankin taen her way 

To kail-yards green, 
While faithless snaws ilk step betray 

Whare she has been. 

n 

The thresher's weary flingin-tree, 
The lee-lang day had tired me; 
And when the day had clos'd his e'e, 

Far i' the west, 
Ben i* the spence, right pensivelie, 

I gaed to rest. 

ni 

There, lanely by the ingle-cheek, 
I sat and ey'd the spewing reek, 
That fill'd, wi' hoast-provoking snieek, 

The auld clay biggin; 
An* heard the restless rattons squeak 

About the riggin. 

IV 

All in this niottie, misty clime, 
I backward mus'd on wasted time: 
How I had spent my youthfu' prime, 

An' done naething, 
But stringing blethers up in rhyme, 

For fools to sing. 



Had I to gnid advice but harkit, 
I might, by this, hae led a market, 
Or stnitted in a bank and clarkit 

My cash-account: 
While here, half-mad, half-fed, half-sarkit, 

Is a' th' amount. 

VI 

I started, mntt'ring " Blockhead ! coof I " 
An' heav'd on high my waukit loof. 
To swear by a' yon starry roof, 

Or some rash aith, . 
That I henceforth would be rhyme-proof 

Till my last breath — 

VII 

When click ! the string the snick did draw; 
And jee 1 the door gaed to the wa'; 



And by my ingle-lowe I saw. 

Now bleeziu bright^ 

A tight, outlandish hizzie, braw. 

Come full in sight. 

VIll 

Te need na doubt, I held my whisht; 
The infant aith, half-form'd, was orusht; 
I glowr'd as eerie 's I 'd been dusht. 

In some wild glen ; 
When sweet, like modest Worth, she blusht 

And steppM ben. 

IX 

Green, slender, leaf-clad holly-boughs 
Were twisted, gracefu*, round her brows; 
I took her for some Scottish Muse, 

By that same token ; 
And come to stop those reckless vows. 

Would soon been broken. 



A ** hair-brain'd, sentimental trace " 
Was strongly marked in her face; 
A wildly-witty, rustic grace 

Shone full upon her; 
Her eye, ev'n tuni'd on empty space, 

Beam'd keen with honor. 

XI 

Down flow'd her robe, a tartan sheen. 
Till half a leg was scriniply seen; 
And such a leg 1 my home Jean 

Could only peer it; 
Sae straught, sae taper, tight an' clean 

Nane else came near it. 

XII 

Her mantle large, of g^reenish hue. 
My gazing wonder chiefly drew; 
Deep lights and shades, bold-mingling^ 
threw 

A lustre grand ; 
And seem'd, to my astonish'd view, 

A well-known land. 

XIII 

Here, rivers in the sea were lost; 
There, mountains to the skies were toss't- 
Here, tumbling billows mark'd the coast 

With surging foam; 
There, distant shone Art's loftj boast. 

The lordly dome. 



THE VISION 



Hero, Doon ponr'd down hii fftr-feteb'd 

floodi; 
There, well-fed Irwine itataly thud*: 
Auld hermit Ayr staw thro' his wooda, 

Un to the ahore; 
And many a lesBer torrent icuda 

With seeming roar. 



Low, in a undy valley spread. 

An aneient boroofjh reai'd ber head; 

Still, as in Scottish story read, 

She boasts a noa 
To e»*iy nobler virtue bred, 

And polish'd grace. 



By stately tow'r, or palace fur. 

Or ruins pendent in the air. 

Bold stems of heroes, here and there, 

I could discern; 
Some seem'd to muse, some seem'd ti 
dare, 

With feature stem. 

XVII 

My heart did glowing transport feel, 

To see a race heroic wheel. 

And blandish round the deeply ed steel 

In sturdy blows; 
While, baek-recoiling, seem'd to reel 

Their Buthrun foes. 



His Country's Saviour, mark bim well I 
Bold Riehardton'e heroic swell; 
The chief, on Sark who glorious fell 

In high command; 
And he whom ruthless fates enwl 

His native land. 



There, where a sceptr'd I^ctish shade 
Stalk'd round his ashes lowly laid, 
I mark'd a martial race, pourtray'd 

In colours strong: 
Bold, eoldier-featnT'd, undiemsy d. 

They strode along. 



Thro' many a wild, romantic grove, 
Neai many a bemlit-fancied cove 



(Fit haunts for friendship or for love 
Id musing mood). 

An aged Judge, I saw him ruve. 
Dispensing good. 



With deep-struck, reverential awe. 
The learned Sire and Son I saw: 
To Nature's God, and Nature's law. 

They gave their lore; 
This, all its sonice and end to dnw. 

That, to adore. 

XXII 
Brydon's brave ward I well could spy, 
Beneath old Scotia's smiling eye; 
Who cali'd ou Fame, low standing by. 

To hnud him on, 
Where many a patriot-name on high. 

And hero shone. 

DUAN SECOND 



Wtb musing-deep, astonish'd stare, 
I view'd the faesveDly-seemiug Fair; 
A whitp'ring throb did witness bear 

Of kindred sweet. 
When with an elder sister's air 

She did me greet. 



" All hul I my own inspirM Bard I 
In me thy native Muse regard I 
Nor longer mourn thy fate is hard, 

Thus poorly low 1 
I come to give thee such reward. 

As we bestow. 



"Know, the great Genius of this land 
Hss many a light aerial band, 
Who, all beneath his high command. 

Harmoniously, 
As arts or arms they understand, 

Their labors ply. 



"They Scotia's race among them share: 
Some Are the soldier on to dare; 
Some rouse the patriot up to bare 

Corruption's heart; 
Some teach the bard — a darling oan -^ 
The tuneful art. 
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** 'Mong swelliog floods of reeking gore, 
TbeVy ardent, kindling spirits, pour; 
Or, mid the venal Senate's roar. 

They, sightless, stand, 
To mend the honest patriot-lore, 

And grace the hand. 

VI 

^ And when the hard, or hoary sage, 
Charm or instruct the future age. 
They bind the wild poetic rage 

In energy; 
Or point the inconclusive page 

Full on the eye. 

VII 

** Hence, Fullarton, the brave and young; 
Hence, Dempster's zeal-inspired tongue; 
Hence, sweet, harmonious JSeattie sung 

His Minstrel lays. 
Or tore, with noble ardour stung, 

The sceptic's bays. 

VIII 

** To lower orders are assign'd ^ 
The humbler ranks of human-kind, 
Tlie rustic bard, the laboring hind. 

The artisan; 
All chnse, as various they 're inclin'd. 

The various man. 

IX 

'* When yellow waves the heavy grain. 
The threat'ning storm some strongly 

rein, 
Some teach to meliorate the plain. 

With tillape-skill; 
And some instruct the shepherd- train, 

Blythe o'er the hill. 



'* Some hint the lover's harmless wile; 
Some grace the maiden's artless smile; 
Some soothe the laborer's weary toil 

For humble gains, 
And make his cottage-scenes beguile 

His cares and pains. 

XI 

** Some, bounded to a district-spaoe, 
Explore at large man's infant race, 
To mark the embryotic trace 

Of rustic bard; 



And careful note each opening grace, 

A guide and giuurd. 

XII 

'' Of these am I — Coila my name: 

And this district as mine I claim. 

Where once the Campbells, chiefs of fami^ 

Held ruling poVr: 
I mark'd thy embryo-tuneful flame, 

Thy natal hour. 

XIII 

** With future hope I oft would gaze^ 
Fond, on thy little early ways: 
Thy rudely caroll'd, chiming phrase. 

In uncouth rhymes; 
Fir'd at the simple, artless lays 

Of other times. 

XIV 

** I SAW thee seek the sounding shore, 
Delighted with the dashing roar; 
Or when the North his fleecy store 

Drove thro' the sky, 
I saw grim Nature's visage hoar 

Struck thy young eye« 

XV 

** Or when the deep green-mantled earth 
Warm cherish'd ev'ry flow'ret's birth. 
And joy and music pouring forth 

In ev'ry grove; 
I saw thee eye the gen'ral mirth 

With boundless love. 

XVI 

** When ripen*d fields and azure skies 
Call'd forth the reapers' rustling noise, 
I saw thee leave their ev'ning joys. 

And lonely stalk, 
To vent thy bosom's swelling rise. 

In pensive walk. 

XVII 

''When yonthfnl Love, warm -blushing^ 

strong, 
Keen-shivenng, shot thy nerves along, 
Those accents grateful to thy tongue, 

Th' adored Name, 
I taught thee how to pour in song 

To soothe thy flame. 

XVIII 

** I saw thy pulse's maddening play. 
Wild-send tnee Fleasore's devious way. 



HALLOWEEN 



Milled bf Fbhe^'s meteor-Tsf , 

By posaioQ driven; 

But yet the light that led astrsj 

Wm light from HeftTm. 



** I tanght thj maDners-paiDting itnuns 
The loves, the WBja of simple gwuns, 
Till DOW, o'er all mj wide domaiiu 

Thy fame extends; 
And some, the pride of Coila's pluni, 

Become thy friend*. 



*■ Tbon eanit Dot learn, nor eon I thaw, 
To punt with Thomson's Iiindscape glow 
Or wake the bosom'melting throe 

With Shenatone'a art; 

K, the moving flow 
irm on the heart. 



" Tet, all beneath th' nnrivall'd rMe, 

The lowly daisy ■weetly blows ; 

Tho' large the forest's mooarch throws 

His ormy-sbode, 
Tet green the juicy hawthorn grows 

Adown the glade. 



" Then never murranr nor repine; 
Strive in thy bumble sphere to shine; 
And trust me, not Fotosi'i mine. 

Nor king's regard. 
Can give a bliu o'enuatching thiue, 

A rustic Bara. 



"To give my eoanselB all In one; 
Tby tnneFul flame still oorefnl fan; 
Preserve the dignity of Man, 

With soul ereet; 
And tmst the Universal Plan 

Will all protect. 



" And wear thou thit " — She so] 

•aid. 
And boond the holly round my head: 
Hie polisb'd leaves and berries red 

Did rustling pbiy; 
And, like a pauing thought, she fied 

In light away. 



HALLOWEEN 



A HailoKten by John Hayne, anthor of the 
SUler Gkn, sppured in Raddiman's WedUs 
Magtuine in NoTember, 1780. It is writtfln U 
the ni-lina stave in rimt coute of The Pipa 
qf Kilbarckan (ma prefatory i»U to Addrtu la 
the Dai) and loggHlsd Ltde to Bnma except, 
perhaps, hii theme. Bunu piefaoes his vetsca 
thns : " The followlug po«m will, by many 
leaden, be veil enough understood ; but for the 
sake of those who are unacquainted with the 
nunneis and traditions of the oonntry when 
the scene is cast, notes are added, to give some 
account of the principal charms and spella of 
that night, ao big with propheoyto the peaa. 
sntrj in the vest of Scotland. The paiaian ol 
prying into futurity makes a striking pnrt A 
the history of human nature in its rude itate, 
in all agea and nations ; and it may be soma 
ectertaiamant to a philosophio mind, if any 
sncb shonld honor the anthor with a pemsai, 
■ s of ii 



enlightened in our own." 



Upon that night, when fairies Ught 

On Cassilis Downans dance. 
Or owre the lajrs, in splendid hloie, 

On sprightly coursers prance; 
Or for CoVeon the rout is taen. 

Beneath the moon's pale beams; 
There, up the Cove, U> stray and ron 

Amang the rocks and streams 

To sport that night: 



Amnng the bonie winding banks. 

Where Doon rins, wimplia, clear; 
Where Bruce anoe ruled the martial rank^ 

An' shook his Carrick spear; 
8ome merry, friendly, country-folks 

Together did convene. 
To burn their nits, on' pen their stocks. 

An* hand their Halloween 

Fu' bijthe that nigfat. 

"I 
The lassies feat an' cleanly neat, 

Mair braw than when tbev 're fine; 
Their faces biythe fu' sweetly kythe 

Hearts leal, an' worm, an' kin': 
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The lads sae trig, wi' wooer-babs 
Weel-knotted on their garten; 

Some, unco blate, an' some wi' ^bs 
Gar lasses' hearts eang startm 

^^yles fast at night 

IV 

Then, first an' foremost, thro' the kail, 

Their stocks maun a' be sought ance; 
They steek their een, an' grape an' wale 

For muckle anes, an' straught anes. 
Poor hav'rel WiU fell aff the drift, 

An' wandered thro' the bow-kail, 
An' pow't, for want o' better shift, 

A runt, was like a sow-tail, 

Sae bow't that night. 



Then, straught or crooked, yird or nane, 

They roar an' cry a' throu'ther; 
The vera wee-things, toddlin, rin 

Wi' stocks out-owre their shouther: 
An^gif the custock 's sweet or sour, 

m* joctelegs they taste them; 
Syne coziely, aboon the door, 

Wi' cannie care, they 've plac'd them 

To lie that night. 

VI 

The lasses staw frae 'mang them a', 

To pou their stalks o' com; 
But Bab slips out, an' jinks about, 

Behint the muckle thorn: 
He grippet Nelly hard an' fast; 

Loud skirl'd a' the lasses; 
But her tap-pickle maist was lost, 

Whan kiutlin in the fause-house 

Wi' him that night. 

VII 

The auld gnid-wife's weel-hoordet nits 

Are round an' round divided, 
An' monie lads' an' lasses' fates 

Are there that night decided : 
Some kindle couthie, side by side, 

An' bum thegither trimly; 
Some start awa wi' saucy pride. 

An' jump out-owre the chimlie 

Fu' high that night. 

VIII 

Jean slips in twa, wi' tentie e'e; 

Wha 't was, she wadna tell; 
But this is Jock^ an' this is m«, 

She says in to hersel: 



He bleez'd owre her, an' she owre him, 
As they wad never mair part; 

Till f nff 1 he started up the lum. 
And Jean had e'en a sair heart 

To see 't that night 

IX 

Poor Willie, wi' his bow-kail runt. 

Was burnt wi' primsie Mallie; 
An' Mary, nae doubt, took the dirunt 

To be oompar'd to Willie: 
Mall's nit lap out, wi' pridefu' fling, 

An- her ain fit, it burnt it; 
While Willie lap, an' swoor by jiug, 

'T was just the way he wanted 

To be that night. 



Nell had the fause-house in her min', 

She pits hersel an' Rob in ; 
In loving bleeze they sweetly join, 

Till white in ase they 're sobbin: 
Nell's heart was dancin at the view; 

She whisper'd Rob to leuk for 't: 
Rob, stownlins, prie'd her bonie mou, 

Fu' cozie in the neuk for 't. 

Unseen that night. 

XI 

But Merran sat behint their backs. 

Her thoughts on Andrew Bell; 
She lea'es them gashing at their cracks, 

An' slips out by hersel: 
She thro' the yard the' nearest taks, 

An' to the kiln she goes then, 
An' darklins^crapit for the bauks, 

And in the blue-clue throws then, 

Right fear't that night 

XII 

An' ay she win't, an' ay she swat — > 

I wat she made nae jaukin; 
Till something held within the pat, 

Guid Lord! but she was quakiu! 
But whether 't was the Deil himsel. 

Or whether 't was a bank-en'. 
Or whether it was Andrew Bell, 

She did na wait on talkin 

To spier that night 

XIII 

Wee Jenny to her gfraunie says, 
" Will ye go wi' roe, grannie ? 

1 11 eat the apple at the glass, 
I gat frae uncle Johnie : " 



HALLOWEEN 



She f iiff*t her pipe i*i' sic a lunt. 
In wrath she wU sae Tsp'rin, 

6be uotio't n» an BJzle btuiit 
Uet liraw, new, wonet apron 

Oat thr>/ that oiglit. 

XIV 
" Te little Rkelpi«-iimmer'»-fM« I 



' For him Ui apae joar fortune: 
Nsfl doubt but je majr get a sight I 

Great oause ya hae to fear it; 
For raonie a ane haa gotten a fright, 
An' liv'd an' died deleeret, 

Un sic a night 

XV 

" Ae hairat afore the Sberra-moor, 

I mind 't aa weel 'b veatreeo — 
I was a gilpe; then, I'm luie 

I was na past fyf teen : 
The simmer had been oauld an' wat, 

An' stuff wai unco green; 

' ar a rantin kirn we gat, 
I..' in.' " " 



Au'justonHaUoi 



It fell that ni^ 



<' Our stibble-rig was Rab H'Graen. 

A clever, sturdy fallow; 
His siu icat Eppie Sim wi' w«an. 

That lived in Achmachalla: 
He gat hemp-seed, I mind it weel, 

An' he made unco light o't; 
But moiiie a daj was by himsel. 

Ha was aae aairly flighted 

That vera night" 



Then up gat fechtin Jamie Fleck, 
An' he iwoor bj bis conscience. 
That be could saw hetnp-seed a peck; 



For it 



I'but 



The auld guidman rauglit down the pook, 

An' out a bandfu' gied him; 
Syne bad him slip frae 'mang the folk, 

Sometime when nae ane aee'd him. 
An' try 't that night 



He marches thro' amang the stacks, 
The' he was something stnrtin; 

The graip he for a harrow taks, 
And haurls at bis ourpin; 



And ev'iy now and then, he says, 

" Hemp-seed I saw thee, 
An' her tbat is to be mv lass 

Cotne after me, an' draw thee r 
As fast this night" 



He whiitl'd up Lord Lenox' ilarek. 

To keep bis courage cheery; 
Altho' his hair began to arcb. 

He was sae fley d an' eerie; 
Till presently he hears a squeak, 

Au' then a grane an' gruutle; 
He by his shoutber gae a keek. 

An* tumbl'd wi' a wintle 

Out-owre that night 



He roar'd a horrid murder^hoat, 

In dreadfu* despetation I 
An' young au' auld come rinnin out. 

An' hear the sad narration: 
He flwoor 'twas hilchiu Jean M'Craw, 

Or crouchie Merran Humpbie — 
Till stop I she trotted thro' them a'; 

An' wha was it but grumphie 

Asteer that night? 



Meg faiD wad to the bam gaeit, 

To winn three wechts o' naethiog; 
But for to meet the Deil her lane. 

She pat but little faith in; 
She giea the herd a pickle Dits, 

An' twa red-cheekit apples. 
To watch, while for the bnm she sets. 

In hopes to see Tnm Kippleg 

That vera night 



She turns the key wi' eannie thraw, 

An' owre the tbreshald ventiires; 
But flrst on Sawnie gies a ca', 

Syne bauldly in she enters: 
A mtton rattrd up the wa'. 

An' she crr'd, L — d preserre her I 
An' ran thm midden-hole an' a'. 

An' pray'd wi' leal and ferrour 

Fu' fast that night 

XXIll 

They hoy't out Will, wi' sair advioe; 

They hecht bim some fine braw ane; 
It chanc'd tbe stack he faddom't thrioe 

Was tinuner-propt for thnwin; 



f6 



POEMS CHIEFLY IN THE SCOTTISH DIALECT 



He tmlu a iwiriie, said 

For fone Uack gmeioaie esflia; 
Afl' loot a wittusf so' drew a liiDkey 

Till «kiii ta bl jrpM emm hssriia 

Aff '» nierei Uuit niglit. 



XXIV 



A wflAtoa 

As emotie m a kitUin; 
Boi oeb f thai tMxtt tamng the fhawi, 

8b« gmi a feftrfu' •etUin I 
Mm tbro' the wbioi, an' by the eaini, 

An' owre ibe bill ned fcnerin; 
Wbw« tbf«e binb'tuid. iD«t St * bun. 

To dip ber left eark-eleeve in 

Was bent tbat nigbi. 

XXV 

Wbjlet owre a linn tbe barnie plaji, 

Ae ibro' tbe glen it wimpl't; 
Whylef round a rockj fcaor it etrajs, 

Wbjlef in a wiel it dimpl't; 
Whylef glittered to tbe nigbtly rays, 

Wi' bickerin» dancin dazzle; 
Wbylet cookit underoeatb the braes, 

fiielow the spreading hazel 

Unseen that night 

XXVI 

Amang tbe braobens, on tbe brae. 

Between ber an' the moon, 
The Deil, or else an outler qney. 

Gat up an' gae a croon: 
Poor Leezie's Mart maist lap tbe hool; 

Near lav'rock-height she jnmpit, 
But mist a fit, an' in the pool 

Ont-owre the lugs she plumpit 

Wi' a plungB that night. 

XXVII 

In order, on tbe clean hearth-stane. 

The luggies three are ranged ; 
And ev'ry time great care is^taen 

To see them ouly changed: 
Auld uncle John, wha wedlock's joys 

Sin Mar's-year did desire, 
Became he gat the toom dish thrice, 

He beav'd them on the Are 

In wrath that night 

XXVIII 

Wi' merry san^, an' friendly cracks, 

I wat they did na weary; 
And unco tales, an' f nnnie jokes — 

Their sports were cheap an' cheery: 



Tin botter^d sow'ns, wT fngnat lnt» 

Set a' tbeir gabs a-eteerin; 
Syne, wi' a sodal glass o' strimt. 

They parted aff eareerin 

Fa' Uytbe tbat Bigkt 



THE AULD FARMER'S NEW^ 
YEAR MORNING SALUTATION 
TO HIS AULD MARE, MAGGIE 

ON GIVING HER THE ACCUSTOMED RIPP 
OP CORN TO HANSEL IN THE NEW- 
YEAR 

[Probably composed about the begiBai^g d( 



A Gun> New-Tear I wish thee, Map^ie 
Hae, there 's a ripp to thy auld baggie: 
Tho' thou 's bowe-oackit now, an' 

I 've seen the day 
Thou could bae gaen like onie staggie, 

Out-owre the lay. 

II 

Tho' now thou 's dowie, stiff, an' crazy. 
An' thy auld hide as white 's a daisie, 
I 've seen thee dappl't, sleek, an' glaizie, 

A bonie gray: 
He should been tight twit daur't to raiie 
thee, 

Ance in a day. 

Ill 

Thou ance was i' the foremost rank, 
A filly buirdly, steeve, an' swank; 
An' set weel down a shapely shank 

As e'er tread y ird ; 
An' could bae flown out-owre a stank 

Like onie bird. 

IV 

It 's now some nine-an'-twenty year 
Sin' thou was my guid-f ather s meere; 
He gied me thee, o' tocher clear. 

An' fifty mark; 
Tho' it was sma', 't was weel- won gear. 

An' thou was stark. 



When first I gaed to woo my Jenny, 
Ye then was trottin wi' your minnie: 



THE AULD FARMER TO HIS AULD MARE, MAGGIE 



Tko' ye wa* triokk, *1b«, ta' fnanie, 

Ye ne'er tru doiuie; 

But tuunely, Uwie, quiet, an' oLimie, 



Tliat dky, je prnno'd wi' muckle pride. 
When ye bure bame my boaie bnde; 
An' Bweet ui' gnwefu' she did ride, 

Wi' maiden air 1 
Kyle-Stemui I cunld bniggid wide. 

For sio a pair. 



Ho* DOW je dow bnt boyte aod Iwbble, 
An* wintle like a saumont-coble, 
Thai day, ye wai a jinker noble. 

For beels an' win' I 
Ad* nw tbem till they a' did waubl«. 

Far, far behiu' I 



When tbou an' I were yonng and skiegfa, 
An' Btable-meal> at fain were driegh. 
How thoQ wad pianoe, an' more, an' 

An' tak the road I 



Whea thoii wat com't, an' I was mellow, 
We took tlie road a? like a bwhIIow: 
At brooaea thou had ne'er a fellow, 

For pith au' speed ; 
But er'ry tail thou pay't them hollow, 

Whare'er thou gaed. 



The ima', droop-mmpl't, banter cattle 
Might ubliQH wanr't thee for a brattle; 
Bnt «ax Scotch milei thou try't their 

An' gar't them whaiile: 
Nae whip nor ipor, but just a wattle 
0' laugh or hazle. 



Tbon was a noble fittie-lan'. 

As e'er iu tue or tow was drawn: 

Aft theo an' J, in aught houra' gann, 

On giiid Marcb-weatber, 
Hae tnm'd sax rood beside our ban' 

For days thegither. 



XhoD neyer braing't, an* fetch't, an' fliahit; 
Bnt thy auld tail thou wad hae wluskit, 
An' spread abreed thy veel-flll'd briiket, 

Wi' pith an' pow'r; 
Till sprittie knowe* wad rair*t, an' riskit. 

An* sljpet owre. 



When frosts la; lang, an' snawt were deepi 
An' threaten 'd labour back to keep, 
I gied thy oog a wee hit heap 

A boon the timmer: 



In oart or car thou nerer reestit ; 
The steyest brae thou wad bae fac't it; 
Tbou uevet lap, au* ■teu*t, an' breastit, 

Then stood to bUw; 
But just thy Btepa wee thing hsstit, 

Tbou snoor't awa. 

XV 

My pleiis;h is now thy iMumtime a*, 
Four gallant brutes as e'er did draw; 
Forbye sax mae I *Te sell't awa, 

That thou bait nurst: 
They draw me thretteen puud an' twa. 

The Tera warst. 



Honie a sair darg we twa hae wrought 
An' wi' the weary warl' fought I 
An' monie an anxious day I thought 

We wad be beat I 
Yet here to oraiy iwe we 're brought, 

Wi something yet. 



An' think na, my anld trusty serran', 
That now perhaps thou 's less deserrin. 
An' thy anld days may end in starrin; 

For mj last fow, 
A heapet stimpart 1 11 reserre ana 

Laid by for you. 
XVIII 
We 'tb worn to crazy years tbegitber; 
We 'II iSjt« abont wi' ane anither; 
Wi' tentie oare I II flit thy tether 

To some hain'd rig, 
Wkare ye may nobly rax your leather 

Wi' sma' fatigue. 



\'^ 
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THE COTTER'S SATURDAY 
NIGHT 

INSCRIBED TO R. AIKEN, ESQ. 

Let not Ambition mock their uaeful toil, 
Tbeir homely joys, aud deaUiiy obecure ; 

Nor Qrandeur hear, with a dledainful emile, 
The ahort and limple annala of the poor. 

Obat. 

T%e Cotter*» Saturday Night is inolnded in 
the list of poems mentioned by Bums in his 
letter to Richmond, 17th February, 1786 ; it 
was therefore composed between the beginning 
of November, 1785, and that date. Gilbert 
Bums relates that Robert first repeated it to 
him in the course of a walk one Sunday after- 
noon. He also states that the ^*hint of the 
plan, and the title of the poem," were taken 
from FerguaBon's Fartner^s Ingle. 

This is true, but the piece as a whole is formed 
on English models. It is the most artificial 
and the most inlitatiye of Bums*s works. Not 
only is the influence of Qray^s EUgy conspicu- 
ous, but also there are echoes of Pope, Thorn- 
son. Goldsmith, and even Milton ; while the 
stanza, which was taken, not from Spenser, 
whom Bums had not then read, but from 
Beattie and Shenstone, is so purely English as 
to lie outside the range of Bums*s experience 
and accomplishment *' These English songs," 
he wrote long afterwards (1794) to Thomson, 
** gravel me to death. I have not that command 
of the language that I have of my native tongfue. 
In fact, I think my ideas are more barren in 
English than in Scottish." This is so far true 
as to make one wish that here, as elsewhere, 
he had chosen a Scots exemplar : that he had 
taken (say) not merely the scheme but also 
the stave — a, 6, a, 6, c, rf, c, rf, </ — of The 
Fanner^s Ingle, and sought after effects which 
he could accomplish in a medinm of which 
he was absolute master. As it is, The Cotter" 8 
Saturday Night is supposed to paint an essen- 
tially Scottish phase of life ; but tlie Scottish 
element in the diction — to say nothing of the 
Scottish cast of the e£Pect — is comparatively 
slight throughout, and in many stanzas is alto- 
gether wanting. In the *94 Edition the vernacu- 
lar was a little coloured by a more gfeneral sub- 
stitution of an^ for and^ wi* for with^ and so 
on. But it may be that Tytler, rather than 
Bums, was responsible for this ; and the earlier 
orthog^phy, being in better keeping with the 
general English cast, has been retained. 



Mt lov'd, my honored, much respected 
friend I 
No mercenary bard his homage pays; 



With honest pride, I scorn each selfish end, 
My dearest meed, a friend's esteem and 

praise : 
To you I siug, in simple Scottish lays, 
The lowly train iu life's sequester'd scene; 
The native feelings strong, the guileless 
ways ; 
What Aiken in a cottage would have been; 
Ah 1 tho' his worth unknown, far happier 
there I ween I 

II 

November chill blaws loud wi* angry sugh; 

The shortening winter-day is near a 

close ; 

The miry beasts retreating frae the pleugh; 

The black 'niug trains o' craws to their 

repose: 
The toil-worn Cotter frae his labor 
goes — 
This night his weekly moil is at an end, 
Collects his spades, his mattocks, and his 
hoes. 
Hoping the morn in ease and rest to spend. 
And weary, o'er the moor, his coarse does 
hameward bend. 

Ill 

At length his lonely cot appears in view. 

Beneath the shelter of an a?ed tree; 
Th' expectant wee-things, toddlin, stacher 
through 
To meet their dad, wi' flichterin' noise 

and glee. 
His wee bit ingle, blinkin bonilie. 
His clean hearth-staue, his thrifty wifie's 
smile, 
Tim lisping infant, prattling on his knee, 
Does a' his weary kiaugh and care beguile. 
And makes him quite n)rget his labor and 
his toil. 

IV 

Belyve, the elder bairns come drapping 
in, 
At service out, amang the farmers roun'; 
Some ca' the pleugh, some herd, some ten- 
tie rin 
A cannie errand to a neebor town : 
Their eldest hope, their Jenny, woman 
grown, 
In youthfu' bloom, love sparkling in her 
e'e, 
Come^ hame; perhaps, to shew a braw 
new gown. 



THE COTTER'S SATURDAY NIGHT 



Or depoaite her sait-won penny-fee. 

To bejp bet pareuU dear, if they in hard* 



With joy onfeign'd, brothers ftnd siaten 
And each for other's neelfare kindlj 

The social hoon, Bwift-miig'd, nimotic'd 

Each tells the uncos that he seea or 

The parents partitd eye their hopefnl 
years i 



i' admonition due. 



Their matter's and their mistress's com- 

The ^onnkers a* are warnM to obey; 
And mind their labours wi' an eydent hand. 

And ne'er, tho' out o' sight, to jauk or 
play: 

" And UI be sure to fear the Lord alway, 
And iniiid your duty, duly, mom and night; 

Lest in teiiipbitioii's path ye gang astray, 
Implore His counsel nod assisting ulght: 
They nerer sought iu vaiu that sought the 
Lord aright." 



But hark! a rap comes gently to the door; 
Jenny, nha kens the meaning o' the 

Telia how a neebor lad came o'er the moor, 
To do some errands, and convoy her 

The wily mother sees the conscions flune 

Sparkle in Jenny's e'e, snd flush her cheek; 

Witb heart-stmck anxious oare, enquires 

While Jenny haJEBins la afnid to speak; 
Weel-plens'd the mother hears, it 's nae 
wild, wortfalesB rake. 



VTithkindly welcome, Jenny hringa him ben; 
A ftrappin' youth, he takes the mother's 



filythe Jenny sees the visit '• no ill taen; 
The father cracks of horses, pleughs, and 

kye. 
The youngster's artleas heart o'erflows 



1 joy, , 






But hlate and Uithfu', i 

The mother, wi' a woman's wiles, can sp^ 
What makes the youth sae baabfu' and sae 

Krave; 
Weel-pleas'd to think her bairn 's respected 

like the lave. 



O heart-felt nipturetl bliMi beyond oonf 

I 've pacM much this weary, mortal round. 
And sage experience bids me this d^ 

" If Heaven a draught of heavenly plea»- 
ui« spare. 
One eordial m this melancholy vale. 
Til when a youthful, loving, modest 

In other's arms, breathe out the tender tale 
Beneath the milk-white thorn that scents 
the ev'ning gale." 



Is there, in human form, that bears a heart, 
A wretch I a villain I lost to love and 
truth I 
That can, with studied, sly, ensnaring art. 
Betray tweet Jenny's uiiBiiapectingyoDth? 
Curse on bis perjur'd arts I dissembling, 
smooth I 
Are honor, virtue, conacienoe, all exil'd? 

Is there no pity, no relenting ruth, 
Points to the pareata fondling o'er theil 

child ? 
Then paints the nijn'd maid, and their 
distraction wild ? 



But now the lupper crowns their timple 

The healaome parritch, chief o' Scotia't 
food; 
The loupe their only hawkie does afford. 
That yont the hallan snugly chows her 

The dame bringa forth, in ooanplimental 
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To grace the lad, her weel-hain'd kebbaok, 

feU; 
And aft he's prest, and aft he ca's it 

guid; 
The frugal wifie, garrulous, will tell, 
How 't was a towmond aold, sin' lint was i' 

thebelL 

XII 

The chearf u' sapper done, wi' serious face, 
Thej, round the ingle, form a circle 
wide; 
The sire turns o'er, wi' patriarchal grace. 
The big ha'-Bible, ance his father^ pride. 
His bonnet rey'rentlj is laid aside. 
His lyart haffets wearing thin and bare; 
Those'strains that once did sweet in Zion 
glide, 
He wales a portion with judicious care. 
And " Let us worship God ! " he says, with 
solemn air. 

XIII 

Thej chant their artless notes in simple 
guise. 
They tune their hearts, by far the noblest 
aim; 
Perhaps Dutidee*i wild-warbling measorcR 
rise. 
Or plaintive Martyrtf worthy of the 

name; 
Or noble Elgin beets the heaven-ward 
flame. 
The sweetest far of Scotia's holy lays: 
Compar'd with these, Italian trills are 
tame; 
Hie tickl'd ears no heart-felt raptures raise ; 
Kae unison hae they, with our Creator's 
praise. 

XIV 

Hie priest-like father reads the sacred 

page» 
How Abram was the friend of God on 
high; 
Or, Moses bade eternal warfare wage 
With Amalek's ungracious progeny; 
Or, how tiie royal Bard did groaning lie 
Beneath the stroke of Heaven's avenging 
ire; 
Or Job's pathetic plaint, and wailing 
cry; 
Or rapt Isaiah's wild, seraphic fire; 
Or other holy Seers that tone the sacred 
lyre. 



XV 

Perhaps the Christian volume is the theme: 

How guiltless blood for guilty man w&s 

shed; 

How He, who bore in Heaven the second 

name. 

Had not on earth whereon to lay His 

head; 
How His first followers and servants 
sped; 
The precepts sage they wrote to many a 
lana: 
How he, who lone in Patmos banish^. 
Saw in the sun a mighty angel stand. 
And heard neat Bablon's doom pro- 
nounc'd by Heaven's command. 

XVI 

Then kneeling down to Heaven's Eternal 
King, 
The saint, the father, and the husband 
prays: 
Hope ''springs exulting on triumphant 
wing," 
That thus they all shall meet in future 

days. 
There, ever bask in uncreated rays. 
No more to sigh or shed the bitter tear. 

Together hymning their Creator's praise. 
In such society, yet still more dear; 
While circling Time moves round in an 
eternal sphere. 

XVII 

Compar'd with this, how poor Religion's 
pride, 
In all the pomp of method, and of art; [ 
When men display to congregations wide 
Devotion's ev'ry grace, except the hearty ,* 
The Power, incens'd, the pageant will 
desert, / 

The pompous strain, the sacerdotal stole; ' 

But haply, in some cottage far apart, 
May hear, well-pleas'd, the language of the 

soul. 
And in His Book of Life the inmates poor 
enroll. 

XVIII 

Then homeward all take off their sev'ral 
way; 
The youngling cottagers retire to rest: 
The parent-pair their secret homage payi 



TO A MOUSE 



And proffer np to H«Aveti tbe mrm 

request, 
That He who stills the mTeo'i cUtu'roos 

And decks the lilf fair in flow'rj pride. 
Would, in the way His wisdom sees the 

For tbem aud for their little ones provide; 
But) ehiefl;, in tlieir hesrta with Grace 
Divine preside. 

XIX 

Fkom scenes like these, old Scotia's gran- 
deur springs, 
That makes her lor'd at home, lever'd 

Priucei and Icwda are but the breath of 

"An hooeit man's the noblest work of 

God;" 
And oertes, in fair Virtne'i heavenly 

The cottage leaves the palace far behind; 
What n a lordling's pomp 7 a oumhrona 

load, 
Diwuisii^ oft the wretch of buman kind, 
Studied in arts of Hell, in wiokednesa re> 

flu'dl 

XX 
O Scotia ) my dear, taj native soil 1 

For whom mj warmest wish to Ueaven 
ia sent 1 
Long ma; thy haidf ions of mstio toil 
Be blest with health, and peace, and 
sweet content ! 
And O I maj Heaven their simple lives 

£ ire vent 
nznrf 's contagion, weak and vUe I 
Then, howa'er crowns and ooroneta be 

A virtuous popnlaiw may rise the while, 
And stand a wall of Are around their 
moob-lov'd Isle. 



Thon t who ponr*d the patriotic tide. 
That stream'd thro' Wallace's undaunted 

Who dar'd to, nobl;, stem tyrannic pride. 
Or nobly die, the second glorious part: 
(The [Mtriot's God, peculiarly Thou art, 
Hia friend, inspirer, guardian, and re- 
ward I) 
O never, never Scotia's realm desert; 



But still the patriot, and the patriot-baid 
In bright succession raise, her c 
and guard I 



TO A MOUSE 

ON TURNING HER UP IN HER NEST WITif 
THE PLOUGH, NOVEMBER, 1 785 

Gilbert Bums testifies that theae venwa were 
■Digested by the incident in the heaiiinK of 
the poeiD, whI compoaed " while the anthc* 
was holding the plough." 



Wee, sleekit, cowrin, tim'roua beastie, 
O, what a panic 's in thy breastie I 
liou need na start awa sae hasty 

Wi' bickering brattle t 
I wad be laith to rin an' chase thee, 

Wi' murdering pattle I 



I 'm truly sorry man's dominion 
Has broken Nature's social union. 
An' justifies that ill opinion 

Which makes thee startle 
At me, thy poor, earth-born companion 

Ad' fellow mortal I 



I doubt na, whyles, but tboii may thieve; 
What then ? poor benstie, thou maun live 
A daimeu icker in a thrave 

'S a sma' request; 
1 11 get a blessin wi' the lave. 



Tby wee-bit housie, too, in ruin t 
Its silly wa's the win's are strevrin t 
An' uaething, now, to big a new ana, 
O'fo^gagegreenl 



Thou saw the fields laid bare an' waat«| 
An' weary winter oomin fast. 
An' cozie here, beneath the blast. 

Than thought to dwell. 
Hit OTMh I the cruel eonlter past 

Out thro' tby oelL 
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VI 

That wee bit heap o' leaves an' stibble, 
Has cost thee monie a weary nibble I 
l^ow thou 's turned out, for a' thy trouble, 

But house or hald, 
To thole the winter's sleety dribble, 

An' oranreuch cauld 1 

VII 

But Mousie, thou art no thy lane, 
In proving foresight may be vain: 
The best-laid schemes o' mice an' men 

Gang aft agley, 
An' lea'e us nought but c^rief an' pain, 

For promis'd joy ! 

VIII 

Still thou art blest, compared wi' me ! 
The present only toncheth thee: 
But och 1 I backward cast mv e'e, 

Ou prospects drear ! 
An' forward, tho' I canna see, 

I guess an' fear I 



EPISTLE TO DAVIE, A BROTHER 

POET 

JANUARY 

The Davie of this EpMe was David Sillar, 
third son of Patrick SUiar, farmer at Spittle- 
side, near Tarbolton, bom in 1760. He made 
the acquaintaijce of Bums early in 1781 at 
Lochlie ; in May of that year was admitted a 
member of the Bachelors' Club ; was for some 
time interim teacher in the parish school, Tar- 
bolton, and afterwai'ds started an ^* adventure '' 
school at Commonside ; opened a g^rocer^s shop 
in Irvine towards tbe close of 1788 ; published 
in 1780 a volume of Poems in imitation of 
Bums, who helped him to get subscribers ; 
after an attempt to get literary work in Edin- 
burgh, returned to Irvine, where he took up 
teacning again, and ultimately became town 
councillor and magistrate ; died 2d May, 1880. 
Bams, in his Second Epistle to Davie (see 

?. 128), with which Sillar prefaced his own 
^oems^ thus chided him for nis negleot of the 
Huse: — ^j 

" 8io han*s aa yoa rod nfl*er be faikei, 
B« hain*t wha Uke." 

But this estimate was not justified: Sillar's 
published verses are mere commonplace. A 
fetter giving his recollections of Bums was 
published in Josiah Walker's Edition (1811), 



and has often been reprinted. Sillar, whose 
skill as a fiddler may partly explain Bunis^s 
admiration, wrote the aur to which A Rosebud 
by my Early Walk was set in Johnson^s 
Museum. 

"It was, I thmk, in the summer of 1784'* 
writes Gilbert Bums, " when in the inter^-als 
of harder labour Robert and I were weeding 
in the garden, that he repeated' to me the 
principal part of this EpistleJ'* 



While winds frae aff Ben-Lomond blaw. 
And bar the doors wi' drivin' snaw, 

And hing us owre the ingle, 
I set me down to pass the time. 
And spin a verse or twa o' rhyme, 

In haraely, westlin jingle: 
While frosty winds blaw in the drift, 

Ben to the chimla lug, 
I enidge a wee the great-folk's gift, 
That live sae bien an' snug: 
I tent less, and want less 
Their roomy fire-side; 
But hanker, and canker. 
To see their cursM pride. 

II 

It 's hardly in a body's pow'r, 

To keep, at times, frae being sour. 

To see bow things are shar'd ; 
How best o' chiels are whyles in want. 
While coofs on countless thonsands ranty 

And ken na how to ware 't; 
But Davie, lad, ne'er fash your head, 

Tho' we hae little gear; 
We 're fit to win our daily bread. 
As lang 's we 're hale and fier: 
" Mair spier na, nor fear na," 
Auld ag^ ne'er mind a feg; 
The last o't, the warst o't. 
Is only but to beg. 



Ill 

To lie in kilns and bams at e'en. 

When banes are craz'd, and bluid is thin, 

Is, doubtless, great distress I 
Yet then content could make us blest; 
Ev'u then, sometimes, we 'd snatch a taste 

Of truest happiness. 
The honest heart that 's free frae a' 

Intended fraud or guile. 
However Fortune kick the ba'. 

Has av some cause to smile; 
And mind still, you 11 find still, 
A comfort this nae sma'; 
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What tho', like oomniotien of air. 
We irandeF out, we know not where, 

But either bouse or hal' ? 
Tet Natute's charint, the liills and wooda, 
The sweeping vales, and foamiug floods, 

Are free nlike to all. 
In days when dusies deck the ground, 

And blackbirds whistle clear, 
With honest jo; our hearts will bound, 
To see the coming year: 

On braes when we please then. 

We 11 sit »n' soirth a tune; 

Syne rhyme till 't we II time till 't, 

All' sing 't when we hae done. 



It 's no in titles nor in rank: 

It 's no in wealth like Lou'oo Bank, 

To purchase peace and rest. 
It *B no in'mnkin muckle, mair; 
It 's no in books, it 'a no iu lear. 

To make us truly blest: 
If happiness hae not her seat 

An centre in the breast, 
We may be wise, or rich, or great, 
But never can be blest t 

Nae treasures nor pleasures 

Could make us happy lang; 
The benrC ay 's the part ay 

Tbat makes us right ur wmng. 



Think je, that sio as yon and I, 

Wba drudge and drive thro' wet and dry, 

Wi' never ceasing toil; 
Think ;e, are we less blest than they, 
Wba scarcely tent us in tbeir way, 

As hardly worth their while ? 
Alas I how oft, in haughty mood, 

God's creatures they oppress I 
Or else, neglecting a' that 's gnid, 
They riot in excess I 
Baith careless and fearless 

Of either Heaven or HeU; 
Esteeming and deeming 
It a' an idle tale I 



Then let us chearf n' acquiesce, 
Nor make onr scanty pleasures less 
By pining at our state: 



And, eTeu should misfortunes come, 
I here wha sit hae met wi' some, 

An's thaukfu' for them yet, 
They gie the wit of age to youth; 

They let us ken oursel; 
They make us see the naked truth. 
The real guid and ill : 
Tho' losses and crosses 

Be lessons right severe. 
There 's wit there, ye '11 get there. 
Ye '11 find nae other where. 



But tent me, Davie, ace o' hearts I 

(To say aught less wad wrang the cartM, 

And Satrry I detest) 
This life has joys for yon and I; 
And joys tbat riches ne'er could buy, 

And joys the very best. 
There '» a' the pleasures o' the heart. 

The lover an the frien': 
Ye hae yonr Meg, your dearest part, 
And I my darling Jean t 
It warms me, it charms me 

To mentioQ but her name: 
It bents me, it beets me. 
And sets me a' on flame t 



O all ye Pow'ni who mlc above I 
O Tbou whose very self art love I 

Thou know'st my words sincere I 
The lile-blood streaming thro' iny heart; 
Or my more dear immortal part. 

Is not more fondly dear I 
When heart-corroding care and grief 

Deprive my soul of rest. 

Her dear idea brings relief 

And solace to mv breast. 

Thou Being All-seeing, 

O, hear my fervent pray"! I 
Still take her, and make her 
Thy most peculiar can I 



AH hail I ye tender feelings dear I 
The smile of love, the friendly tear. 

The sympathetic clow ! 
Long siiiCe, this world's thorny w^va 
Had nil iber'd out my weary days, 

Had it not been for yon I 
Fate still has blest me with a friend 

In every care and ill; 
And oft a more endearing band, 

A tie more tender still. 
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It lightenB, it brightens 

The tenebiific scene, « 
To meet with, and g^et with 

My Dayie or my Jean I 

XI 

O, how that Name inspires my style ! 
The words come skelpm' rank an' file, 

Amaist before I ken t 
The ready measure rins as fine. 
As Phcebus and the famous Nine 

Were glowrin owre my pen. 
My spaviet Pezasus will limp. 

Till ance he^ fairly het; 
And then he 11 hilch, an' stilt, an' jimp, 
And rin an unco fit; 

But least then, the beast then 
Should rue this hasty ride, 
I'll light now, and dicht now 
His sweaty, wizeu'd hide. 

THE LAMENT 

OCCASIONED BY THE UNFORTUNATE 
ISSUE OF A friend's AMOUR 

Alas f how oft does OoodneM wound itadf. 
And fcweet Affection prove the spring of woe f 

Bomb. 

" The unfortunate issue/' not of a *' friend's," 
but of his own "amour," — when Jean Ar- 
mour, overborne by paternal authority, agreed 
to discard him, — was, Bums declares, the 
'* unfortunate story alluded to " in the Lament : 
a ^* shocking affair" he calls it, which bad 
nearly given him ** one or two of the principal 
qualifications among those who have lost the 
chart and mistaken the reckoning of ration- 
ality." According to GHlbert, the poem was 
composed "after the first distraction of his 
feehngs had a little subsided." 



THOU pale Orb that silent shines 
While care-untroubled mortals sleep I 

Thou seest a wretch who inly pines. 
And wanders here to wail and weep ! 
With Woe I nightly vigils keep. 

Beneath thy wan, unwarming beam; 
And mourn, in lamentation deep, 

How life and love are all a dream ! 

n 

1 jc^less view thy rays adorn 
The faintly-markM, distant hill; 



I joyless view thy trembling horn 
liefiected in the gurgling rill: 
My fondly-fluttering heart, be still I 

Thou busy pow'r, Remembrance, cease I 
Ah 1 must the agonizing thrill 

For ever bar returning Peace ? 

in 

No idly-feini'd, poetic pains 

My sad, love-lorn lamentings claim: 
No shepherd's pipe — Arcadian strains; 

No fabled tortures quaint and tame. 

The plighted faith, the mutual flamOi 
The oft-attested Fow'rs above. 

The promis'd father's tender name. 
These were the pledges of my love I 

IV 

Encircled in her clasping arms. 

How have the raptur'd moments flown t 
How have I wished for Fortune's cliarms, 

For her dear sake, and hers alone ! 

And, must I think it I is she gone, 
My secret heart's exulting boast ? 

And does she heedless hear my groan ? 
And is she ever, ever lost ? 



! can she bear so base a heart, 
6o lost to honor, lost to truth. 

As from the fondest lover part. 

The pliffhted husband of her youth ? 
Alas I Life's path may be unsmooih ! 

Her way may lie thro' rough distress ! 
Then, who her pangs and pains will 
soothe, 

Her sorrows share, and make them less ? 

VI 

Ye winged Hours that o'er us pass'd, 
Enraptur'd more the more enjoy'd, 

Your dear remembrance in my breast 
My fondly treasur'd thoughts employ'd: 
Tnat breast, bow dreary now, ana void| 

For her too scanty once of room I 
Ev'n ev'ry ray of Hope destroy'd, 

And not a wish to gild the gloom 1 

VII 

The mom, that warns th' approaching 
day, 
Awakes me up to toil and woe; 

1 see the hours in long array. 

That I must suffer, lingering slow: 
Full many a pang, and many a throat 



DESPONDENCY 



Keen Recollection's direful train. 

Must wring' mj soul, ere Pbrnbiu, low, 
Shall kiu the diatant weatera main. 



And when my ni^tlj conch I tty, 
Sore-buau'd out with care and grief, 

Mr toil-beat nerrei and teat-worn eje 
Keep watching* with the uightlf liiief : 
Or, if I ilumber, Fancy, chief, 

Beigns, haggard-wild, in Bore affrirht: 
Er'n day, all-bitter, brings relief 

From luch a horror-breathing night. 



O than bright Queen, who, o'er th' ez- 

Kow highest reign'st, with boundleu 
•way I 
Oft baa tby ailent-marking glance 

Ohserr'd ua, fondly- wand ring, stray 1 

The time, unheeded, sped away. 
While Love's luxurious pulse beat high, 

Beneath thy silver-gleaming ray, 
To mark the mutual-kiiidlipg eye. 



aoenes in atrong remembrance set I 
Soenes, never, never to return 1 

Soenee if in stupor I forget. 
Again I feet, again I bum I 
From ev'ry joy and pleasure torn, 

life's weaiy vale I wander thro'; 

And liopelesa, comfortless, I '11 monm 

A faithless woman's broken vow 1 



DESPONDENCY 

AN ODE 
Caupeeed, no donirt, a Utde after TV La- 



OFPitus'D with grief, oppress'd with care, 
A burden more than I can bear, 

I set me down and li^h ; 
Life 1 thou art a gallmg load, 
Along a rough, a weary rMd, 

To wretches anch as 1 1 
Dim-hackwaid, as I oast my Tiew, 

Wkat slek'ning toeoea appear 1 



What sorrows yet may pierce me thro', 
Too jiutly I may fear t 
Still caring, despturinz, 

Must be my bitter doom; 
My woes here Hhall close ne'er 
But with the closbg tomb I 
II 
Happy ye sons of busy life, 
Who, equal to the buBtliug atrife. 

No other view regard I 
Ev'u when the wishM end 's denied, 
Yet while the busy means are plied. 

They bring their owu reward: 
Whilst L a hope-abandoned wight, 

UnUtted with an aim, 
Meet ev'ry sad retciming night 
And joyless mom the same. 
You, bustling and juatliug. 

Forget each grief and pain; 
I, listless yet restless. 
Find ev'ry prospect vain. 
Ill 
How bleat the Solitnry'a lot. 
Who, all-forgettiog. all-forgot. 

Within hia humble cell — 
The cavern, wild with tangling rooU--: 
Sits o'er bis newly-Katber'd fruits. 

Beside bis crysUl well ! 
Or haply to hia ev'ulng thought. 

By unfrequented stream. 
The ways of men are distant broaght, 
A faiat-oolleeted dream; 
Wliile praising, and raising 

Hia thoughts to Heav'n on high; 
Aa wand'ring, meand'ring. 
He views the solemn say. 



Than I, no lonely hermit plac'd 
When never human footstep trac'd. 

Less fit to play the part; 
The hicky moment to improve. 
And ji 



ff 



o atop, and juat U 



With self-respecting ai 
Bnt ah I those pleasures, loves, and joji^ 

Which I too keenly taste, 
The Solitary pan despise — 
Can want and yet be blest 1 
He needs not, he heeds not 
Or human lore or hate; 
Whilst I here most cry her* 
At perfidy ingrate I 
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O enviable early days, 

When dancing thoughtless pleasure's maze, 

To care, to guilt unknown t 
How ill exchan^^'d for riper times, 
To feel the follies or the crimes 

Of others, or my own ! 
Ye tiny elves that guiltless sport, 

Like linnets in the bush. 
Ye little know the ills ye court, 
When manhood is your wish I 
The losses, the crosses 

That active man engage; 
The fears all, the tears all 
Of dim declining Age I 



MAN WAS MADE TO MOURN 



A DIRGE 

In a letter to Mrs. Donlop, 10th August, 
1788, Burns tells of an old gprand-uncle who 
had gone blind : — ** HLb most volnptnons en- 
joyment was to sit down and cry, while my 
mother would sing the simple old song of The 
Lift and Age of Man, Tne old song began 
thus: — 

" *T WM in the lixteeiith himder year 

Of Ood nnd fifty-three 
Fme Christ wm bom, that bought iu dear, 

As writings teatifle ; 
On January the sixteenth day, 

As I did lie alone, 
With many a sob and sigh did say, 

Ah I man was made to moan I " 



When chill November's surly blast 

Made fields and forests bare, 
One ev'ning, as I wand'red forth 

Along the banks of Ayr, 
I spied a man, whose nged step 

Seem'd weary, worn with care. 
His face was furrow'd o'er with years, 

And hoary was his hair. 

n 

** Young stranger, whither wand'rest thou ? " 

Began the rev'rend S»ge; 
<' Does thirst of wealth thy step constrain, 

Or youthful pleasure's rage ? 
Or haply, prest with cares and woes, 

Too soon thou hast began 
To wander forth, with me to mourn 

The miseries of Man. 



Ill 

'' The sun that overhangs yon moors. 

Out-spreading far and wide, 
Where hundreds labour to support 

A haughty lordling's pride: 
I 've seen yon weary winter-sun 

Twice forty times return; 
And ev'ry time has added proofs, 

That Man was made to mourn. 

IV 

" O Man ! while in thy early years, 

How prodigal of time 1 
Mis-spending all thy precious hours, 

Thy glorious, youthful prime ! 
Alternate follies take the sway, 

Lieentious passions bum: 
Which tenfold force eives Nature's law, 

That Man was maae to mourn. 



" Look not alone on youthful prime, 

Or manhood's active miglit; 
Man then is useful to his kind, 

Supported is his right: 
But see him on the edge of life. 

With cares and sorrows worn; 
Then Age and Want — O ill-match'd 
pair I — 

Shew Man was made to mourn. 

VI 

" A few seem favourites of Fate, 

In Pleasure's lap carest; 
Yet think not all the rich and great 

Are likewise truly blest: 
But oh I what crowds in ev'ry land, 

All wretched and forlorn, 
Thro' weary life this lesson learn. 

That Man was made to mourn. 

VII 

** Many and sharp the num'rous ills 

Inwoven with our frame ! 
More pointed still we make ourselves 

Regret, remorse, and shame ! 
And Man, whose heav'n-erected face 

The smiles of love adorn, — 
Man's inhumanity to man 

Makes countless thousands mourn I 

vin 

"See yonder poor, o'erlabour'd wight. 
So abject, mean, and vile, 
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Who bega n bniCber of the earth 
To give liim leave to toil; 

And lee his lordly fellow- worm 
The poor petition tpuni, 

Uuraiiidful, tbo' a weeping wife 
And belplesa offapriiig mourn. 



" If I *ni designed joa lordling*! ilave — 

By Nature'^ law design'd — 
Wliy wu an independent wish 

£/er planted in m; mind? 
If not, wb; am I subject to 

His crnelty, or scorn ? 
Or why has Man the will and pow'r 

To make bis fellow mourn 7 



" Tet let not this too much, mj son, 

Disturb thy youthful breast; 
This partial view of human-kind 

Is surely not the last 1 
The poor, oppr^ssfed, honest man 

Had never, sure, been born. 
Had tliere not been some recompense 

To comfort those that mourn I 



"O Death t the poor man's dearest friend. 

The kindest and the best I 
Welcome the hour my agid limbs 

Are laid with thee at rest I 
The greaCtbe wenltliy fear tbj blow 

From pomp and pleasnre torn; 
Bat, oh I a blest relief to those 

That weary-laden mourn I " 



Bora* write! in tha FiVd Connoa Placa Book 
nndar daU April, I7S4 ; " There is sotroelv any 
BBTthlT obJBot Bivas me more — I don't jinaw 
if 1 uionld oail it pleasnpe, bnt umetbio^ 
whioh exmlu ma, Homethiaf^ which pnr&ptnns 
me — thui to walk in the shellered ude of a 
wood or hi);h plantation.in a cloudy wintiir day, 
and hear a stormy wind howlins- among the 
trses and rAving- o'er tha plain. It is my bent 
■eiwon for devotinn ; mr mind is npt ap in a 
kind ot eDthi"iniini to Him who. in the pompous 
I inK»JW) of ScriptnHi. ' WbIVs on the win((» of 
the wind.' In nna of these seuons, just after 
• tract of misfortunes, I compoeed the follow- 



ing Miag " — Wialer, to wit. Gilbert afflinis 
it to be a " ju*euile piodnetion ; " and the pu«t 
himself, In his Autobiaerapbie Letter to Dr. 
Moore, refers to it as " the eldest of my printed 
pieces," and includes it among uthen ouiuptoed 
m the interval between his retuni from Kirkos- 

~ld and his reddence in Irvine. It is there- 
fore impossible to asani it to a period » hue as 
'' ' conjectored by Cumbers and Scott Doug- • 

and the *' tract of misfortunas " oannot 
dascribe, as the latter held, the dinaten at 

'ne, but was probably one of family tosses. 



Tns wintry west extends his blast, 

And bail and rain dues blaw; 
Or the stormy north sends driving forth 

The blinding sleet aud suaw: 
Wild- tumbling brown, the burn conei 

And roars frae bank to brae; 
While bird and beast in covert rest, 
And pass the heartless day. 



" The sweeping blast, the sky o'ercoRt," 

The joyless winter day 
Let others fear, to me more dear 

Than all the pride of May: 
The tempest's bowl, it soothes my soul. 

My gnefs it seems to join; 
The leafless trees my fancy please, 

Their fate resembles mine t 



Thou Pow'r Supremp, whose mighty schema 

These woes of mine fiilfll. 
Hare, Brm I rest, they mult be best, 

Because they are Thy will I 
Tlieo all I want (O, do Thou grant 

This one request of niine I): 
Since to enjoy Thou dost deny. 

Assist me to resign. 



Firt Cemain Flan ^oel'. nndcr dale Angnst, 
1784 ; " A Pmver «h»n fainliDjc fits, sod olber 
alarming svinptoms of a pleurisv ormme other 
dangerous disorder, which indeed still threaten 
me, iint put nature nn the alarm." A mimn- 
script in the Bams Mimiimrnt. EdJnbnrRh, ha* 
the haadini; : ■' A Praver whi'n dane^niniity 
threatened with pUuritie attack'.'' Tlie piece 
has been anigned to 17^, hot the entry in tlw 
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Common Plate Book proves it earUer than the 
Anfl^t of that year. It was probably written 
dunnr Bums's residence in Irvine, when, as 
would appear from a letter to his father, 27th 
December, 1781, he had the prospect of " per- 
haps very soon" bidding ** adieu to all the 
pains, and uneasiness, and disquietudes of this 
weary life/* 

O Thou unknowu, Almighty Caase 

Of all my hope and fear I 
In whose dread presence, ere an hour. 

Perhaps I must appear 1 

If I have wander'd in those pathi 

Of life I ought to shun — 
As something, loudly, in my breast, 

Remonstrates I have done — 

Thou know'st that Thou hast form^ me 
With passions wild and strong; 

And list ning to their witching voice 
Has often led me wrong. 

Where human weakness has come short, 

Or frailty stept aside, 
Do Thou, AU-TOod — for such Thoa art — 

In shades of darkness hide. 

Where with intention I have err'd, 

No other plea I have. 
But, Thou art good ; and Goodness still 

Delighteth to forgive. 

TO A MOUNTAIN DAISY 

ON TURNING ONE DOWN WITH THE 
PLOUGH IN APRIL, 1 786 

Enclosed, under the title of The GowaUj in 
a letter of 20th April, 1786, to John Kennedy, 
elerk to the Earl of Dumfries, at Dumfries 
House, near Manchline : ** I have here like- 
wise enclosed a small piece, the very latest of 
my productions. I am a good de^ pleased 
with some sentiments myself, as they are just 
the native querulous feelings of a heart which, 
as the elegantly melting Gray says, * melan- 
choly has marked for her own.' " The last 
four stanzas conveying the moral are in undi- 
luted English. 

I 

Wee, modest, crimson-tipp^ flow'r, 
Thou 's met me in an evil hour; 
For I maun crush amang the stoore 
Thj slender stem: 



To spare thee now is past my pow'r, 

Thou bonie gem. 

II 

Alas I it 's no thy neebor sweet. 
The bonie lark, companion meet. 
Bending thee 'mang the dewy weet, 

Wi^ spreckl'd breast I 
When apward-springing, blythe, to greet 

The purpling east. 

Ill 

Cauld blew the bitter-biting north 
Upon thy early, humble birth; 
Yet cheerfuUy thou glinted forth 

Amid the storm. 
Scarce rear'd above the parent-earth 

Thy tender form. 

IV 

The flaunting flow'rs our gardens yield, 
High shelt'ring woods and wa*s maun shields 
But thou, beneath the random bield 

O' clod or stane, 
Adorns the histie stibble-field. 

Unseen, alane. 



There, in thy scanty mantle clad. 
Thy snawie bosom sun-ward spread^ 
Thou lifts thy unassuming head 

In humble guise; 
Bat now the share uptears thy bed, 

And low thou lies ! ' 

VI 

Such is the fate of artless maid. 
Sweet flow'ret of the niral shade I 
By love's simplicity betrayed, 

And guileless trust; 
Till she, like thee, all soil'd, is laid 

Low i' the dust. 

VII 

Such is the fate of simple Bard, 

On Life's rough ocean luckless starr'd I 

Unskilful he to note the card 

Of prudent lore. 
Till billows rage, and gales blow hard. 

And whelm him o'er ! 

VIII 

Such fate to suffering Worth is giv'n. 
Who long with wants and woes has stri* % 



EPISTLE TO A YOUNG FRIEND 



Byhur 
TiU,w: 



pride or cnnuing drir'n 

To nu'ry's brink; 

I'd of ev'ry bUt but Hmt'ii, 



bUt but a 
a'a, uukl 



Et'ii thon who monm'it the Daisy't fkta, 
That fftte is thine — no distMit dtUe; 
Stem Ruiu'B plough-ahare drires elate. 

Full on thj bloom, 
Till orush'd benrsth the furrow's weight 

Shall be thy doom 1 



it woold appear that thU piece dataa from the 
oloea of Bunu'g Teeidence at Irrine in 17^, 
wban, to crown hie miefortuaei, he «■■, aa he 
relatea in hii Aatobioi^raphical Letter, jilted 
" with pecnliar ciroanwtancei of leortificatioa " 
by one " who had pledged lier »al to marry 
him." True, he wu greatly dietiacled by Ai^ 
mour'i coodnct in repndiating: him ; bat there 
ta no eridence that he wa* revinted by the 
hypoobandriaoal longing for death to which 
ezpreiBion ■■ given in hie aeeoDd atama. 



All hail, iuexorable lord t 

At whose deBtruction •breathing word, 

Tlie mightiest empires fall 1 
Thy cruel, woe^delighted train. 
The ininistera of gnef and pain, 

A sullen welcome, alll 
With atern-resolv'd, despairing eye, 

I see eaoh aimM dart; 
For one hss cut my dearest tie. 
And quivers in my heart. 
Then low' ring and pouring, 

The storm no more I dread; 
Tho' tbiok'ning and black'ning 
Sound my devoted head. 



And thou grim Fow'r, by Life abhorr'd. 
While Life a pleasure can afford, 

O I hear a wretch's prar'r I 
No more I shrink appiUrd, afraid; 
I court, I beg thy friendly aid, 

To eloaa ttui totne of care 1 



When shall my soul, in silent peaoe, 

Resign Life's joyless day 7 
My weary heart its throbbings oease, 
Cold-mould'Hng in the day ? 
No fear more, no tear more 
To stain my lifeless taee, 
EnclaspM and graspU 
Within tby cold embrace I 



EPISTLE TO A YOUNG FRIEND 
If Of im. 

The " yonug friend " of this SpiMlU was An- 
drew Hnnter Aiken, son of Robert Aiken of 
Ayr. After a snooessf nl oommenial career in 
LiTerpool, he became Ennliah oonanl at Riga, 
where he died in 1831. Uia kid. Peter Free- 
kndAiken, — bom 1790, died 3d Uarch, 1877, 
— pnblkhed in 1870 Memoirs of hobert iiwfw 
and Mome of Mm ConUmporaritt. 

William Niren of Kirkoewald — afterwards 
of Uaybole, and finally of KUbride — waa 
luaiutomed to eoraphun — not, however, to 
Bnma, in so far as ia koown, nor till after his 
death — that this Epittle was originally ad- 



Barru. 16m) ; bnt, u Niven had do oopj b 
show, it would seem that, if a rhyming Lpiille 
were sent him, he set little store by the hooour. 



I LAKa hae thought, my yonthfu' friend, 
A something to hare sent you, 

Tho' it should serve nae itber end 
Than just a kind memento; 

But how the subject-theme may gang. 
Let time and chance determine: 



Te II try tbe world soon, my lad; 

And, Andrew dear, believe me. 
Ye 'U find mankind an nnoo squad. 

And mnckle they may grieve ye: 
For care and trouble set your thought, 

Ev'n when ^our end *s attainM: 
And a* your views may eome to noag^it, 
' :y nerve is strsiutd. 



Where e 



lit 



...:• 
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Wha hae naa check but human law, 

Are to a few restricked; 
But, ocb ! mankind are unoo weak 

An' little to be trusted; 
If Self the wavering balance shake. 

It 's rarely right adjusted 1 

IV 

Tet they wha fa' in Fortune's strife, 

Their fate we should na censure; 
For still, th' important end of life 

They equally may answer: 
A man may hae an honest heart, 

Tho* poortith hourly stare him; 
A man may tak a neebor's part, 

Yet hae uae cash to spare him. 



Ay free, aff ban', your story tell, 

When wi' a bosom cronie ; 
Bnt still keep something to yoursel 

Ye scarcely tell to onie: 
Conceal yoursel as weel 's ye can 

Frae critical dissection: 
But keek thro' ev'ry other man 

Wi' sharpen'd, sly inspection. 

VI 

The sacred lowe o' weel-plac'd love, 

Luxuriantly indnlge it; 
But never tempt th' illicit rove, 

Tho' naething should divulge it: 
I waive the quantum o' the sin. 

The hazara of concealing; 
But, ooh I it hardens a' within, 

And petrifies the feeling 1 

vn 

To catch Dame Fortune's golden smile. 

Assiduous wait upon her; 
And gather gear by ev'ry wile 

That 's justify 'd by honour: 
Not for to bide it in a hedge, 

Nor for a train-attendant; 
But for the glorious privilege 

Of being independent. 

VIII 

The fear o' Hell 's a hangman's whip 
To baud the wretch in order; 

But where ye feel your honour grip. 
Let that ay be your border: 

Its slightest touches, instant pause — 
DelMtr a' side-pretences; 



And resolutely keep its laws. 
Uncaring consequences. 

IX 

The great Creator to revere 

Must sure become the creature; 
But still the preachin? cant forbear, 

And ev'n the rigid feature: 
Yet ne'er with wits profane to range 

Be complaisance extended; 
An atheist-laugh 's a poor exchange 

For Deity offended 1 



When ranting round in Pleasure's ring. 

Religion may be blinded; 
Or if she gie a random sting, 

It may be little minded; 
But when on Life we 're tempest-driv'a — 

A conscience but a canker — 
A correspondence fix'd wi' Ueav'n 

Is sure a noble anchor 1 

XI 

Adieu, dear, amiable youth ! 

Your heart can ne'er be wanting I 
May prudence, fortitude, and truth, 

Erect your brow undaunting I 
In ploughman phrase, ''Grod send yoa 
speed," 

Still aaily to grow wiser; 
And may ye better reck the rede, 

Than ever did th' adviser I 



ON A SCOTCH BARD 

GONE TO THE WEST INDIES 

Probably among the latest written for the 
Kilmarnock Edition. While it was in ^^rograas. 
Bums was maturing his plans for emigration, 
and on 17Ui July, 1786^ he wrote to David 
Brice, Glasgow : ** I am now fixed to go for the 
West Indies in October." 



A' YE wha live by sowps o* drink, 
A' ye wha live by crambo-clink, 
A' ye wha live and never think, 

Come, mourn wi' me I 
Our billie 's gien us a' a jink. 

An' owre the sea I 



A DEDICATION 



Lament him a' je rantiu core, 
Wha dearl; like k random-Bplor 
Has mair he 11 JoId the merrj r 

In Bocial key; 
For DOW he '• taea aoither Bhore 

An' o«re the sei 



The bonis Uuei weel maj win him, 
And in their dear petitioiu place him: 
The widows, wives, an' a' may Mera him 

Wi'tearfn'eV_ 
For weel I wat they *11 Murly mlM bim 

That 'sowre the seal 



Fortune, thej hae room to gnimblel 
Hadtt thon taeD aff some droway bnromie, 
Wba can do nonfat but fjke an fumble, 

VTwad been nao plea; 
Bui. he was gleg as onie wnroble, 

That 's owre the seal 



Atdd, cantie Kyle may weepers wear, 
An' stain them wi' ibe sau^ saut tear: 
T will mak her poor anld heart, I fear. 

In flinders flee : 
He was her Laareat monie a year. 

That 's owre the seat 



Laug-mnsteriur np a bitter blai 
A jillet brak his heart at last, 

111 may she be) 
So, took a birth afore the mast. 

An' owre the sea. 



To tremble under Fortune's anmmoek. 
On scarce a belly fu' o' drammock, 
Wi' bis proud, independent stomach, 

Could ill agree; 
So, row't his hurdles in a luimmock, 



An'c 



e the SI 



Tet coin his poaches wad as 
Wi' him it ne'er was under hiding. 
He dealt it fne; 



Jamaica bodies, ose him weel. 
An* hap him in a oozie biel; 
Ye '11 find bim ay a dainty obiel. 

An' fou o glee: 
Be wad na wrang'd the vera Deil, 

That '• owre the sea. 



Fareweel, my rhyme-composiDg billie I 
Your native soil was right ill-willie; 
But may ye flourish like a lily, 

Now bonilie I 
1 11 toRst yon in my hindmost gillie, 

Tho' owre the sea I 



A DEDICATION 



TO GAVtK MAUILTON, ESQ. 

Gavin Hamilton — M whom Bum here ded- 
icate* the Fiimt Edition of his poems, becaase 
" I thonKbt tham sometliiiig like yoonel," was 
descended from an old Ajrahin family, the 
BBmilttnis of K^pe. The fifth son of John 
Hamilton of Kype — who vm wtEled as a 
Writer in Mauciiline — by his Gnt wife, Jsco- 
bina Kinfc, be was bom in 1701, probably ia 
November, as he was baptized on the 20th of 
that month ; socoeeded hii father ■■ eolicitsr 
in Manohline, occnpjing- a castellated mansion, 
now partly in ruimi, hard by the chuichyaid ; 
and snblet tlie tiinn of Moesgiel to Bums and 
his brother Gilbert. Like the poet, he sym- 

Eathised with liberalism in religion, and they 
ecame warm friends. He was prosecnted in 
the autumn of 1784 by the Kirk-Seuion of 
Manchline for neglect of pnblic ordinances and 
other irregnlarilies ; and wrote a latter to the 
SesHon. i^rraing that its proceedinfcs were 
dictated by '* private piqae and ill - iiatnre-" 
The Bocnsatjon is corroborated by Cromek, 
who states that the Rev. William Anld of 
Manchline had quarrelled with Hamilton's fa- 
ther (in all probability the true eanae of both 
the qnarrel with the father snd tlie Sessional, 
proseention of the son was the hereditary 
Episeopaey of the Harailtons). Ultimately, 
tbrou^ ^e intervention of the Presbvtery of 
Ayr, Savin Hamilton compelled the Session, 
on ITth July, nSR. to grant him a certificats 
that he was " free from public scandal or 
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KTonnd of Cbnich ecnmire known " to then : b 
triampb celebratad in Holg Wiilic'i Prayrr. 
Ue vaa again prowcat«d by the ^nioa for 
eauaiDK hia wrTanCi to dig nev potatoes in hii 

ren on tho " ImI Lord't day " of July. 17H7. 
died ath Fi^brusry, liMS. UunUton'g 
oharactvr i» very fully portrayed iu tha Dtdi. 
calioa, and irmiTely in hi* Epili^h (p. 56). 
bevenJ letlPn from Bunu to him aT« pub- 
liihed, including n Hhj/niiiig Epiatlt utd ^taniai 
on KatthiHg; and then are refereiiceg to him 
In IIolu Willit'i I'ravfr, the EpialU to Jcha 
M-Malh, and Tht FartwtU. 

Expect na, sir, in tbi* uamitioii, 
A fleecbin, flcth'rin Dedicatiun, 
To roose you »p, an' ca' you guid, 
An' sprung u' great an' noble bin id, 
Because ye 'r« Rurnani'il like His Grace, 
Perliaps related to the racer 
Then, wlieii I 'm tired — and sae are je, 
"ViV mouie a fulsome, siufu' lie — 
Bet up n tnce bow I atop short, 
For frar your modesty be hurt. 

This tnny do — ninan do, sir, wi' them 

Maun pteasio the great-folk for a wamefou'; 
For nie I aae laigb I need na bow. 
For, Lord be thankit, I can plough; 
And wheii I downa yoke a naig, 
Then, Lord be tbankit, I can beg; 
8ae I shall nay, an' that's nae flatt'rin. 
It 'a just sic poet an' sic patron. 

The Poet, Eome guid angel help him, 
Or else, I fear, some ill xne akelp him I 
He may do weel for a' he 'a done yet. 
But only he 's no just begun yet. 

The Patron (air, ye mnun forgie me; 
I winna lie, c.>Dme wlmt will o' me), 
On ev'ry band it will allow'd be. 
He 'b just -~- nae better than he should be. 

I readily and freely grant. 
He downa nee a poor man want; 
What '8 no hia am he winna tak it; 
Wlint ance he saya, he winna break it; 
Ought he can lend he II no refuse 't. 
Till aft his f^iidnens is abua'd; 
And rascals whylea that do bim wrang, 
Fv'n that, he does na mind it lung; 
Aa master, landlord, husband, father, 
He does ua fail bis part in either. 



But then, nae thanks to him for a' that; 
Nae godly symptom ye con ca' that; 

It '» uaelbing but a milder feature 

Of our pour, sinfu', corrupt nature: 

Ye II get the best o' uioml works, 

'Mnng black Geiitoos, and pagan Tark^ 

Or hunters wild on Ponotnii, 

Wba never heai-d of orthodoxy. 

Tluit he 's the poor man's friend in need, 

The gentleman in word and deed. 

It's no thro' terror of damnation: 

It 's just a carnal inclination. 

And och I that 'a nae regeneration. 

Morality, tbon deadly bane. 
Thy tens o' thousands tbou host slain I 
Vain is his hope, whase «tay an' trust is 
In moral mercy, truth, and justice I 

No — stretch a point to catch a plaok; 
Abuse a brother to his back; 
Steal thro' the winuock fme a whnre. 
But poiut the rake that tjiks the door; 
Be to the poor like onie whunstane. 
And hand their noses to the grunatane; 
Ply ev'ry art o' legal tliievjug; 
No mntttir^ — stick to sound believing. 

Learn three-mile pray'rs, an' half-mile 
graces, 
Wi' weel - spread looves, an' lang, wry 

Grunt up a solemn, Icngtlen'd groan, 
And damn a' parties hut your own; 
I '11 warrant tlien, ye 're nae deceiver, 

A steady, sturdy, staunch believer. 

O ye wha leaTe the springs o' Calvin, 
For gumlie dubs of your ain delvin I 
Ye sons of Heresy and Error, 
Ye 'II some day squeel in quaking terror. 
When Ve nuance draws tbo sword in 

And in tlic lire throws the sheath; 
When Ruin, with his sweeping bcsora, 
■Tunt frets till Heav'n commission gies him; 
While o'er the harp pale Misery moans, 
And strikes the ever-deep'ning tones. 
Still louder shrieks, and heavier groans 1 

Your pardon, sir, for this digression: 
I maist forgat my Dedication; 
But when divinity comes 'cross me, 
Uy readers itUl ore sure to lose me. 



TO A LOUSE 



So, sir, you see 't wu nu daft vapour; 
But I matorely thoilEht it proper, 
Wheu a* my works Idid review, 
To dedicate them, sir, to jou: 
Because (je need na tak' it ill), 
I thought tbem •omething like foonel. 

Then patronise them wt' your favor, 

And Tour petitioner shall ever 

I bad amuat said, ever pray, 

But that 't a word I need na say; 

For prayin, I hae little skill o't; 

I 'm baith dead-sweer, an' wretched ill o't; 

But I 'se repeat cacb poor man's prayV, 

That kens or hears about you, ait: 

" May ne'er Misfortune'i gowltng baric 
Howl thro' the dwelling o' the clerk I 
Hay ne'er bis gen'rous, honest heart. 
For that same gen'rons spirit sinart 1 
May Kennedy's far-hoaar'd name 
I.ang beet bis hymeneal flame. 
Till Hamilton^, at least a dizsen. 
Are frae their nuptial labors risen; 
Five bonie lasses round their table. 
And sev'n bmw fellows, stout an' able, 
To serve their king an' country weel, 

S" ' word, or pen, or pointed steel I 
i; Health and Peace, with mutual rays. 
Shine on the ev'ning a' his days; 
Till his wae, curlie John's ier-oe, 
When ebbing life liae malr shall flow. 
The last, sad, mournful rites bestow ! " 

I will not wind a lang conclusion. 
With complimentary effusion; 
But, whilst yoiir wishes and endeavours 
Are blest with Fortune's smiles and fa- 

I mm, dear sir, with leal most fervent. 
Your much indebted, humble serraot. 

But if (which Pow'rs above prevent) 
That iron-hearted carl. Want, 
Attended, in his grim advances, 
By sad mistakes, and black mischances, 
While hopes, and joys, and pleasures fly 

Hake you as poor a flog as I am. 
Your "humble servnut" then no more; 
For who would humbly serve the poor 1 
But, by a poor mnn'^ hopes in Heav'n I 
While reoollfctinn'^ [luvrr is giv'n, 
If, in the vale of humble life, 
"Iba Tietim tad of Fortuoe'i strife) 



I, thro' the tender-gushing tear, 
Should recognise my master dear; 
If friendless, low, we meet together, 
Then, sir, your band — my TsiUfD 
Bbotheb I 



TO A LOUSE 



S BONNET AT 



Ha I whare ye gann, ye orowKn ferlie ? 
Your impudence protects you sairly, 
I canna say but ye strunt rarely 

Owre gause and lace, 
Tho' faith I I fear ye dine but sparely 

On sio a place. 



Ye ugly, eree|nn, hlastit wonner. 
Detested, shiinn'd by saunt an' sinner, 
How daur ye set your flt npon her — 

Sne fine a lady I 
Gae somewhere else and seek your dinner 

On some poor body. 



Swith 1 in some beggar's banffet squattle: 
There ye may creep, and sprawl, and 

Wi' itber kindred, jumping cattle. 

In shoali and Qatimu; 

Whare horn nor bane ne'er danr unsettle 
Your thick plantations. 

Now hand you there t ye 're out o' eight, 
Below the fatt'rils, snug an' tight; 
Na, faith ye yet I je 'II no be right. 

Till ye 've got on it — 
The vera tapmoat, tow'ring height 

O' Miss's bonnet. 



My sooth 1 right banld ye set yoor noM 



for SI 

Or tell, red smeddnm, 

1 'd gie je sic a heart? dose o 't. 

Wad dret* fonr dcoddona. 
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VI 

I wad ua been sarpriB'd to spy 
You ou an auld wife's flainen toy; 
Or aiblins some bit duddie boy, 

On 'a wyliecoat; 
But Miss's fine Lnnardi f fye t 

How daur ye do 't ? 

VII 

O Jenny, dinna toss your bead. 
An* set your beauties a' abread I 
Te little ken what cursed speed 

The blastie 's makin I 
Thae winks an* finger-ends, I dread, 

Are notice takin 1 

VIII 

O wad some Power the gif tie gie ns 

To see oursels as ithers see us I 

It wad frae mouie a blunder free ns, 

An' foolish notion: 
What airs in dress an' gtdt wad lea'e us, 

An' ev^ devotion I 



EPISTLE TO J. LAPRAIK 

AN OLD SCOTTISH BARD, APRIL I, 1 785 

John Lapraik, whose song When I upon JTiy 
Bosom Lean ** so thirl'd the heart-strings '* of 
Boms, was descended from an old Ayrshire 
family, which for seTeral eenerations possessed 
the eKtate of I^aigh Dalqnhram, near Muirkirk. 
He was bom in 1727 ; succeeded to the estate 
on the death of his father, and also rented the 
farm and mill of Muirsmill ; lost his estate and 
all his means by the failure of the Ayr Bank 
in 1772 ; was inspired by Bums's success to 

Snblish Poems on Severed Occasions (1788) ; and 
ied 7th May, 1807. 

Lapnuk^s song, so warmly praised by Bums, 
and afterwards sent by him for insertion to 
Johnson's Museum^ iii. 214 0790), closely re- 
sembles one in Rnddiman*s Weekly Magazine, 
11th October, 1773, )Vhen on Thy Bosom I Be- 
dine, dated Eldinburgh, 11th October, and 
sigpied ** Happy Husband/* It has been too 
rashly inferred that Lapraik plagiarised from 
this lyric : he may have written it himself. 
Another, When West Winds did Blow, which 
Burns also sent to Johnson, is not without 
merit. The original Epistle was at one time in 
the possession of Sir Kobert Jardine, and the 
piece is also entered in the First Common Place 
Book under date June, 1786> 



While briers an' woodbines budding 

green. 
And paitricks scraichiu loud at e'en. 
An' morning poussie whiddin seen. 

Inspire my Muse, 
This freedom, in an unknown frien' 

I pray excuse. 

II 

On Fasten-e'en we had a rockin. 

To ca' the crack and weave our stockin; 

And there was muckle fun and jokini 

Ye need na doubt; 
At length we had a hearty yokin. 

At ** sang about." 

Ill 

There was ae sang, among the rest, 
Aboon them a' it pleas'd me best. 
That some kind husband bad addrest 

To some sweet wife: 
It thirl'd the heart-strings thro' the breast, 

A' to the life. 

IV 

I 've scarce heard ought describ'd sae weel, 
What gen'rous, mnnly bosoms feel; 
Thought I, '* Can this be Pope or Steele^ 

Or Beattie's wark ? " 
They tald me 't was an odd kind chiel 

About Muirkirk. 



It pat me fidgin-fain to hear 't. 
An' sae about him there I spier't; 
Then a' that kent him round declar'd 

He had iugfne; 
That nane excell'd it, few cam near % 

It was sae fine: 

VI 

That, set him to a pint of ale. 

An' either douce or merry tale, 

Or rhymes an' sangs he 'a made himself 

Or witty catches, 
'Tween luTemess an' Teviotdale, 

He had few matches. 

vn 

Then up I gat, an' swoor an aith, 

Tho' I should pawn my pleugh an' graith, 

Or die a cadger pownie's death, 

At some dyke-back, 
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A pint Ml* gill I 'd gie tbem baitb, 
To hear your craok. 



But, first Hu' foremost, I should tell, 
Amaist as aoou aa I could spell, 
I to the cnimlio-j ingle fell; 

Tho' ruds an' rough — 
Yot crooning to a body's sel. 

Does weel eneugh. 



I un lUM poet, Id a ssnga; 

Bat iuat a rhymer lilce by chanoe. 

An' faae to learning nae pretence; 

Yet, what the matter ? 
Whene'er my Muse does on me glanoe, 

' ■■ le at her. 






Your critic-folk may cock their nose. 
And say, " How can you e'er propoee, 
You wha ken hardly verse f rae prose, 

To mak a sang ? '' 
But, by your leaver, my learned foes. 

Ye 're maybe wrong. 



What 's a,' your jargon o' jonr Schools, 
Your Latin natnes for horns nn' stools ? 
It honest Nature made you fools, 

What sairs your grammera ? 
Ye 'd better taen up spades and shools. 

Or knappin-hammers. 



\ set o' dull, conceited hashes 
Confuse their brains in college-classes. 
They gang in stirks, and come out asses, 

Plain truth to speak; 
An' lyne they think to climb Fami 

By dint o' Greek I 



Gie me ae spark o' Nature's fire, 
That '■ a' the learning I desire; 
Then, tho' I drudge thro' dub en* nuc 

At plengh or cart, 
Hy Mu»e, tho* hamely m attire. 

May loiteh the htaA 



O for a spnnk o' Allan's slee. 
Or Fergnsson's, the baiila an' slae, 



Or bright Lapraik's, my friend to be, 
It I can hit it I 

That would be lear eneugh for me, 
If I could get iu 



Now, sir, if ye hae friends enow, 
Tho' real friends I b'lieve are few; 
Yet, if your catalogue be fow. 



I winna bUw about mysel. 

As ill I like my fauts to tell; 

But friends, an' folks that wish me well. 

They sometimes rooee me 
Tho*, I mauD own, as mouie still 

As far abuse me. 



There 's ae wee faut they wbyles lay t» 

1 like the lasses — Gude forgie me f 
For nionie a plack they wheedle ftae me 

At dance or fair; 
Maybe some ither thing they gie me. 

They weel can spare. 



But Manchline Race or Maochline Fair, 
I should be proud to meet yon there: 
We 'se gie ae night's dischaige to care. 
It we forgather; 



The four-gill chap, we 'se gar him cUt> 

ter. 
An' kinen him wi' reekin water; 
Syne we II sit down an' tak our whitter, 

To cheer our heart; 
An' faith, we 'se be acquainted better 

Before we part. 



To Catch-the-Plack I 
I dinna like to tee your faoe, 

Kor hear your eraek. 
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XXI 

But je whom social pleasure charms. 
Whose hearts the tide of kindness warms. 
Who hold your being on the terms, 

" Each aid the others," 
Come to my bowl, come to my arms, 

My friends, my brothers I 

XXII 

But, to conclude my lang epistle, 
As my auld pen 's worn to the grissle, 
Twa Unes frae you wad gar me fissle. 

Who am most fervent, 
While I can either siiifi^ or whistle. 

Your iiiend and servant 



SECOND EPISTLE TO J. LAPRAIK 

APRIL 21, 1785 

Entered in the Firtt Common Place Book 
under the first Epistle with this explanation : 
** On receiving an answer to the above I wrote 
the following." 



While new-ca*d kye rowte at the stake 
An' pownies reek in pleugh or braik, 
This hour on e'enin's edge I take. 

To own I 'm debtor 
To honest-hearted, auld Lapraik, 

For his kind letter. 

n 

Forjesket sair, with weary legs, 
Rattlin the com ont-owre the rigs, 
Or dealing thro' amang the naigs 

Their ten-hourr bite. 
My awkart Muse sair pleads and begs, 

I would na write. 

Ill 

The tapetless, ramfeezl'd hizzie. 
She 's saf t at best an' something lazy: 
Quo' she: *' Ye ken we 've been sae busy 

This month ah' roair. 
That trowth, my head is grown right dizzie, 

An' something sair." 

IV 

Her dowfP excuses pat me mad: 

** Conscience," says I, «ye thowless jadl 



I '11 write, an' that a hearty biaud, 

This vera ni^ht; 

So dinna ye affront your trade. 

But rhyme it right. 



'* Shall bauld Lapraik, the king o' hearts, 
Tho' mankind were a pack o' cartes, 
Roose you sae weel for your deserts. 

In terms sae friendly; 
Tet ye '11 neglect to shaw your parts 

An' thank him kindly ? " 

VI 

Sae I gat paper in a blink. 

An' down gaed stumpie in the ink: 

Quoth I: ** Before I sleep a wink, 

I vow I 11 close it: 
An' if ye winna mak it clink. 

By Jove, I '11 prose it I " 

VII 

Sae I 've begun to scrawl, but whether 
In rhyme, or prose, or baith thegither. 
Or some hotch-potch that 's rightly neither^ 

Let time mak proof; 
But I shall scribble down some blether 

Just clean aff-loof. 

VIII 

My worthy friend, ne'er grudge an' carp, 
Tho' Fortune use you ha^ an sharp; 
Come, kittle up your moorland harp 

Wi' gleesome touch I 
Ne'er mind how Fortune waft an' warp; 

She 's but a bitch. 

IX 

She 's gien me monie a jirt an' fleg. 
Sin' I could striddle owre a ri^; 
But, by the Lord, tho' I should beg 

Wi' lyart pow, 
1 11 laugh an' sing, an' shake my leg, 

Ab lang 's I dow 1 



Now comes the sax-an-twentieth simmer 
I 've seen the bud upo' the timmer, 
Still persecuted by the limmer 

Frae year to year; 
Bat yet, despite the lattle kimmer, 

I, Bob, am here* 



TO WILLIAM SIMPSON OF OCHILTREE 



Do re eav^ the cit; gent, 

Bebmt a kiat to lis ui' Bldent; 

Or pime-praud, bir wi' cent, per cent 

A IT mnckle wame, 
In aome bit brag'h to represent 

A bailia's name ? 



Or ia 't the puighty feudal tbane, 
Vfi' raffl'd sark an gUncing cane, 
Wha tliiulu bimsel iiae sbeep-sbank bane, 

ButlordlTBtalba; 
While caps an' bonnets aff are taeo, 

As bj he walks ? 



« O Thou wha giea us each gnid gift I 
Gie me o' wit an' sense a lif^ 
Then tarn me, if Thoa please, adrift 

Thro' Scotland wide; 
Wi' cits nor lairds I wadna shift, 

la a' their pride I " 



Were this the charter of onr state, 
" On pain o* hell be rich an' great," 
DamuatioD then wonld be our fate, 

Bejond remead; 
Bnt, thanks to henren, that 's no the g 

We leant oar creed. 



For thus the royal mandate ran, 
When first the human race began; 
" The social, friendly, honest man, 

Whate'er he be, 
"T is he fulfils great Nature's plan. 

And none bnt he." 



O mandate glorious and divine I 
The followers o' the ragged Nine — 
Poor, thoughtless dcTiul — vet may sbino 

In glorious light ; 
While sordid sons o^ Mammon's line 

Are dark as night I 
ZVtt 
Tbo' here thej scrape, an' sqneeie, an' 

Their worthies* neirefn' of a soul 
Ifay in soma fntnre carcase howl, 
Tbe forest's fright; 



Or in some day-detesting owl 

May shun the light. 



Then may lAprnik and Bums arise, 
To reach their native, kindred skies. 
And sing their pleasures, hopes an' joya, 

In some mild sphere; 
Still elowr knit in frieudship's ties, 

Each passing year I 



William ^mpwin, son of Jobo Simpson, fArmsT 
ID Tan-Pound Land, in tha iniriih of Ochiltme. 
He vdi born 2:M August, 1758; was edaoated 



of Cnmnock ; and died 4th July, 1815. It has 
been inferred (liAt tha pie« which dnv tha 
iUtterin^ letter from him «iu Tilt Twa Herds. 
But the inference ii not supported by the evi- 
denoe adduced — the ataCement of Bnma bim- 
■elf , that he gave a copy of that satire to " a 
particular friend ; " for Bums affirmed to this 
Hune friend that he did not know vho was tha 
author, and had got a cop; by accident. 



I OAT your letter, winsome Willie; 
Wi' gratefu' heart I thank yon brawlle; 
Tho' I mann say 't, I wad be silly 
And unoo vain, 



Bnt I 'se believe ye kindly meant it: 
I sud be laitb to think ye hinted 
Ironic satire, sidelins sklented, 

On my poor Muue; 
The' in sic phraisin terms ye 've penn'd 

". , 

I Karc« exense ye> 
in 
My aenses wad be in a creel. 
Should I but dare a hope to speel, 
Wi' Allan, or wi' Gilbertfleld, 

The brau o' fame; 



48 



POEMS CHIEFLY IN THE SCOTTISH DIALECT 



Or Fergusson, the writer-chiely 

A deathless name. 



s 



IV 

O Fergrusson ! thy glorions parts 
I suited law's dry, musty arts ! 
My corse upon your whunstane hearts, 

Ye E'nbrugb gentry ! 
The tythe o' what ye waste at cartes 

Wad stow'd his pantry !) 



Yet when a tale comes i' my head, 
Or lasses gie my heart a screed — 
As whyles they 're like to be my dead, 

(O sad disease !) 
I kittle up my rustic reed ; 

It gies me ease. 

VI 

Anld Coila, now, may fidge fu' fain. 
She 's gotten bardies o' her ain; 
Chiels wha their chanters winna hain. 

But tune their lays, 
Till echoes a' resound again 

Her weel-sung praise. 

VII 

Nae Poet thought her worth his while, 
To set her name in measnr'd style ; 
She lay like some unkend-of isle 

Beside New Holland, 
Or whare ¥rild-meeting oceans boil 

Besouth Magellan. 

VIII 

Bamsay an' famous Fergnsson 
Gied Forth an' Tay a lift aboon; 
Yarrow an' Tweed, to monie a tune, 

Owre Scotland rings; 
While Irwin, Lugar, Ayr, an' Doon 

Naebody sings. 

IX 

Th' Illissns, Tiber, Thames, an' Seine, 
Glide sweet in monie a tunefu' line: 
But, Willie, set your fit to mine, 

An' cock your crest I 
We 11 gar our sti^ams and bumies shine 

Up wi' the best. 



We '11 sing anld Coila's plains an' fells, 
Ber moors red-brown wi' heather bells, 



Her banks an' braes, her dens an' dells, 

Whare glorious Wallace 

Aft bure the gree, as story tells, 

Frae Suthron billies. 

XI 

At Wallace' name, what Scottish blood 
But boils up in a sprinr-tide flood ? 
Oft have our fearless &thers strode 

By Wallace' side. 
Still pressing onward, red-wat-shod| 

Or glorious dy'd 1 

xn 

O, sweet are Coila's haughs an' woods. 
When lintwhites chant amang the bndsy 
And jinkin hares, in amorous whids. 

Their loves enjoy; 
While thro' the braes the cushat croods 

With wailfu' cry I 

XIII 

Ev'n winter bleak has charms to me. 
When winds rave thro' the naked tree; 
Or frosts on hills of Ochiltree 

Are hoary gray; 
Or blinding drifts wild-furious flee, 

Dark'ning the day 1 

XIV 

O Nature I a' thy shews an' forms 
To feeling, pensive hearts hae charms t 
Whether the summer kindly warms, 

Wi' life an' Ught; 
Or winter howls, in ffusty storms. 

The lang, dark night 1 

XV 

The Muse, nae poet ever fand her. 
Till by himsel he leam'd to wander, 
Adown some trottin bum's meander. 

An' no think lang: 
O, sweet to stray, an' pensive ponder 

A heart-felt sang ! 

XVI 

The warly race may drudge an' drive, 
Hog-shoutber, jundie, stretch, an' strive; 
Let me fair Nature's face descrive. 

And I, wi' pleasure, 
Shall let the busy, grumbling hive 

Bum owre their treasnxe. 



TO WILUAM SIMPSON OF OCHILTREE 



Fnreireel, 107 rfajme-compoabg britber 1 
We 't« been own lang luucend to itUer: 
Now let 111 U]r our hesda thegither. 

Id Ioto frateniAl: 
May Envy wallop in a tether. 

Black flend, inf emkl 1 



While Highlandmen hate toll* ao' taiea; 
While moorlaii' hetds like guid, fat brax- 

WTiile Ternt Finna, on her axis, 

Dionial turns; 
Count on a friend, iu faith au' practioe. 

Id Robert ButUB. 



POSTSCRIPT 



My nieiDory 's no worth a preen; 

I had aniaiit fo^otten clean, 

Ye bade me write you what they mean 

By thia New-Light, 
"Bout which our herds sae aft hae been 

Haist like to fight. 



In days when raankind were but calLuu; 

At grammar, logic, an' sio talents. 

They took nae pains their speech to balance. 

Or rules to gie ; 
But spak their thoughts in pkun, braid 

Like you or me. 



Id thae auld times, they thoog-ht the moon, 
Just like a sark, or pair o' shoon, 
Wore by degrees, till her last roon 

Gaed past their Tiewin; 
An' aliortly after she was done. 

They gat a new ane. 



This past for certain, undisputed; 

It ne'er com i' their heads to doubt it, 

mi chiels gat up an' wad confute it. 

An' oa'd it wrauff ; 
An' mucUe din there was about it, 

Baith loud an' lang. 



Some herds, weel leam'd upo' the Beuk, 
Wad threap auld folk the thing misteuk; 
For 't waa the auld moon tum'd a neuk 

As' out o' sight. 
An' backliuS'MWniiD to the leuk. 

She grew inair bright. 



'hat beardless laddies 
Should think they better were infonn'd 
Than their auld daddies. 



Frae less to mair, it gned to sticks; 
Frae words an* aiths, to clours an' nicks; 
An' monie a fallow gat bis licks, 

Wi' hearty crunt; 
An' some, to learn them for their tricks, 

Were bang'd an' brunt. 



Hiis game was play'd in monie lands, 
An' Aiild-Ltght caddies bure sic hands, 
That faith, the yoiingiCers took the sand* 

Wi' nimble shanks 
Till lairds forbad e, by strict commands. 

Sic bluidy pnnka. 



But N'ew-Light herds pit sic a cowe, 
Folk thought them ruin'd stick-aii-stowe; 
Till now, amaist on ev'ry knowe 

Ye 11 And ane placed; 
An' some, their New-Lipht fair avow. 

Just quite barefao'd. 

XXVIII 

Nae doubt the Auld -Light flooka wn 

bleatin; 
Their zealous herds are rei'd and sweatin; 
Mysel, I 've eren seen them greetin 

Wi' gimin spite. 
To bear the moon aae sadlj tie'd on 

By word an' write. 



But shortly they will cowe the loons I 
Some Auld-Irfght herds in neebor toiins 
Am mind't, in things they ca' balloons. 
To tsk a flight, 



so 
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An' stay ae month amang the moons 

An' see them right. 

XXX 

Gold observation they will gie them; 

An' when the auld moon's gaun to lea'e 

them, 
The hindmost shaird, they 'U fetch it wi' 
them, 

Just i' their poach; 
An' when the New-Liebt billies see them, 

I think they '11 crouch 1 

XXXI 

Sae, ye observe that a' this clatter 

Is naething but a "moonshine matter; " 

But tho' dull prose-folk Latin splatter 

In logic tulzie, 
I hope we, Bardies, ken some better 

Than mind sic brulzie. 



EPISTLE TO JOHN RANKINE 

ENCLOSING SOME POEMS 

Rankine was fanner at Adamhill, in the 
parish of Craigie, near Lochlie. His wit, his 
dreams (invented for the purpose of roasting 
his dislikee), and his practical jokes were the 
talk of the country side. Euis sister, Mar- 
garet, was the first wife of John Lapraik, and 
nis daughter, Anne, afterwards Mrs. Merry, 
vaunted herself the heroine of The Bigs o* 
Barley. Bums also addressed to Rankine a 
Beply to an Announcementy and complimented 
him in an Epitaph as the one *^ honest man " in 
'' a mixtie-maztie motley squad.'* 

It is to be noted that the last seven stanzas 
of this piece set forth an acoonnt in good vene- 
real slang — e. g, " straik " (t. e. " stroke ") = 
Bubagitare; "hen," "wame," "taU," "gun," 
** feathers,^ and so forth — of Bums*s amour 
with £lizabeth Paton, by whom he had an ille- 
gitimate child (November, 1784), and with 
whom he did penance by order of the Session. 



O ROUGH, rude, ready-witted Rankine, 
The wale o' cocks for fun an' drinkin f 
There 's monie godly folks are thinkin' 

Your dreams and tricks 
Will tend yon, Korah-like, a-sinkin 

Straught to Auld Nick's. 



II 

Ye hae sae monie cracks an' cants, 
And in your wicked drucken rants, 
Ye mak a devil o' the sannts. 

An' fill them fou'; 
And then their failings, flaws, an' wants 

Are a' seen thro'. 

Hypocrisy, in mercy spare it ! 

That holv robe, O, diuna tear it 1 

Spare 't tor their sakes, wha af ten wear it — « 

The lads in black; 
But your curst wit, when it comes near it, 

Rives 't aff their back. 

IV 

Think, wicked sinner, wha ye 're skaithiiig: 
It 's just the Blue-gown badge an' claithing 
O' sannts; tak that, ye lea'e them naething 

To ken them by 
Frae onie unregenerate heathen, 

Like you or I. 



I 've sent yon here some rhyming ware 
A' that I bargain'd for, an' mair; 
Sae, when ye hae an hour to spare, 

I will expect. 
Yon sang ye 11 sen't, wi' cannie care. 

And no neglect. 

VI 

Tho' faith, sma' heart hae I to sing: 
My Muse dow scarcely spread her wing 1 
I 've play'd mysel a bonie spring, 

An' danc'd mv fill ! 
I 'd better gaen an' sair't the King 

At Bunker's Hill. 

VII 

'T was ae night lately, in my f nn, 

I gaed a rovin wi' the gun, 

An' brought a paitrick to the gnm' — 

A bonie hen; 
And, as the twilight was beg^. 

Thought nane wad ken. 

VIII 

The poor, wee thing was little hurt; 
I straikit it a wee K>r sport. 
Ne'er thinkin they wad fash me for 't; 

Bat, Deil-maroare I 



Some ftuld, us'd bonds had taen a note, 
That lio R lieu had got a shot; 
I was Biupected for the plot; 

I Ecoru'a to lie; 
So gKt the whissle o' my groAt, 

An' pay't the fee. 

Bnt, bj mj gaa, o' guns tbe w*le, 
An' by my ponther an' my hail, 
An' bj my neii, au' by ber toil, 

pay, owre nooi 
For this, niest year 1 



Am soon '■ the elockin-time u by, 
An* the wee pouts began to cry. 
Lord, I 'ae bae sportio by an' by 

For my gowd guinea; 
Tho' I should herd tbe Iiucknkin kye 

For 't, in Virginia I 



^Dwth, they httd mnoUe for to blame I 
'T vras neither broken wing nor limb. 
But tw^three chaps about the wame. 

Scarce thro' tbe featbersj 
An' bwth a yellow Geor^ to clium 

An' tbole their blethera I 



It pita me ay as mad 'b a bare; 

So I can rhyme nor write nae mnir; 

But pennywortlis again is fair, 

When time 's expedient: 
Ueanvhile I am, respected Sir, 

Your most obedient. 



In aa !nterI«Ted oopj of Jobmon's MmeMm, 
Buna nnurlu : " All the old wonls that ever 
I oould nieflt to this were the following, which 
leem to hare been an old chonu : — 



The hut SOUK in Raioiay'i GtntU Siepitrd, 
Mf Patii it, a LovtT Gag, U> the tune Cam Rigt 



Bums wrote to Oeoi^ Thonuon ; " Mg Pattit 
U a Lover Gag — is oneqnaL ' His nund is 
lUTer muddy ' » a muddy eiprewon indeed. 



This Is ■nicly far unworthy of Ranuay, or of 
jonr work." With charaoteriatic defannoe 
he added: " My aoDj;, Rigt o' Barltg, to the 
same tune, doe* not altogether pleaae me, but 
if I can mend it, I will submit it to your con- 
lideratioD." Thomaon disregarded this modest 
offer ; " My Patie it a Len<a- Gag, though a 
little unequal, is a natural and plragiuR smig, 
and I bambly think we ongbt not to displace 
it or alter it except the last stanza.'' 

Id his AntobloRraphical Letter to Dr. Moore, 
Bnms includes this admirable lyiic among the 
" rhymes " of bis " early days," oompoaed before 
his t»ent;-thinl year. Bnt its accomplishment 
is finer tlun he W then ocanpassed, and, as in 
the case of the lyrio that follows. JVoio Watlin' 
Windt, the early Tsrnon was probably a niera 
fragmentary aufcgertion of the later. Boras was 
himself acouatomed to leKard the last stHiza as 
a nearer approach to hii ideal of exprastion and 
sentiment than he had achieved elaewhere. As 
to the heroine then is not baaia enough CTgn 
for conjecture, though di*eiB * "ij^t hava 



It was upon a Lammas night, 

When com rigs are bonis. 
Beneath tbe moon's unclouded light, 

I held nwa to Annie; 
The time flew by, wi' tontless heed; 

1111, 'tween the late and early, 
Wi' snia' persuasion she agreed 
To see me thro' tbe barley. 
Corn rigs, an' barley rigs. 
An' com rigs are bonie: 
1 11 ne'er forget that happy night, 
Amang the rigs wi' AJmie. 



The sky was blue, the wind was stiU, 
The moott was shining clearly; 

I set her down, wi* right good will, 
Amaog^ the rigi a' barley: 
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EPITAPH ON A HENPECKED SQUIRE 



Snoudun Eliza, etc.. all, all weU." Thin hIiowi 
mt Eliza lirud in Mouohtiue. »he wan Eliia- 
Uth MiUer — after.a«l Mn. TempleWn — 
celebrated in The Bflitt of MamMint ipoat, p. 

niJMthB-MigaBettj" who 's " br»w." See 
aiMO A MaadditH, Wedding (pott, p. 114). 



Fbom thee, Etizo, I must go 

And from mj natire shore: 
The cruel fates between iia tlirow 

A boundleaa oeeau's to«x\ 
But boundless oceuia, roaring wide 

Between my Love and me, 
Thev never, never can divide 

Mj' heart and eoul From thee. 



Farewell, farewell, Eliia dear, 

The maid that I adore 1 
A boding voice is in mine ear, 

But the lateit throb that leaves mj teart. 
While Death stands vie [or by. 

That throb, Eliza, is tli/ part. 
And thine that latest sigh t 



THE FAREWELL 



■HI/*/, and joy hi i. 



Tdse: 

'^At this time the author int«D4l«1 going 
to Jamaica" (us. R. B. in a oopj of the '80 
Eilition in the British Museum). Bnms 
waa admitted nn apprenlire of the Kt. David's 
Lodre, Tu'bolton (formed hy the nnion ot the 
St. Jamea'ii with the St. Divid'*). 4th JdI^, 
1181, Hid. vhen ■ separation of (he Lodgai 
occurred la Jane, I7S:>. he adhered to the St. 
James's, of whioh he wa^ on 22d Jnlv. 1784, 
elseled depute manter. The venies. it is aap- 
jMNed, were recitml at a toeellng of the Lodge 
tnld on the 23d June. 



Adiku I a heart-warm, fond adien; 
Dear Brothers of the MyH\c TUt 

Ye favour'd, je enlifthten'd tew, 
Companiona of mv Rooial joy I 
Th»' I to foreign JanrU must hie, 

Punuiog FortuDe'B slidd'ry ba'; 



With melting heart and brimful eye, 
I 'II mind you still, iho' far awa. 



Oft have I met your social band, 

Atid spent the uheerfut, festive night; 
Oft, bouour'd with supreme cotnmaiid, 

Presided o'er the Soni of Light; 

And hy that Hieroglyphic bnglit. 
Which none but Crq/l$rnen ever saw ! 

Strong Mem'ry ou my heart shall writ« 
Those happy scenes, when for awa. 



^ 1 the Grand Deiign, 

Beneath tb' Omniscieut Eye above — 

The glorious Architect Uivine — 

That you may keep Ih' Unerring Lint, 
Still rising by the Plummet's Law. 

Till Order bright completely Mae, 
Shall be my pray'r, when for awa. 



And You, farewell ! whose merits rlaim 
Justly tlukt Highesi Badge to wear: 

Heav'n bless your lionour'd, noble Name, 
To Masonry and Scotia dear 1 
A last request permit me here. 

When yearly ye assemble a'; 
Otic round, I aak it with a tear. 

To him, the Bard that 'a for awa. 



EPITAPH ON A HENPECKED 
SQUIRE 

Bam* states that (lie anTiject of this epila|A 
waa " Mr. Campbell of Nethprploce," a man- 
sion a little to the west ot Manehline. on the 
Tooil to MoHgicl. It is prohahle thai Campbell 
— or perhaps his wife — had given Bums soma 
particnlar offence. 

As father Adnm fint was fool'd, 
A case that 's still too common. 

Here lies a man a woman rul'd: 
The Devil ruled the woman. 



EPIGRAM ON SAID OCCASION 



Drath, had'st thou but spar'd his lif(^ 
Whoio we this day lament I 
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We freely wad exchanged the wife, 
Au' a' been weel content. 

£v'n as he is, cauld in his graff, 
The swap we jet will do 't; 

Tak thou toe oarlin's carcase a£f, 
Thou 'se get the saul o' boot 



ANOTHER 

OxE Queen Artemisa, as old stories tell, 

When depriv'd of her husband she lovM so 
well, 

In respect for the love and affection he 'd 
show'd her, 

She reduced him to dust and she drank up 
the powder. 

But Queen Netherplace, of a diffrent com- 
plexion, 

When caird on to order the fun'ral direc- 
tion, 

Would have eat her dead lord, on a slender 
pretence, 

Not to show her respect, but — to save the 
expense ! 



EPITAPHS 

ON A CELEBRATED RULING 
ELDER 

In the Author's Edition the Elder's name is 
indicated merely by asterisks ; in a copy of the 
'86 in the British Musenra, ** Hood '' is in- 
8ert«d ; and tn the Firgt Common Place Book, 
nnder the date April, 1784, the heading is, 
" Epitaph on Wm. Hood, senr. in Tarbolton." 

Hfre Souter Hood in death does sleep: 
In hell, if he 's gane thither, 

Satan, gie him thy gear to keep; 
He '11 hand it weel thegither. 



ON A NOISY POLEMIC 

James Hnraphry, a mason in Mauchline, 
with no donbt of his ability to debate with 
Bums. He died in 1844. 

Below tbir stanes lie Jamie's banes: 
O Death, it 's my opinion. 



Thou ne'er took such a bleth'rin bitch 
Into thy dark dominion. 



ON WEE JOHNIE 

It is common to assume that Bums meant 
this for his own printer, John Wilson of Kil- 
marnock ; but there was a bookseller in Mauch- 
line, also of diminutiYe stature, named John 
Wilson. It has further been denoted, by Cham- 
bers, that the trifle is a literal translation of a 
Latin epigram in Nuga VenaUij 1(563. 

Hicjacet wee Johnie 

Whoe'er thou art, O reader, know, 
That Death has murder'd Johnie, 

An' here his body lies fu' low — 
For saul he ne'er had onie. 



FOR THE AUTHOR'S FATHER 

William Bumess died at Loehlie, 18th 
February, 1784 ; and this Epitaph on my Ever 
Honoured Father was inserted in the First Com" 
man Place Book under the date April of that 
year. It is eng^ved on the tombstone in Allo- 
way Churchyard. 

O TE whose cheek the tear of pity stains, 
Draw near with pious rev'rence, and 
attend ! 
Here lie the loving husband's dear remains, 
The tender father, and the gen'rous 
friend. 

The pitying heart that felt for human 
woe, 
The dauntless heart that fear'd no human 
pride. 
The friend of man — to vice alone a foe; 
For " ev'n his failings lean'd to virtue's 
side." 



FOR ROBERT AIKEN, Esq. 

Kkow thou, O stranger to the fame 
Of this much lov'd, much hononr'd 
name ! 

(For none that knew him need be told), 
A warmer heart Death ne'er made cold. 



A BARD'S EPITAPH 



FOR GAVIN HAMILTON, EsQ. 

THBDoor nuui weeps — here GutId sleepe. 
Whom canting wietcbea bUun'd; 

But witfa lueh aa he, whera'er he be, 
Hay I be uv'd or dsmn'd. 



A BARD'S EPITAPH 



Is tliere a whim-intpirid fool, 

Owre faat for tliougbt, owre hot for rule, 

Owre blate to seek, owre proud to bdooI 7 — 

Let bim drnw near; 
And owre this grauy heap ling dool, 

And dnp a tear. 



Is there a Bard of rustic song. 
Who, noteless, steals the crowds among, 
That weekly this m4a throng ? — 
O.paasnotbjl 



Bat with a frater-feeling Btrong, 

Here, Iwave a Mgh. 



Is there a man, wlioee jadgmeut dear 
Can others teach the course to steer, 
Yet TOUB, himself, life's mad oareer 

Wild as the wave? — 
Here pause — and, thro' the startiug lei 

Sarvej this grave. 



The poor inhabitfint below 

Was quick to learn and wise to know. 

And keenly felt the fiiendl; glow 

And softer flune; 
But thoDghtless follies laid him low. 

And atftia'd his name. 



Reader, attend I whether thy sool 
Soars Fancy's flights beyonci the pole. 
Or darkling gruhe this earthly hole 

In loir pureuit; 
Know, pradent, cautious, self-control 

Is wisdom's root. 



ADDITIONS IN THE EDINBURGH EDITION OF i;8; 



Oh 30th Jul; [1T^]> the eve of publication 
[Of the Kilmarnook Edition of Poemt cAit/Ill in 
tit AeoHiiA Dialtd], Bums wrote thus to Rioh- 
nioud : " Mj hour is now come," and " you and 
I shall nsTer meet in Britain more." By the 
end of Anput nearly the whole impreenon was 
•nbicribed, and Boma, " after deducting all 
sipgnses," pooketed, scooiding hi hia own 
Statement, "uearlj twenty pounds: " a ranch 
•mailer sum than is shown in the aoconnt 
between him and Wilson. "The money," he 
says, " cams in KBwnably, aa I waa abont to 
indent myself for want of money to pay ray 
fmighL As soon aa I was maater of nine gnin- 
aaa, the prise of wafting me to the torrid zone, 
I baipake a passage in the very first ship that 



' ' Vor hnnfTy mln had m 



HWtBd." 






s combined to delay his 
I. and althoajth on the 14th Angust 
* *~ --•' -n the let Septembar, Sep- 
HiuDar paaaea ana he waa atill in Sootlaod. 
On the 9th October, after Battling aoooonts 
wMt WUstm, he offered him a seoond edition : 



be booked ti 



" on the hazard of being paid out of the first 
and readiest." Wilson declined, and the dia- 
appointraent more atrongly canfirroed hia de- - 
termination to luTe the conntry. He would 
ineTitably have done ao, it he had not chanced 
to aee a letter from Dr. BUcklock to the Rav. 
Dc. Lawrie, of Newrailna, eipiessing a strong 
opinion in faionr of a second edition, and affirm- 
ing that the book might " obtain a more nnt- 
verssl circalation than anything of the kind " 
within the writer's memory. At this time he 
had taken " the last faiewell " of his friends ; 
his " chest wss on the road to Qreenock ; " he 
had devised a song, TU Oloamf Nigit it Goth- 
rring FaM, as the " last effort " of his " Muse 
in Caledonia." But the letter npeet nil his 
schemes, and determined him to get hia veise 
reiaaned by an Edinbnrgh pnblialier ; ao he 
"posted" to the capital, "without a aingle 
acqaaintanca in town," or " a aingle letter 
of recommandation " in his pocket. Throogh 
the Earl of Qlanosirn he wss mlroduced le 
Creech : with the rranlt that a new EditieB 
(the Flirt Edinbnrgb) was ready for delivery 
oo the 18th Apeil. 
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Three thonsand copies were printed, for orer 
fifteen hundred suheoribeis: tne book being 
entitled '' Poems ch^fly in the Scotti^ Dialect. 
By Robert Bums. Edinburgh. Printed for 
the Author and Sold by William Creech. 1787." 
Many important pieces — some written while 
the Yolume was going through the press — 
were added ; but not even in the Dedication 
to the Caledonian Hunt was there so much as 
a hint that this was a Second Edition. [The 
Dedication is as follows : — J 



DEDICATION 

TO THE NOBLEMEN AKD GEITTLEMEK OF THE 
CAUEDONIAK HUNT 

Mt LfORDs AND Gentlemen, — A Scottish 
iard, proud of the name, and whose highest 
ambition is to sing in his Conntry*s service — 
where shall he so properly look for patronage 
as to the illustrious Names of his native Land ; 
those who bear the honours and inherit the vir- 
tues of their Ancestors ? The Poetic Genius 
of my Country found roe as the prophetic bard 
Elijan did Elisba — at the plough^ and threw 
her inspiring mantle over me. She bade me 
sing the loves, the joys, the rural scenes and 
rural pleasures of my natal Soil, in my native 
tongue: I tuned my wild, artless notes, as 
she inspired. She whispered roe to come to 
this ancient metropolis of Caledonia, and lay 
my Songs under your honoured protection : I 
now obey her dictates. 

Though much indebted to your goodness, I 
do not approach you, my Lords and Gentlemen, 



in the usual style of dedication, to thank yoa 
for past favours ; that path is so hackneyed by 
prostituted Learning, that honest Rusticity is 
ashamed of it. Nor do I present this Address 
with the venal soul of a servile Author, looking 
for a continuatiou of those favours : I was bred 
to the Plough, and am independent. I come 
to claim the common Scottish name with you, 
my illustrious Countrymen; and to tell the world 
that I glory in the title. I come to congratu- 
late my Country, that the blood of h%T ancient 
heroes still runs uncontaminated ; and that 
from your courage, knowledge, and public 
spirit, she may expect protection, wealth, and 
bberty. In the last place, I come to proffer 
my wannest wishes to the Great Fountain of 
Honour, the Monarch of the Universe, for your 
welfare and happiness. 

When you go forth to waken the Echoes, in 
the ancient and favorite amusement of your 
Forefathers, may Pleasure ever be of your 
party ; and may Social-joy await your return ! 
When harassed in court or camps with the jost- 
lings of bad men and bad measures, may the 
honest consciousness of injured Worth attend 
your return to your native Seats ; and may 
Domestic Happiness, with a smiling welcome, 
meet you at your gates ! May Corruption shrink 
at your kindling, indignant glance ; and may 
tyranny in the Ruler and licentiousness in the 
People equally find you an inexorable foe ! 

I have the honour to be, with the sincerest 
gratitude and highest respect, 
Mt Lords and Gentlemen, 

Tour most devoted, humble Servant, 

ROBERT BURNS. 
EonrauxoH, April 4, 1787. 



DEATH AND DOCTOR HORN- 
BOOK 

A TRUE STORY 

According to Gilbert Bums, Hornbook was 
one John Wilson, parish schoolmaster of Tar- 
bolton. To eke out his salary he opened a 
grocer's shop, where he ** added the sale of a 
few medicines to his little trade,*' informing 
the public in a shop bill that '* advice would be 
given in common disorders at the shop gratis." 
At a " masonic m«>eting at Tarbolton in the 
spring of 178.5 " Wilson happened to air " his 
medical skill " in the presence of Bums, who 
— says Gilbert — as he parted with him in the 
evening at " the place where he describes the 
meeting with Death '' was visited by ** one of 
those floating ideas of apparitions he mentions 
in his letter to Dr. Moore." The visitation sug- 



gested a train of thoughts which he began run- 
ning into Death and Dr. Hornbook on his way 
home. If Lockhart may be believed, the satire 
ruined Wilson in Tarbolton : not only was he 
compelled to shut his shop, but also he had 
presently to close liis school. But, as he con- 
tinued to act as Session-Clerk down to at least 
8th January, 1793 (letter in Burns Chronicle, 
1895, p. 138), Lockhart must have been in 
some sort misinformed. Nevertheless, Wilson 
did remove to Glasgow, where he became 
schoolmaster and Session-Clerk of the Gorbala 
parish. He died 13th January, 1839. 

Hately Waddell, on the authority of a "re- 
spected resident " in Tarbolton, brought for- 
ward a prototype of Death : one " Hugh Reid 
of the Langlands," a "lang ghaist-like body," 
with whom Bums — 't is the Tarbolton tra- 
dition — forgathered, as here described, near 
" Willie's mill." 



DEATH AND DR. HORNBOOK 



Some boolu are lies froe end to end. 
And some great lies vera never penu'd 
Ev'n miuiitflra, they hoe been kend, 

Id holy rapture, 
A rausiDg wbid at tiroes to vend, 

And nail 't wi' Scriptur 



Bnt this that I am gaun to tell. 
Which lately on a mght befel, 
la juBt as true 'b the Deil 'a in boll 

Or Dabliu city: 
That e'er he nearer cornea ourael 

'Sa muckle pity 1 

The elaohaii jill bad made me canty, 

I WM na fou, but just had plenty: 

I atacher'd whyles, but yet took tent ay 

To free the ditcheB; 
An' billoolu, stanes, an' bushes, keiid ay 

Fraie ghatsts an' "•-'— 



To count her horna, wi' a' my pow'r 
I set mysel; 

Bat whether she had three or four, 
I eou'd na tell. 



I was come round about the hill, 
And todliu down on Willie's mill. 
Setting my staff wi' a' my skill 

To keep roe ucker; 
Tho' l«ewaid whyles, against my will, 

I took a bicker. 



I there wi' Something does forgather. 

That pat me in an eerie swither; 

An awfn' scythe, oiit..owTe ntr shoiither, 

Clear-dangling, hang; 
A three-tae'd leister on the ither 

L«y, large an' lang. 

Its stature seem'd laiig Scotch ells twa; 
The queerest shape that e'er I saw, 
For flent a name it bad ava; 

And then its ahanltt, 



"Guid-een," quo' I; " Friend I hae y« 

been maw in. 
When ither folk are hnsy sawin 7 " 
It seem'd to mak a kind o' atan'. 

But uae thing a[»k. 
At length, says I : " Friend I wbare je 

WUlyegoback?" 



It spak right bowe : " My name ia Death, 
But be na' fley'd." Quoth I: " Guid 

faith. 
Ye 're may be come to atap my breath; 

But tent me, billie: 
I nd ye wed, take care o' skaitb. 

See, there 's a guUy I " 

X 

" Gudeman," quo* he, " pat np your whittle, 
I 'm no design d to try its mettle; 
But if I did, I wad be kittle 

To be mislear'd; 
I wad na mind it, no that spittle 

Out-owre my beard." 

XI 

" Weel, weel ) " aays I, " a bargain be 't; 
Come, gie 's your band, an' sa; we 'r* 

We 11 ease our shanks, an' tak a seat: 



" Ay, a; I " auo' he, an' shook bis bead, 
" It 'a e'en a Un^, lang time indeed 
Sin' I began to nick the thread 

Ad* choke the breath: 
Folk maun do something for their bread, 

An' aae maun Death. 



" Sax thousand years are near-hand fled 

Sin' I was to the hutching bred. 

An* mouie a scheme in vain 'a been laid 

Tostaporscarme; 
Till ane Hornbook 's U'en up the trade. 

And faith I be '11 waur roo. 
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XIV 

** Ye ken Jook Hornbook i' the clachan ? 
Deil mak his king Vhood in a spleuohau ! — 
He '8 grown sae weel acquaint wi' Buchan 

And itber chaps. 
The weans hand out their fingers laughin, 

An' ponk my hips. 

XV 

^ See, here *8 a scythe, an' there 's a dart. 
They hae pierc'd monie a nilhiut heart; 
But Doctor Hornbook wi' his art 

An' cursed skill. 
Has nuule them baith no worth a fart, 

Damn'd haet they '11 kill I 

XVI 

*' T was but yestreen, nae farther gane, 

I threw a noble throw at ane; 

VfV less, I 'm sure, I 've hundreds slain; 

But Deil-ma-care 1 
It just played dirl on the bane, 

But did nae mair. 

XVII 

** Hornbook was by wi' ready art. 
An' had sae fortify'd the part. 
That when I looked to my dart. 

It was sae blunt, 
Fient haet o't wad hae pierc'd the heart 

Of a kail-runt. 

XVIII 

** I drew my scythe in sic a fury, 
I near-hand cowpit wi' my hurry, 
But yet the bauld Apothecary 

Withstood the shock: 
I might as weel hae try'd a quarry 

O' hard whin-rock. 

XIX 

** Ev'n them he oanna ^t attended, 
Altho' their face he ne er had kend it, 
Just shit in a kail-blade an' send it. 

As soon 's he smells 't, 
Baith their disease and what will mend it. 

At once he tells 't. 

XX 

* And then a' doctor's saws and whittles 
Of a' dimensions, shapes, an' mettles, 
A' kinds o' boxes, mugs, and bottles, 

He 's sure to hae: 



Their Latin names as fast he rattles 

As ABC. 

XXI 

'* Calces o' fossils, earth, and trees; 
True sal-marintim o' the seas; 
The farina of beans an' pease. 

He has ^t in plenty; 
Aqua-fontiif what you please. 

He can content ye. 

XXII 

*' Forbye some new, uncommon weapons, 

Urinus spiritus of capons ; 

Or mite-horn shavings, filings, scrapings 

Distill'd D^«e; 
Sal-alkali o' midge-tail-clippings. 

And monie mae." 

XXIII 

** Waes me for Johnie Ged's Hole now,** 
Quoth I, ** if that thae news be true I 
His braw calf-ward whare gowans grew 

Sae white and bonie, 
Nae doubt they '11 rive it wi' the plew: 

They '11 ruin Johnie 1 " 

XXIV 

The creature grain'd an eldritch laugh. 
And says: ** Ye nedna yoke the pleugh, 
Kirkyards will soon be till'd eueugh, 

Tak ye nae fear: 
They 11 a' be trench'd wi monie a sheugh 

In twa-three year. 

XXV 

" Whare I kill'd ane, a fair strae death 
By loss o' blood or want o' breath, 
Tliis night I 'm free to tak my aith. 

That Hombrook's skill 
Has clad a score i' their last claith 

By drap an' pill. 

XXVI 

'< An honest wabster to his trade, 

Whase wife's twa nieves were scarce weeU 

bred. 
Gat tippence-worth to mend her head, 

When it was sair; 
The wife slade cannie to her bed, 

But ne'er spak mair. 

XXVII 

" A countra laird had taen the batta. 
Or some ourmorring in his guts. 
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Hit only sou for Hornbook tets, 

Au' psyi him well: 



" A bonie Lisa — je kend ber name — 
Some ilUbrewn dnnk bad bov'd ber iruns 
Sb« trusts berael, to hide the ahame. 

In Hornbook'a care; 
Horn sent ber aff to her lang hame 

To hide it there. 

XXIX 

"Hiat'a jiist aawateb o' Hornbook'a waj; 
TfauB Koes be on from day to day, 
Tkui doe* he poiion, kill, an' ali^r, 

An 'a »eel paid for't; 
Tet atop* me o' m^ lawlu' prer 

Wi' bia damn'd dirt: 

XXX 

" But, bark I 111 teU you of a plot, 
Tbo' dinna ye be apeakin o*t: 
I'll nail the aelf-conoeited aot, 

Aj dead'i a berrin; 
Nieat time we meet, I '11 wad a groat, 

He geta bia fairin I " 



But juit aa he began to tell. 

The auld kirk-liammer atmlc the bell 

Some wee abort hour ajont the twal, 

Which raised uB baitb: 
I took tbe way tbat pleaa'd mysel, 

And sae did DeatL 



THE BRIGS OF AYR 
A POEM 

INSCKIBED TO JOHN BALLANTINE, ESQ., 

John BiUanHne — u> whom Bnn» dedicated 
tbia poem, and who w*a one of hii wanmeM 
frioDda — WM eldert aon of Bailie WllUam 
Ballantine, banker and menhant in Ayr, and 
EUiabeth Bowman; born 22d July. 1743 ; ana. 
Oeeded to hia father'a bniineia; waa a moat 
MtiTB dtiisn, and a prima moTar In the pro- 
JHt tor a naw bridge ; waa elmted prOTOn of 
the bniKh in nS7 ; and died 15th Jnly, ISIS. 

In H letter to Robert Aiken, 7lh October, 
178S, Bum, after nanaliiic the failnn of hia 



and (n 



attempta to penoade Wilaon to nabliah > ■eS' 
ond edition, atataa that one of bia ohief re- 
gnta waa that he waa thoa depriTed of an 
opportanitr for ahawing his gracitnde to Bal- 
lantine b; pabliihii^ 7^ Brigt of Ayr. The 
New Bridge, deaiffned by Robert Adam of 
London, the moat famooi of the four brutbert, 
waa erected 1 78J-SH. The bout of tbe " AuU 
Brig-" that it would "be a brig" when ila 
neiffbboar waa a " abapeleaa cum " was jnatl- 
fied in 1877, when the New Brid^ waa ao in- 
jured by floada that it had to be practically 
rebuilt at a ooat of £15,000, addiliunal rapun 
being found necesaary in 1881. 

The Brigi of Ayr, liko To Robot Graham of 
FitOrg (p. 85), ia eat forth in the baruic couo- 
let. The technical ina^nration ia unmiatakably 
Engliih in both ; and, aocordiugly, the venw 
in both ij bajidled with a certain awkwardneaa, 
while the effect ia often roog-b, and cTen 
ragged. Tbia ia the more inrpriring, aa tbe 
flouplet had a paat of ita own in Scottiah po- 

- "^ "-lug of late and earli aliapa 

rbytbmDa of Blind Harrr'a 
WMaix {c. 1400) ; of Tkt Thne Ptiatt of 
PttbUi ic. 1500) ; of Qavin Doaglas'a Ewadot 
(1513); of tbat masterly and brilliant pieoa 
of comic aarratiie, generally (and, no donbt, 
rightly) aacribed to Dunbar, Tht Frtin of 
BrraUk; 
Ferguaaan'a 

which laat, and of the m 

ai\d CauHjr, the preaent piece u atrongl]- remi- 
maoent. It waa probably oompoaed hetweeB 
Jnly and October, 1780. 

The aimple Bard, rough at the matie 

plough. 
Learning hli tuneful trade from ev'ry baiigb 
(The chanting linnet, or tbe mellow thniab, 
Hailing the setting sun, aweet, in tbe green 

tliom buah; 
The soaring lark, the perching red-breaat 

■briU, 
Or deep-too'd plovera grey, vild-whistling 

o'er the hill): 
Sball be — nnrat in tbe peasant's lowly shed, 
To hardy independenee braTety bred, 
By early poTerty to hardabip st^^l'd. 
And train'd to anna in item miafortune'a 

field — 
Sball be be guiltj of their hiieling crimes. 
The servile, meroennry Swins uf rhymes 7 
Or labour hard the panegyric close, 
With all the Tenal soul of dedioatiug prose ? 
No 1 though hia artleu atraini he rudelj 

Mitblj o'er tbe 
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He glows with all the spirit of the bard, 
Fame, honest fame, his great, his dear re- 
ward. 
Still, if some patron's geu'rous care he trace, 
Skill'd in the secret to bestow with eraoe; 
When Ballantine befriends his humble 

name. 
And hands ike rustic stranger up to fame. 
With heartfelt throes his grateful bosom 

swells: 
The godlike bliss, to give, alone excels. 

T was when the stacks get on their win- 
ter bap. 

And thack and rape secure the toil-won 
crap; 

Potatoe-bings are snngg^ up frae skaith 

O' coming winter's biting, frosty breath; 

The bees, rejoicing o'er their summer 
toils — 

Unnumber'd buds' an' flowers' delicious 
spoils, 

Seal'd up with frugal care in massive waxen 
piles — 

Are doom'd by man, that tyrant o'er the 
weak. 

The death o' devils smoor'd wi' brimstone 
reek: 

The thundering guns are heard on ev'ry 
side, 

The wounded coveys, reeling, scatter wide; 

The feather'd field-mates, Dound by Na- 
ture's tie, 

Sires, mothers, children, in one carnage 

lie: 

rWhat warm, poetic heart but inly bleeds, 

And execrates man's savage, ruthless 
deeds I) 

Nae mair the flower in field or meadow 
springs; 

Nae mair the grove with airy concert ring^. 

Except perhaps the robin's whistling glee. 

Proud o' the height o' some bit half-lang 
tree; 

The hoary moms precede the sunny days; 

Mild, calm, serene, widespreads the noon- 
tide blaze. 

While thick the gossamour waves wanton 
in the rays. 

'T was in that season, when a simple Bard, 
Unknown and poor — simplicity's re- 
ward I — 
Ae night, within the ancient brugh of Ayr, 
By whim inspir'd, or haply prest wi' oare. 



He left his bed, and took his wayward 

route. 
And duwu by Simpson's wheel'd the left 

al)out 
(Whether impell'd by all-directiug Fate, 
To witness what I after shall narrate; 
Or whether, rapt in meditation high. 
He wauder'd forth, he knew not where nor 

why): 
The drowsy Dungeon-Clock had number'd 

two. 
And Wallace Tower had sworn the fact 

was true; 
The tide-swoln Firth, with sullen-sounding 

roar, 
Through the still night dash'd hoarse along 

the shore; 
All else was hush'd as Nature's eloM 

e'e; 
The silent moon shone high o'er tower and 

tree; 
The chilly frost, beneath the silver beam. 
Crept, gently-crusting, o'er the glittering 

stream. 

When, lo ! on either hand the list'ning 

Bard, 
The clanging sugh of whistling wings is 

heard; 
Two dusky forms dart thro' the midnight 

air. 
Swift as the gos drives on the wheeling 

hare; 
Ane on th' Auld Brig his airy shape up- 

rears. 
The ither flutters o'er the rising piers: 
Our warlock rhymer instantly descried 
The l^prites that owre the brigs ' of Ayr 

preside. 
(That bards are second-sighted is nae joke, 
And ken the lingo of the sp'ritual folk; 
Fays, spunkies, kelpies, a', they can explain 

them, 
And ev'n the vera deils they brawly ken 

them). 
Auld Brig nppear'd of ancient Pictishrace, 
The vera wrinkles Gothic in his face; 
He seein'd as he wi' Time had warstl'd 

lang. 
Yet, tpiighly donre, he bade an unco bang. 
New Brig was huskit in a braw new coat, 
Tha^. he, at Loii'on, frae ane Adams got; 
In ''. hand five taper staves as smooth 's a 

bead, 
Y i' yirls an' whirlygigums at the bead. 
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Hie Goth wu aUlking round with aiudonB 

Spying the time-woru flaw* in ey'ry arch. 
It chajic'd hU new-come ueebor took his 

And e'en a vex'd aud imgry heart bad he I 
Wi' ihievelesa aiieer Ui see his modish mien, 
Be, down the naCer, gies him this guid- 

AULD BRIO 
" I doubt na, frien', ye 'II thiuk ye 're 
nae sheep shank, 
Ance je were atreekit owre froa bank to 

bank I 
But gin ye be a brig as aiild a« me — 
Tho' faith, that date, I doubt, yell never 

There 'II be, if that day come, I tl wad a 

hod die, 
Some fewer wblgmeleeries in yonr noddle." 

NEW BRIO 

** Auld Vandal I ye but show your little 

Jnst mnch about it wi' year scanty sense: 
Will your poor, narrow foot-jiath of a 

Where twa wheel-barrows tremble when 

they meet. 
Your riiin'd, furmlew bnik o' etane an* 



Tho' they should cast the vera sark and 

E'er they would grate their feeling* wi' 

the view 
0' ue au ugly, Gotbio hulk as you." 

AULD BRIG 

"Conceited gowk I puff'd up wi' windy 

lliia monie a year I 've stood the flood an* 

tide; 
And tho' wi' orazy eild I 'm eair forfaim, 
I '11 be A brig when ye 're a shapeleiw caiml 
As yet ye little ken about the matter, 
But twa-three winters will inform ye better. 
When beav<r, dark, continued, a'-day rains 
Wi' deepenmg deliig«>a o'erftow the plains; 
When trom the hills where spring* the 

brawling Coil, 
Ot Stately Lii(^s mouy fountains IkmI, 



Or where the Greenock wimda his moorland 

Or haonted Garpal draws his feeble sonrce, 
Arous'd by blustering winds on' spotting 

thowes, 
In monie a torrent down the anaw-broo 

While crashing iee, borne on the roaring 

speat. 
Sweeps daiuB, an' mills, ao' brigs, a' to the 

And from Glenbuck down to the Ratton- 

Kejr 
Auld Ayr is just one lengthen'd, b 



llieu down ye '11 hurl (dell nor ye never 

And dash the gumlie jaups up to the 

pouring skies ! 
A lesson sadly teaching, to your cost, 
That Architecture's noDle art is loet 1 " 
NEW BRIG 
" Fine architecture, trowth, I needs must 

say'to't. 
The Lord be thankit that we 've tint the 

gate o't I 
Gaunt, ghastly, ghaist-olluring ediflces. 
Hanging with threat'ning jut, like preci- 

O'er - arching, ntonldy, gloom - inspiring 

Supporting roofs fantastic — stony groves; 
Windows and doors in nameless eculpturea 

With order, symmetry, or taste nnblest; 
Forms like some bedlam statuary's dream, 
The cnu'd creations of misguided whim; 
Forms might be worshipp'd on the bended 

And still the second dread Command be 

free: 
That likeness is not found on earth, in air, 

or seal 
Mansions that would disgrace the building 

taste 
Of any mason reptile, bird or beast. 
Fit only for a doited monkish taee. 
Or frosty maids forsworn the dear embraoe. 
Or cuifs of later times, wha held the 

notion, 
That sullen gloom waa sterling tme de- 
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And soon may they expire, uublest with 
resurrectiou I" 

AULD BRIG 

**0 ye, my dear - remember'd, ancient 

yealings, 
Were ve but here to share my wounded 

feelings ! 
Ye worthy proveses, an' monie a bailie, 
Wha in the paths o' righteousness did toil 

.ay; 

Yo dainty deacons, an' ye douce conveeners, 
To whom our moderns are but causey- 
cleaners; 
Ye godly councils, wha hae blest this town; 
Ye godly brethren o' the sacred gown, 
Wha meekly gie your hurdies to the sroit- 

ers; 
And (what would now be strange), ye godly 

Writers; 
A' ye douce folk I Ve borne aboon the broo. 
Were ye but here, what would ye say or 

How would your spirits groan in deep 

vexation 
To see each melancholy alteration; 
And, agonising, curse the time and place 
When ye begat the base degenerate race ! 
Nae laneer rev'rend men, their country's 

glory, 
In plain braid Scots hold forth a plain, 

braid story; 
Nae langer thrifty citizens, an' douce. 
Meet owre a pint or in the council-house: 
But staumrel,- corky - headed, graceless 

gentry. 
The herryment and ruin of the country ; 
Men three-parts made by tailors and by 

barbers, 
Wha waste your weel-hain'd gear on 

damn'd New Brigs and harbours 1 " 

NEW BRIG 

** Now hand you there ! for faith ye 've 

said enough. 
And muckle mair than ye can mak to 

through. 
As for your priesthood, I shall say but little. 
Corbies and clergy are a shot right kittle: 
But, under favour o' your langer beard, 
Abuse o' magistrates might weel be spar'd ; 
To liken them to your auld-warld squad, 
I must needs say, comparisons are odd. 
In Ayr, wag-wits nae mair can hae a handle 
To mouth * a Citizen,' a term o' scandal; 



Nae mair the council waddles down the 

street, 
In all the pomp of ignorant conceit; 
Men wha grew wise priggin owre hops an' 

raisins, 
Or gather'd lib'ral views in bonds and 



seisms; 



If haply Knowledge, on a random tramp. 
Had shor'd them with a glimmer of his 

lamp. 
And would to common-sense for once be- 

trav'd them. 
Plain, dull stupidity stept kindly in to aid 

them." 

What farther clish-ma-claver might been 

said, 
What bloody wars, if Sprites had blood to 

shed. 
No man can tell; but, all before their sight, 
A fairy train appear'd in order bright: 
Adown the glittering stream they featly 

danc'd; 
Bright to the moon their various dresses 

glauc'd ; 
They footed o'er the wat'ry glass so neat; 
The infant ice scarce beut beneath their 

feet; 
While arts of minstrelsy among them rung. 
And soul-ennobling Bards heroic ditties 

sung. 

O, had M'Lauchlan, thairm - inspiring 
sage. 

Been there to hear this heavenly band en- 
gage* 

When thro' his dear strathspeys they bore 

with Highland rage; 

Or when they struck old Scotia's melting 
airs. 

The lover's raptured joys or bleeding cares; 

How would his Highland lug been nobler 
fir'd. 

And ev'n his matchless hand with finer 
touch inspir'd ! 

No guess could tell what instrument ap- 
pear'd, 

But all the soul of Music's self was heard; 

Harmonious concert rung in every part, 

While simple melody pour'd moving on the 
heart. 

The Genius of the Stream in front ap> 
pears, 
A venerable chief advanc'd in years; 



THE ORDINATION 



«3 



HU boaiT heail with water-liliea crown'd, 
Hi* m&nlj' leg with gaxter-ttaigle bound. 
Next came the loveliest pair iu all the ring. 
Sweet Female Beauty hand in band with 

Spring; 
Then, ciown'd with flow'ry hay, came 

Rural ioy. 
And Summer, with his fervid-beaming eye; 
All-cheering Plenty, with her flowing horn, 
Led yellow Autumn wceath'd with noddiug 



loary sbo¥ . 
By Hoapitality, with cloudless brow, 
follow 'd ~ 



Next follow'd Courage, with bis martial 



From where tiie Feal wild-woody oorerts 

Bene vol enoe, with mild, benignaut air, 
A female form, came from the towera of 

Stair; 
Learning and Worth in equal measures 

From aimple Catrine, their long-Iov'd 

Last, white-rob'd Peace, orown'd with a 

hatel wreath. 
To rustic Agriculture did bequeath 
The broken, iron instruments of death: 
At sight of whom our Sprites forgat their 

kindling wrath. 



THE ORDINATION 



la lilMH am mob thay Ud* tba UUl* iIt'b. 

In a letter to Riahmond (ITtli Febmaiy, 
ITW) Burn, mentions that he had composed 
3^ Ordination, and deHribes it u " a poem 
oa Mi. H'Kinlay'B beiog called to Kilnur- 
Dock." Probably he intended to pabliah it 
io the '86 Edition, which he w» then eon- 
templating, and had nailed it Tla Ordination 
to that end ; neTertbele^ >■ appesn from the 
latter, not onl; wu it written before the ordi- 
nation, which took pUee 6th April, bnt alas it 
waa nut even written in view thereof — it only 
•elebrated the presentation. Monaver, an 
•arlj eopy — us. — in the pmteauon of Lord 
RnaebeiT, has ni-^iely this heading, "A ScUA 
Patm, by Rab Rhymer" 

James Maokinla;, bom st Don|[I*s, Lanark- 
shire, in 1 7.^, was fint presnnted to the second 
ehsrf^ of the Laigh Kirk, Kilmamook, in the 
Anguat of ITSa. He deolined the ; 



on account of certain conditions attached to it. 
PresentatioD to another was made out on I&th 
November, but the messenger to the Presby- 
tery of Irvine was despmled of the warrant by 
certain parishioneTs- Thereupon a new presen- 
tation was made out for Mackiolay. who was 
ordained on 6th April following- ; was translated 
to the fint charge, on a petition of the parish- 
ioners, ^Ist January, 1H09 r was made D. D., 
Aberdeen, 1811): died 10th February, 1S41. A 
volume of bis SermOTf was published posthn- 
moualv. with a Life by his son, Rev. James 
Mockinlay. Like RnaseU, he had a rousing 
voioe ; but his oratory was more persuasive and 
less menacing; than Russell's. In a note to 
TViui Saraaon't Eltgg Bora* describee him "as 
aereat favourite of Uie million." In Tlw Kirlc't 
Alarm he is addressed as "Simper James." 
His more than partiality for the " fair Killis 
damea" drew on bim a presbyterial rebuke 
some yean afterwards. 

In all probability the satire was oompoaed 
immediately after the second pi 



EiLH ABNOCK wabsters, fldge an' claw. 

An' pour your oreeshie nations; 
Au' ye wha leather rax an' draw. 

Of a' denominations; 
Swith I to the Laigh Kirk, one an' a'. 

An' there tak up your stations; 
Then aft to Be^ie's in a raw, 

Ad' poor divine libations 

For joy this day. 
It 
Curst Common-sense, that imp o' bel^ 

Cam in wi' Maggie Lauder: 
But Oliphont aft made beryell, 

Ad' Russell sair misoa'd her: 
This day Mackinlay toks the flail, 

An' he 's the boy will blaud herl 
He 'II alap a shangan on her tail. 

Ad' set the bairns to daud her 
Wi' dirt thU day. 



Mak haste an' turn Kin^ David on 

An' lilt wi' holy olniigor; 
0' double verse oome gie us four, 



Nae mair the knaves shall wrang bN^ 
For Heresy is in her pow'r. 

And gloriously the Hi whang bar 
Wi' pith this dij. 
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IV 

Come, let a proper text be read, 

An' touch it aff wi' vigour, 
How graceless Ham leugh at his dad, 

Which made Canian a nigger; 
Or Phineas drove the murdering blade 

Wi' whore-abhorring rigour; 
Or Zipporah, the scauGiin jad, 

Was like a bluidy tiger 

I' th' inn that day. 



There, try his mettle on the Creed, 

And bind him down wi' caution, — 
That stipend is a carnal weed 

He taks but for the fashion — 
And gie him o'er the flock to feed, 

And punish each transgression; 
Especial, rams that cross the breed, 

Gie them sufBcient threshin : 

Spare them nae day. 

VI 

Now auld Kilmarnock, cock thy tail. 

An' toss thy horns f u' canty ; 
Nae mair thou 'It rowte out-owre the dale, 

Because thy pasture 's scanty; 
For lapfn's large o' gospel kail 

Shall fill thy crib in plenty. 
An' runts o' g^race, the pick an' wale, 

No gien by way o' dainty, 
But ilka day. 

VII 

Nae mair by Babel's streams we 11 weep 

To think upon our Zion; 
And hing our fiddles up to sleep. 

Like baby-clouts a-dryin. 
Come, screw the pegs wi' tnnefu' cheep. 

And o'er the thairms be tryin; 
O, rare I to see our elbucks wheep, 

And a' like lamb-tails flyin 

Fu' fast this day I 

VIII 

Lang, Patronage, wi' rod o' aim, 

Has shor'd the Kirk's nndoin; 
As lately Fenwick, sair forfaim, 

Has proven to its ruin: 
Our patron, honest man f Glencaim, 

He saw mischfef was brewin; 
An' like a godly, elect bairn. 

He 'a waled us out a true ane. 

And sound this day. 



IX 

Now, Robertson, harangue nae mair. 

But steek your gab for ever; 
Or try the wicked town of Ayr, 

For there they. 11 think you clever; 
Or, nae reflection on your lear. 

Ye may commence a shaver; 
Or to the Netherton repair. 

An' turn a carpet-weaver 

Aff-hand this day. 



Mu'trie and yon were just a match. 

We never had sic twa drones: 
Auld Hornie did the Laigh Kirk watch, 

Just like a winkin baudrons. 
And ay he catch'd the tither wretch, 

To fry them in his caudrons; 
But now his Honor maun detach, 

Wi' a' his brimstone squadrons, 
Fast, fast this day. 

XI 

See, see auld Orthodoxy's faes 

She 's swingeiu thro' the city I 
Hark, how the nine-tailed cat she plays I 

I vow it's unco pretty; 
There, Learning, with his Greekish iaoe. 

Grunts out some Latin ditty; 
And Common-Sense is gaun, she says. 

To mak to Jamie Beattie 

Her plaint this day. 

XII 

But there 's Moralitv himsel. 

Embracing all opinions; 
Hear, how he gies the tither yell 

Between. his twa companions ! 
See, how she peels the skin an' fell. 

As ane were peelin onions ! 
Now there, they 're packM aff to hell. 

An' banish'd our dominions, 

Henceforth this day. 

XIII 

O happy day ! rejoice, rejoice I 

Come bouse about the porter I 
Morality's demure decoys 

Shall here nae mair find quarter: 
Mackinlay, Russell, are the ooys 

That Heresy can torture; 
They '11 gie her on a rape a hoyse. 

And cowe her measure shorter 

By th' head some day. 



ADDRESS TO THE UNCO GUID 



Conw, bring the titber tnutelikin in. 

And here 'a — for a coucluaion — 
To ev'Tj New Ligbt mother's soq. 

From this time forth, confusion I 
If mnir the; deave ns wi' tbeir din 

Or patrooage intrusion. 
We 11 light K spunk, and ev'ry sldn 

We'll ruD then aS in fusion, 

Like oil some d«j. 



"A nearlv aitempoiBDeoas prodnetioa, on ■ 
wtger with Mr. HuDilton that I woold not pro- 
duce a poem on th« subject in a jo^an tima ;" 
— R. B., Lttler to Roben Uvir, 6lh September, 
I78U. It was «ritt«D on Kundaf, 3d ISeptem- 



- the fourth 
and the gixtli. It was printed in IT8T Ipreanm- 
ablj before its a^^arance in the Edinbor^b 
Edition), with some othtr venes, in a tnrt 
called Tht Calf: 71« tTaro Cal/'i Annar,- 
Virtm to a Mountain Bard; and Ike Dal'i 
Aiuwer lo hii vira worthii Frirn Rabrrt Burni. 
An axplaiiBtion wu ndded that 7U Cal/hud 
been seat lo Vie Glaigoir Aduerliirr, but de- 
olined. The siune year appaared Banu' Calf 
tarntd a Unit ; or Home ktmarkt on kii neon 

and unpnctdtntrii attadc on Mr. 8 tehtn 

preading fiom Maladii iii. '2. 

Jamex Steven, a native of EilmanKick, waa 
lioeoHd to preach 2Nth June, I7U6; acted for 
some time oa assistant to Robert Dow, min- 
ister of Ardrtnsan; waa ordained minister of 
Crown Court Thapel. London. Ist Noiember, 
171^7; wu one of the foandera of the Lon- 
don Miaaionarj Knciet; : whs admitted min- 
ister of Kilwinninfc. :>8th Maich, 1803 ; and 
died of apoplaiy 1.5th February, 1824. Wil. 
li»m Biima. R.ibert's yonnf-er brother, in a 
latter of ^llth March, 1700. thus chronicles a 
Tint to Steven's church : " We went at Coivnt 
Garden Chapel thia forenoon to hear the Calf 
praach j he is groim rerj fat, and is as bcuiter- 



RiORT, sir I f oar text I 'U prore it tnM, 

Hio' heretics maj laugh; 
For iusbuitie, there 'a yoursel juat dov, 

God knows, an unco calf. 



And sbonld aoine patron be so kind 

^s blesa yon wi a kirk, 
I doubt na, sir, but then we 11 And 

You 're still u great a tlirt. 



But, if the lover's raptur'd hour 

Shall ever be four lot. 
Forbid it, every heavenly Power, 

You e'er sbould be a ttol ! 



Tho', wbsn some kind connubial dear 

Your biil-au'-beii adorns, 
Hie like haa been that you may wear 

A noble head of hom$. 



And, in your lug, most reverend James, 
To hear you ro.tr and rowte. 

Few men o sense will doubt your claim* 
To rank among the nointe. 



And when ye 're number'd wi' the dead 

Below a gmssy hillock, 
With justice they may mark your head:— 

" Here lies a famous bnUock .' " 



ADDRESS TO THE UNCO GUID 

OR THE RIGIDLY RIGHTEOUS 



O TE, wha are sae gnid yonrsel, 

Sae pious and aae holy, 
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Ye Ve nought to do but mark and tell 
Tour neebours' fauto and folly; 

Whase life is like a weel-gaun mill. 
Supplied wi' store o' water; 

Tbe neapet liapper *b ebbing still, 
An' still the clap plays cuitter 1 

II 

Hear me, ye venerable core, 

As counsel for poor mortals 
That frequent pass douce Wisdom's door 

For glaikit l^olly's portals: 
I for tbeir thoughtless, careless sakes 

Would here propone defences — 
Their donsie tncks, their black mistakes, 

Their failings and mischances. 

Ill 

Ye see your state wi' theirs compared, 

And shudder at the niffer; 
But cast a moment's fair regard. 

What maikes the mighty differ ? 
Discount what scant occasion gave; 

That purity ye pride in ; 
And (what 's aft mair than a' the lave) 

Your better art o' hidin. 

IV 

Think, when your castigated pulse 

Gies now and then a wallop, 
What rag^ngs must his veins convulse, 

That still eternal gallop I 
Wi' wind and tide fair i' your tail. 

Right on ye scud your sea-way; 
But in the teeth o' baith to sail. 

It makes an unco lee-way. 



See Social-life and Glee sit down 

All joyous and unthinking, 
Till, quite transmuGrify'd, they 're grown 

Debauchery and Drinking: 
O, would they stay to calculate, 

Th' eternal consequences, 
Or — your more dreaded hell to state — 

Damnation of expenses ! 

VI 

Ye high, exalted, virtuous dames, 

Tied up in godly laces. 
Before ye gie poor Frailty names, 

Suppose a change o' cases: 
A dear-lov'd lad, convenience snug, 

A treach'rous inclination — 



But, let me whbper i' your lug. 
Ye 're aiblins nae temptation. 

VII 

Then e^ently scan your brother man, 

Still gentler sister woman; 
Tho' they may gang a kennin wrang, 

To step aside is human: 
One point must still be greatly dark, 

The moving why they do it; 
And just as lamely can ye mark 

How far perhaps they rue i^ 

VIII 

Who made the heart, 't is He alone 

Decidedly can tiy us: 
He knows each chord, its various tone. 

Each spring, its various bias: 
Then at the balance let 's be mute. 

We never can adjust it; 
What 's done we partlv may compute, 

But know not what '• resisted. 



TAM SAMSON'S ELEGY 

An honeat man *• the noUest work of Gk>d. 

Pops. 

** When this worthy old sportsman went out 
last mnir-fowl season, he supposed it was to be, 
in Ossian^s phrase, * the last of his fields, and 
expressed an ardent wish to die and be buried 
in the main. On this hint the author com- 
posed his EUgif and Epit<q)h " (R. B.). Sam- 
son — a nursery-gardener and seedsman in Kil- 
mamockf and an ardent sportsman — died 12th 
December, 1795, in his seventy - third year. 
The Epitaph is inscribed on hu tombstone in 
the yanl ot the Laiprh Kirk, adjoining those of 
the two ministers, Mackinlay and Robertson, 
mentioned in the first stanza. The piece is 
modelled — even to the use of certain lines — 
on Sempill^s Piper of Kilbarchan. See ^^ntfy 
p. 12, Prefatory Note to Address to the Deii, 
On 18th November, 1786, shortly before setting 
out for EdinbMrgh, Bams wrote to his friend 
Robert Muir: ** Inclosed yon have Tarn Sam* 
sorif as I intend to print him." 



Has auld Kilmarnock seen the Deil ? 
Or ^eat Mackinlay thrawn his heel ? 
Or Kobertson again grown weel 

To preach an' read ? 



TAM SAMSON'S ELEGY 



Kilnutniock Ung mav grant an' gnuw, 
Au' sigh, an' sa^ an greet faer 1mm, 
An' cleed ber bairiia — man, wife 

In mourning weed; 



The Brethren o' the mratio level 
Maj hing their head in troefu' bevel, 
While by their nine the tears will revel, 

Likt) oaie bead; 
Death 'i g^en the Lodge an anco devel: 

Tani Samson's dead I 



When winter muffles up his oloak. 
And binds the mire like a rock; 
When to the lougha the curlers flock, 

Wi' gleesome speed, 
Wha will thej station at the ctick ? — 

Tain Samson's dead 1 



He was the king of a' the core, 
To guard, or draw, or wick a bore. 
Or ap the riuk like Jehu roar 

In time o' need; 
Bat now he lags on Death's hog-score; 

Tarn Samson 'a dead I 



Now safe the stately 

And trouts bedropp d wi' crimson hail. 

And eels weel-kend for souple tail. 

And geds for greed, 
Siaee, datk in Deatli's flsh-creel, we wu! 

Tarn Samson dead I 



Rejoice, je birring paitrieks a'; 
Te cootie moorcocks, crouselj ci 



ivithouten dread; 
fonr mortal fae is now awa: 

Tarn SamsoD '■ dead I 



That wofa' morn tw eTer monni'd, 
Bav him in ibootin giuitb adoni'd« 



While pointers round impatient bnm'd, 
Frae couples free'd; 

But och ! he gaed and ne er retam'd: 
Tarn Samson 'a dead t 



In VMn anid-age his bodj hatters, 
In vain the piut bis ancles fetters. 
In vain the burns cam down like waten, 

An acre braid I 
Now eVrj auld wife, greetin, clatters: 

"Tarn Samson 'sdeadl" 



Owre monie a weary bag be limpit, 
An' ay the tither shot be tbompit, 
Till cowaid Death behint him lumpit, 

Wi' deadly feide; 
Now he proclaims wi' tout o' trumpet! 

"Tam Samson 's deadi " 



When st his heart he felt the dagger, 
He reel'd his wonted bottle-swagger, 
But yet he drew the mortal trigger 

Wi" wee 1-Him'd heed; 
*' Lord, five I " he cry'd, an' owre did 
stagger — 

" Tam Samson 's deadI " 



Ilk hoary banter monm'd a brither; 
Ilk sportsman-youth brmoaii'd a father; 
Yon auld gray stane, ainaiig the heather, 

Marks out bis head; 
WbareBumsbas wrote, in rbyminE blether: 

" Tam Samson 's oeadl " 



There low he lies in lasting rest; 
Perhaps upon his mould 'ring breast 
Some spitefu' moorfowl bigs her nest, 

To hatch an' breed: 
Alasl nae mair he '11 them molest: 

" Tam Samson 's dead] * 



When Aagnst winds the heather wave. 
And sportsmen wauder by you grave. 
Three volleys let bis memory crave 

0' pouther an' lead. 
Till Eebo answers irae ber cave-. 

"Tarn Samson 'sdeadl" 
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XV 

** Heav'n rest his saul whare'er he be! " 
Is th' wish o' monie maa than met 
He had twa fauts, or maybe three, 

Tet what remead ? 
Ae social, honest man want we: 

** Tarn Samson 's dead! " 

THE EPITAPH 

Tarn Samson's weel-wom chiy here lies: 
Ye canting zealots, spare him! 

If honest worth in Heaven rise. 
Ye 11 mend or ye win near fa^m. 

PER CONTRA 

Go, Fame, an* canter like a filly 
Thro' a' the streets an neiiks o' Killie; 
Tell ev'ry social honest billie 

To cease his erievin; 
For, yet unskaith'd by Death^ gleg guUie, 

Tam Samson 's leeyin! 



A WINTER NIGHT 

Poor naked wretches, whereeoe>r jrou are. 
That bide the pelting of thia pityleaa atorm ! 
How shall your houseleu heMla and unfed aides, 
Your loop*d and windowM raggedneaa, defend yon 
From aeaaona auch as these ? 

SHAKVPlABa. 

Probably the piece which Bums sent to 
John Ballantine on 20th of Noyember, 1786: 
'* Enclosed yon have my first attempt in that 
irregular kind of measure in which many of 
our finest odes are wrote. How far I have 
sacceeded I don^t know, but I shall be happy 
t4) have your opinion on Friday first (24th 
November), when I intend being in Ajnr." The 
irreg>ular strophes — imitated from Gray, and 
strikingly inferior to the introductory stanzas 
— are freely paraphrased from Shakespeare^s 
Blow, Blowy thou Winter Wind^ in J^ You 
Like It. 



When biting Boreas, fell and doure, 
Sharp shivers thro* the leafless bow'r; 
When PiiGsbus gies a short-Iiv'd glow'r, 

Far south the lift, 
Dim-dark 'ning thro' the flaky show'r 

Or whirling drift: 



II 

Ae night the storm the steeples rocked; 
Poor Labour sweet in sleep was locked; 
While bums, wi' suawy wreaths np-choked| 

Wild-eddying swirl, 
Or, thro' the mining outlet hocked, 

Down headlong hurl: 

III 

List'ning the doors an' winnocks rattle, 
I thought me on the ourie cattle, 
Or silly sheep, wha bide this brattle 

()' winter war. 
And thro' the drift, deep-lairing, sprattle 

Beneath a scaur. 

IV 

Ilk happing bird — wee, helpless thingi — 
That in the merTy months o spring 
Delighted me to hear thee sing, 

What comes o thee ? 
Whare wilt thou cow'r thy chittering wing. 

An' close thy e'e ? 



Ev'n yon, on murd'ring errands toil'd, 
Lone from your savage homes exil'd. 
The blood - stain'd roost and sheep-cote 
spoil'd 

My heart forgets, 
While pityless the tempest wild 

Sore on you beats I 

VI 

Now Phoebe, in her midnight reign, 
Dark-muffl'd, View'd the dreary plain; 
Still crowding thoughts, a pensive train, 

Rose in my soul. 
When on my ear this plaintive strain, 

Slow-solemn, stole : — 

VII 

** Blow, blow, ye winds, with heavier gust! 
And freeze, thou bitter-biting frost! 
Descend, ye chilly, smothering snows I 
Not all your rag^, as now united, shows 
More hard nnkindness unrelenting. 
Vengeful malice, unrepenting, 
Than heaven-illumin'd Man on brother Man 
bestows ! 
See stern Oppression's iron grip. 
Or mad Ambition's gorv hand. 
Sending, like blood-hounds from the slip. 
Woe, Want, and Murder o'er a laiui I 



STANZAS WRITTEN IN PROSPECT OF DEATH 



Et'ii in the peaceful rantl rale, 
Trath, weeping, telk the mournfal tide: 
How pamperd Luxury, Flatt'ry by her 

The panuite empoiMning her ear. 
With all the lervile wretches in the rear, 

Looks o'er proud Property, extended wide; 
And eyes the simple, rustic Litld, 
Whose toil upbolas the glitt'iing show — 
A eieature of another kind, 
Some coarser subatanee, niirefiii'd — 

Plao'd for her lordlj use, thus far, thus Tile, 
below 1 
Where, where is Love's fond, tender 

With lordly Honor's lofty brow. 
The pow'rs you proudly own ? 

Is there, beneath Love's noble name. 

Can harbour, dark, the selfish aim. 
To bless himself alone ? 

Mark Maiden- Innocence a prey 
To love-preteiidJDg snares: 

This boasted Honor turns away, 

SliDnniug soft Pity's risiog sway. 
Regardless of tbe tears and noarailing 
pray'rs 1 

Perhaps this hour, in Misery's squalid 

She strains your infant to her joyless 

And with a mother's feare shrinks at the 
rooking blast I 



" O je ! who, sunk in beds of down. 
Feel not a wajit but what youraelvei 

Think, for a moment, on his wretched 

fate. 

Whom friends and fortuue quite disown I 

lU-satisfy'd keen natures ciam'roua 

call, 

Stretch'd on his straw, he lays himself to 

While through the ragged i-oof and chinky 
wall, 
Chill,o*er his slumbers piles the drifty 

Think on the dungeon's grim conftno. 
Where Guilt and poor Misfurtune 

Guilt, erring man, relenting view ! 
But shall tJiy legal rage pursue 
The wretch, already crushed low 
By cruel Fortune's uudeserv^ blow? 



AfflictioD'a ions are brotbera in distress; 
A brother to relieve, how exquisite the 
bliss I" 



I heard nae mair, for Chanticleer 
Shook off the poutbery snaw. 

And hail'd the morning with a cheer, 
A cottage- rousing craw. 



Why am I loth to leave this earthly scene ? 

Have I so found it full of pleasing 

charms 7 

Some drops of joy with draughts of ill 

between; 

Some gleams of sunshine mid renewing 

Is it departing pangs my soul planns ? 

Or death's nnlovely, dreary, dnrk abode T 
For guilt, tor giiitt, my terrors nre in arms: 

I tremble to approach an angry God, 
And justly smart beneath his sio-avengiog 
rod. 



Fain would I say : " Forgive my foul 

Faio promise never more to disobey- 
But should my Author health again dis> 

Again I might desert fair virtue's way; 
Agam iu folly s path might go astray; 

Again exalt the bmte and sink the man'. 

Then bow should I tor heavenly lueroy 

pray. 

Who act BO counter heavenly mercy's 

plan? 

Who sin BO oft have mourn'd, yet to temptai' 



Thou great Governor of all below I - 
If I may dare a lifted eye to Thee,— 
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Thy nod can make the tempest cease to 
blow, 
Or still the tumult of the raging sea: 
With that controlling pow'r aiisist ev'n 
me 
Those headlong furious passions to con- 
fine, 
For all unfit I feel my poVrs to be 

To rule their torrent in th' allow^ 
I line: 

O, aid me with Thy help, Omnipotence 
Divine ! 



PRAYER: O THOU DREAD 
POWER 

Lying at a rertrend friend's hooM one night, the 
MJtbor left the following renea in the room where 
be ftlepL 

" The first time erer Robert heard the spinet 
played was at the houae of Dr. Lawrie, then 
minister of Loudoun. . . . Dr. Lawrie (has) 
several daughters ; one of them played ; the 
father and mother led down the dance; the 
rest of the sisterSf the brother, the poet, and 
the other guests mixed in it. It was a de- 
lightful family scene for our poet, then lately 
introduced to the world. His mind was roused 
to a poedo enthusiasm, and the stanzas were 
left in the room where he slept.** — Gilbert 
Biums. Robert wrote to the son on 18th No- 
Tember, 17^: **A poet^s warmest wishes for 
their happiness to the young ladies, particu- 
larly the fair musician, whom I think much 
better qualified than ever David was, or could 
be, to charm an evil spirit out of ^aul. In- 
deed, it needs not the feelings of the poet to 
be interested in the welfare of one of the 
sweetest scenes of domestic peace and kmdred 
love that ever I saw ; as I think the peaoeful 
unity of St. Margaret^s Hill can only be ex* 
celled by the harmonious concord of the Apo- 
calyptic Zion." When he paid this visit nis 
chest '' was on the road to Greenock ; " and 
but for the fact that Lawrie showed him Dr. 
Blacklook's letter, strongly reoommending a 
second edition of his poems, he would have 
sailed in a few days for Jamaica. 



O Thou dread Power, who reign*st above, 

I know thou wilt me hear, 
When for this scene of peace and love 

I make my prayer siuoere. 



II 



The hoary Sire — the mortal stroke^ 
Long, long be pleas'd to spare: 

To bless his little filial flock, 
And show what good men are. 



Ill 



She, who her lovely offspring eyes 
With tender hopes and fears — 

O, bless her with a mother's joys. 
But spare a mother's tears 1 

IV 

Their hope, their stay, their darling youth, 

In manhood's dawning blush, 
Bless him, Thon GtMl of love and tmth. 

Up to a parent's wish. 

V 

The beauteous, seraph sister-band — 

With earnest tears I pray — 
Thou know'st the snares on every hand. 

Guide Thou their steps alway. 

VI 

When, soon or late, they reach that coast, 
O'er Life's rough ocean driven. 

May they rejoice, no wand'rer lost, 
A family m Heaven ! 



PARAPHRASE OF THE FIRST 

PSALM 

This is probably an early oompoeitioa, and 
dates from about the same time as the next 
piece. 

I 

The man, in life wherever plao'd, 

Hath happiness in store. 
Who walks not in the wicked's way 

Nor learns their guilty lore; 

II 

Nor from the seat of scornful pride 

Casts forth his eyes abroad, 
But with humility and awe 

Still walks before his God I 

III 

That roan shall flourish like the tree% 
Which by the streamlets grow: 

The fruitful top is spread on high, 
And firm the root below. 



THE NINETIETH PSALM VERSIFIED 



But fae, whose blossom buda in guilt, 
Shall to the groond be cast. 

And, like the rootleM stubble, ttmt 
Before the sweepiag blasL 



For whj ? that God the good adore 
Hath giv'n Cliem pence aud rest. 

But hath decreed that wicked men 
SbaU ne'er be trul; bleat. 



Inaoribad in tba Firtl Coaman Place Book 
and thui pTQfaoad: "Then via a certun 
period of Lfe that my vpirit waa broke bj re- 
pented lo^Mffl and duaatera, which threatened, 
and indeed effected, the ntter rnia of my fa- 
tare. M; bodj, too, was attacked b; that 
muat dreadfal distemper, a Hypochondria, or 
OdnAmied melaucbotj : in this wretched state, 
tha raooUeotian of which makes ma jet ahad- 
der, I hoi^ my harp on the willow tree*, exoept 
in some Incid interrala, in one of whioh I eoin- 
poeed the foUowloij;." It waa probably writ- 
ten about the close of Bunu's rosidenoe in Ir- 
Tine, in 17K2, and. under the title, Prater under 
tMe Preture of Sitter Anguith, is iosoribed — 
in an early hand — at tba end of a copy of 
FerviuHRi^s Poemt, pnblished that year, now 
te the poswHion of the Earl of Rcaebary. 



O Trod Great Being I what Thou art 

Surpasses me to know; 
Tet sure I am, that known to Thee 

Are all Thy works below. 



Thj creature here before Thee stands, 

All wretched and distrest; 
Yet sure those ills that wring my sool 

Obey Thy high bebesL 



Sure Tbon, Almighty, onnst not act 

From omelty or wratht 
O, free my weary eyee fmm teari. 

Or oloM them but in death! 



But, if I mast afSicted be 

To suit some wise deiigu. 
Then man my soul with firm resolvea 

To bear and not repine I 



Probably dating from tba • 



Tbod, the first, the greatest friend 

Of ftll the hnmao race 1 
Whose strong right hand hat ever been 

llieir stay and dwelling place I 
II 
Before the mountains heav'd their beada 

Beneath Thy forming hand. 
Before this ponderous globe itself 

Arose at Thy command: 



That Power, which mis'd and still uphold! 

This universal frame. 
From countless, nnbeginning time 

Was ever stiU the same. 



Those mighty periods of yean, 
Whioh seem to us so vast. 

Appear no more before Thy sight 
Than yesterday that 's past. 



Thou giv'st the word: Thy oieatnre, n 

Is to existence brought ; 
Anin Thon say'st: ■■ Ye sons of men, 

Return ye into nought I " 



Thon layest them, with all their cares, 

In everlasting sleep; 
As with a flood Thou tak'st them oft 

With overwhelming sweep. 



They flourish like the morning flower 

In beauty's ^nde array'd, 
But long ere night, cut down, it Um 

All wither'd and deeay'd. 
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TO MISS LOGAN 

WITH BEATTIE'S poems FOR A NEW 
year's gift, JANUARY I, 1 787 

The Mias hogun of these Terses was the 
''sentimental sister Susie" of the EpisUe to 
Major Logan (post, p. 133). It is probable that 
Bams, when ne last met her, had promised 
her a New Tear's gift from Jamaica ; but, his 
prospects changing, he sent her Beattie's yol- 
nmes instead. 



Again the silent wheels of time 
Their sunual round have driv'n. 

And you, tho' scarce in maiden prime, 
Are so much nearer Heav'n. 

II 

No eif ts have I from Indian coasts 

The infant year to hail; 
I send you more than India boasts 

In Edwin's simple tale. 

Ill 

Our sex with guile, and faithless love. 
Is charg'd — perhaps too true; 

But may, dear maid, each lover prove 
An ^win still to you. 



ADDRESS TO A HAGGIS 

Hoeg states that this spirited extravaganza 
was ^written in the house of Mr. Andrew 
Bruce, Castlehill, Edinburgh, where a haggis 
one day made JMut of the dinner ; '* but it is 
unlikely that cums set to work on it there 
and then. Chambers's story, that the germ 
was the last stanza (as first printed) extempo- 
rised as grace at a friend's house, w seemingly 
a variation of the same legend. The AddreM 
— "never before published" — appeared in 
The Caledonian Mercury on 19th December, 
1786, and in The Scots Magazine for January, 
1787. 



Fair fa' yonr honest, sonsie face. 
Great chieftain o' the puddin-race I 
Aboon them a' ye tak your place, 

Painch, tripe, or thairm: 
Weel are ye wordy of a grace 

As lang 's my arm. 



i** 



II 

The groaning trencher there ye fill, 
Your hurdles like a distant hill, 
Your pin wad help to mend a mill 

In time o' need. 
While thro' your pores the dews distil 

Like amber bead. 

Ill 

His knife see rustic Labour dight, 
An' cut ye up wi' ready slight. 
Trenching your gushing entrails bright. 

Like onie ditch; 
And then, O what a glorious sight, 

Warm-reekin, rich ! 

IV 

Then, horn for horn, they stretch an' strive: 
Deil tak the hindmost, on they drive. 
Till a' their weel-^wall'd kytes belyve 

Are bent like drums; 
Then auld Guidman, maist like to rive, 

« fiethankit ! " hums. 



Is there that owre his French ragout^ 
Or olio that wad staw a sow, 
Or Jiruxusee wad mak her spew 

Wi' perfect soonner. 
Looks down wi' sneering, scorn fu' view 

On sic a dinner ? 

VI 

Poor devil ! see him owre his trash. 
As feckless as a wither'd rash, 
Hb spindle shank a guid whip-lash, 

His nieve a nit; 
Thro' bluidy flood or field to dash, 

O how unfit ! 

VII 

But mark the Rustic, haggis-fed, 

The trembling earth resounds his tread, 

Clnp in his walie nieve a blade. 

He '11 make it whissle; 
An' legs, an' arms, an' heads will sued 

Like taps o' thrissle. 

VIII 

Ye Pow'rs, wha mak mankind your care, 
And dish them out their bill o' fare, 
Auld Scotland wants nae skinking ware. 

That jaups in luggies ; 
But, if ye wish her gratefu' prayer, 

Gie her a Haggis 1 



JOHN BARLEYCORN 



ADDRESS TO EDINBURGH 

Thii poem and auothar were enalowHl In s 
letter from EdiDbmsh, 27Ui December, 1780, 
to William ChBlmBi«,iD vbich Bdihb mtated 
that be " had carded and •pan tbem " unce he 
" paaeed Oleobnck," ilia lait Ajishira hamlet 
OD hia way to EdiubttrgL 



EsinaI Scotia's darling leat I 
All bail tbj palacee and tow'ra. 

Where once, beneath a Monarch's feet, 
Sat Legislation's sov'rei^ pow'n: 
From marking wtldlj-scatt'red flow'n. 

As oo the banks of Ajrr I stray'd, 
And singing, lone, the 1' 

i shelter in thy honor'd si 



Here Wealth still swelk the golden tide, 
As busy Trade his labours plies; 

There Architecture's noble pride 
Bids elegance and splendour rise: 
Here Justice, from her native skies, 

Hif^ wields her balance and her rod; 
There Learning, with his engle eyes. 

Seeks Science in tier coy abode. 



rhy sons, Edina, social, kind. 
With open arms the stranger 
rlib'n 



hail; 



Their views euUrg'd, their lib'ral mind. 
Above the narrow, rurol vale; 
Attentive still to Sorrow's wsjI, ' 

Or modest Merit's silent claim: 
And never niaj their sources fail I 

And never Envy blot their name I 

IV 

Thy daughters bright thy walks adorn, 
Gay as the gilded summer sky. 

Sweet as the dewy, milk-white thorn. 
Dear as the raptar'd thrill of joy I 
Fair Burnet strikes th' adoring eje, 

Heav'n's bennties on my fancy shine: 



There, watching high the least alarms. 
Thy rough, rude fortress gleams afar; 

Like some bold vet'ran, grej in arms. 
And marb'd with many a seamy soar: 
The pond'Kna wall and mass; bar. 



Grim-rising o'er the rugged rook. 

Have oft withstood asaailijg war. 
And oft repell'd th' invader's shock. 



With awe-stmek thought and pitying tean^ 

I view that uoble, stately dome, 
Where Scotia's kings of other years, 

Fam'd heroes J bad their royal home; 

Alas, how chang'd the times to come I 
Their royal name low in the dust 1 

Their hapless race wild- wand 'ring rounl 
Thu' rigid Law cries out: " T was just." 



Wild beats my heart to trace yonr steps, 
Whose ancestors, in days of yore, 

TUro' hostile ranks and ruin'd gaps 
Old Scotia's bloody lion bore: 
£v'u I, who sing in rustic lore, 

Haply my sires have left their shed, 
Aud fac'd grim Danger's loudest roar, 

Bold-foUowiug where your fathers led I 



Edinat Scotia's darling seat 1 
All hail thy palaces aud tow'rs; 

Where once, beneath a Monarch's feet, . 
Sat Lcgialatinn's sov'reign oow'rs: 
From tnarking wildly-scatt red fluw'rs, 

As on the banks of Ayr I stray'd. 
And singing, tone, the ling'ring hours, 

1 shelter in thj bonoui'd shade. 



JOHN BARLEYCORN 

A BALLAD 

Entered in the Fi'nt Caxmon Plate Book 
under date Jaoe, 1786, with the title. Ja/im 
Bariei/com — A Song to ill oicn Tunt, Buna 
preface* it with (he remark that he had ouoe 
heard tbe old song that coes b; this name ; and 
that he remembered onlv the Ihrae first verses 
aud " aome soraps " which be had " int«r*oven 
hers and there in the piece." In the "87 Edi- 
tinn he inwrtcd a note : " This i* partly com. 
poeed oa the plan of an old nmg known bytlie 

speaial interest attaches to a set printed in 
Laingr's Eartu Metrical TaUt (1620) from astall 
copy of 178], with a few o 
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Aatbority of two others of Imter date. Here 
are the three firet utenTaii : — 



** There eeae three merry men from the eeet, 
And three merry men were they. 
And they did eware e etdemn oeth 
That Sir John Barleyoom they would iley.' 

** They took e plough, end plonghM him down, 
And kid clode npoo hie heed ; 
And then they ewore a etdemn oath, 
That Sir John Barleyoom 



** But the aprlng-time it came on amain, 
And ratal towards the earth did fall : 
John Barleycorn eprang up again. 
And ao aabdned them aU.*' 



Robert Jamieeon prints a set in his Popudar 
BalUuit and Songs (1806) as he heard it in 
Moray when a boy. In its first three yerses it 
closely resembles the Bums ; bat Bnms's 
poems were in circulation before Jamieson^s 
Doyhood was over, and may have influenced 
his memory. He prints another set from a 
black-letter copy in the Pepys Library, Cam- 
bridge, as weU as sets of the analogoos AUan- 
a-Maut ballad, incladingp that in The Bannatyne 
MS. There is, farther, a curioas chap (1757) 
which is not incladed in Jamieson. The nn- 
graromatical ** was " in Bams^s first line was 
probably suggested by ** There was three 
ladies in a ha\" in Herd^s Ancient and Modem 
Scottish Songs (1776). 



There was three kings into the east, 
Three kings both great and high, 

And they hae sworn a solemn oath 
John Barleycorn should die. 

II 

They took a plough and plongh'd him 
down. 

Put clods upon his head, 
And they hae sworn a solemn oath 

John Barleycorn was dead. 

Ill 

But the cheerful Spring came kindly on. 

And show'rs began to fall; 
John Barleycorn got up again. 

And sore surprised them all. 

IV 

The sultry smis of Summer came, 
And he grew thick and strong: 

His head weel arm'd wi' pointed spean, 
That no one should him wrong. 



The sober Autumn enter'd mild, 
When he grew wan and pale; 

His bending joints and drooping bead 
Show'd he began to faiL 



VI 



His colour sicken'd more and more, 

He faded into age; 
And then his enemies began 

To show their deadly rage. 



VII 



They Ve taen a weapon long and sharp, 

And cut him by the knee; 
Then ty'd him fast upon a cart, 

Like a rogue for forgerie. 



VIII 



They laid him down upon his back. 
And cudgell'd him full sore. 

They hung him up before the storm. 
And turn'd him o*er and o'er. 



IX 



They fill^ up a darksome pit 

With water to the brim, 
They heavM in John Barleycorn «- 

There, let him sink or swim I 



They laid him out upon the floor. 

To work him farther woe; 
And still, as signs of life appear'd, 

They toss'd him to and fro. 

XI 

They wasted o'er a scorching flame 

The marrow of his bones; 
But a miller us'd him worst of all, 

For he crushed him between two stonea. 

XII 

And they hae taen his very heart's blood. 
And drank it round and round; 

And still the more and more they dran^ 
Their joy did more abound. 

XIII 

John Barleycorn was a hero bold. 

Of noble enterprise; 
For if ^on do but taste his blood« 

'Twill make your courage rise. 



A FRAGMENT: WHEN GUILFORD GOOD 



Twill make a man forget bis woe; 



Tho' the tear w 



Theo let na toaat John fiarleycom, 
Each man a glaai in hand; 

And maj his great posterity 
Ne'er faU in old ScotlJiDd I 



Tune: Gillicraidiu 

Thii «u probably the "political ballad" 
whioh Burm aocliMed to Henry Eiskine — on 
tbe adiice of Glencaim — for hia 0|Mnion » 
to wbsthtir he should or shaold not publish 
it. The work of some nameless Loyalist, the 
old soar on which it is tnonlded is printed 
in David Laing's Variota Pitcn of f ugilist 
■'^catliiA Poetrg, First Series <1F<26), which 
dates it 16S9, nnder the title, KiltgiArankit 
fthe battle was fought in that year], " To be 
Sung toiUOwn Tune :"- 



and >o on for eight mortal octaves. The same 
*olaine sets forth an Antwrr to the same tone 
la as many more. 



When Guilford ^ood our pilot stood, 

An' did our hellim thraw, man; 
Ae night, nt ten, hc-gxn n plea. 

Within .\meric)t, man : 
Then np tboy gat the maakin-pat, 

And in the sea did jaw, man; 
An' did nne lean, in full CongreM, 

Than quite refuse our law, man. 



Then thro' the lakes Montgomery tolcea, 

I wat he was nn slaw, man; 
Down Lowrie's Burn he took a ttim, 

And Carleton did ca', man : 



But yet, what reck, he at Qnebeo 



Poor Tommy Gag« within a cag« 

Was kept at Boston-ba*, man; 
Till Willie Howe took o'er tbe knowe 

For Fhiladelphii, man; 
Wi' sword an' gnn be thought a sin 

Guid Christian bluid to draw, man; 
But at New-York wi' knife an' fork 

Sir-Loin be backed sma', num. 



Then lost his way, ae raiaty day, 

In Saratoga shaw, man. 
Comwallis fought as lang 's he dought, 

An' did the buckskins claw, man ; 
But Clinton's glaive frae rust to save, 

He hnng it to the wa', fflan. 



Then Montague, an' Guilford too. 

Began to tear a fa', man; 
And Sackville doiire, wha stood the stoure 

The German chief to thraw, man: 
For Faddy Bnrke, like onie Turk, 

Nae mercy bad at a*, man; 
An* Charlie Fox threw by tbe box, 

An' lows'd bis tinkler jaw, man. 

VI 
Then Rockingham took np tbe game. 

Till death did on him ca', man; 
When Shelbnme meek held up his cheek. 

Conform to gospel law, man : 
Saint Stephen's boys, wi' jarring noise. 

They did his measures thraw, man; 
For North an' Foi united stocki. 

An* bore bim to the wm', nun. 



Tlien clubs an' hearts were Charlie's esrtet 

He swept tbe stakes awa', man. 
Till the diamond's ace, of Indian raoe, 

Led him a sair/miz/Mu, man : 
The Saxon lads, wi' loud placada. 

On Chatham's boy did ca', man; 
An' Scotland drew her pipe an' blew ! 

'* Up, Willie, waur them a', man I " 
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VIII 

Behind the throne then Granville 's gone, 

A secret word or twa, man ; 
While slee Dundas arous'd the class 

Be-north the Roman wa', man: 
An* Chatham's wraith, in heav*nly graith, 

(Inspired bardies saw, man), 
Wi* kindling eyes, cry'd : " Willie, rise ! 

Would I hae fear'd them a', man ? " 

IX 

But, word an' blow. North, Fox, and Co. 

Gowff'd Willie like a ba', man. 
Till Suthron raise an' coost their claise 

Behind him in a raw, man: 
An' Caledon threw by the drone, 

An' did her whittle draw, man ; 
An' swoor fu' rude, thro' dirt an' bluid, 

To make it guid in law, man. 



MY NANIE, 

Perhaps suggested by a poor thing of Ram- 
say's : — 

" While some for pleasure pawn their health 
*Twixt Lais and the bagnio, 
I '11 save myself, and without stealth 
Kiss and caress my Nanny, 0." 

In Hogg and Motherwell*s Edition another 
version — oral : communicated by Peter Bu- 
chan — is printed ; it begins, " As I g^ed down 
thro' Embro' town." & the First Common 
Place Booky where it appears under date of 
April. 1784, it is headed Song {Tuney " As I 
came in by London, O "). It is thus prefaced : 
** As I have been all along a miserable dupe 
to Love, and have been led into a thousand 
weaknesses and follies by it, for that reason 
I put the more confidence in my critical skill 
in distinguishing foppery and conceit from real 
passion and nature. Whether the following 
song will stand the test, I will not pretend to 
say, because it is ray own ; only I can say it 
was, at the time, real." 

According to Gilbert Bums, the heroine was 
Agones Fleming. She was daughter of John 
Fleming, farmer at Doura, in the parish of 
Tarbolton. On the other hand, Mrs. Begg 
asserts that it was written in honour of Peggry 
Thomson of Kirkoewald (see ante^ p. 52. Piefa- 
tory Note to Song: Composed in August), while 
Hamilton Paul champions the charms of a 
Kilmarnock g^rL 



Behind yon hills where Lugar flows 
'Mang moors an' mosses many, O, 

The wintry snn the day has clos'd, 
And I '11 awa to Nanie, O. 



II 



The westlin wind blaws lond an' shiU, 
The night 's baith mirk and rainy, O; 

But 1 11 get my plaid, an' out 1 11 steal, 
An' owre the hill to Nanie, O. 



Ill 



My Nanie 's charming, sweet, an' yoang; 

Nae artfu' wiles to win ye, O: 
May ill befa' the flattering tongue 

That wad beguile my Nanie, O 1 



IV 



Her face is fair, her heart is true; 

As spotless as she 's bonie, O, 
The op ning gowan, wat wi' dew, 

Nae purer is than Nanie, O. 



A country lad is my deg^e, 

An' few there be that ken me, O; 

But what care I how few they be ? 
I 'm welcome ay to Nanie, O. 

VI 

My riches a 's my penny- fee. 
An' I maun guide it cannie, O; 

But wail's gear ne'er troubles me, 
My thoughts are a' — my Nanie, O. 

VII 

Our auld giiidman delights to view 
His sheep an' kye thrive bonie, O; 

But I 'm as blythe that bauds his pleugh. 
An' has nae care but Nanie, O. 

VIII 

Come weel, come woe, I care na by; 

1 11 tak what Heav'n will send me, O: 
Nae ither care in life have I, 

But live, an' love my Nanie, O. 



GREEN GROW THE RASHES, O 

This little masterpiece of wit and gaiety and 
movement was suggested either by the frag^ 



COMPOSED IN SPRING 



■Mnt, Grtat 0<«w the Botha, O in Herd's 
AocUnt and Modern Scattah Songi, or b; the 
bkckgnanl old ni^ itanlt. Hard girai onl; 
Uiree aUuiaa, of vhioh the flnt ii : — 

" Onan (rom tfaa nahn — O 



Bat die mmg (or what ia left of it) ii giTSD in 
the nniqne and inCereating garland called T/ie 
Merry Miaei of Caledonia [c. 1800), probably 
— aloioat certainlj — coUeoled bj Buriw tor 
hU priTata nae, togetheT with a second and still 
fToaaer aet attribatad, rightly or vrongl;, to 
Bnnia bimaelf. 

Entered bj Bunu in the Pint Commm Place 
Book, dndar date Aogoit, ITSG, the |Mece ia 
preceded bj a dinrrfatirrn on Toang men, who 
kre ditided into "two gn>nd oUsse* — the 
nsTe and the merry," and hy the renuurh : 
It will enable any body to determine which 
ot the olaaaofl 1 belonj^ to." It waa publiahed 
in Johnnn^a Muwm. i. 77> Thomson proposed 
toset it to Caald Kail in Aberdetn ; bnt Barns 
declared that it would " neT«r (iiit " that air. 



Green grow the nuhes, O; 
Green grow the rushes, O; 
The sweetest boun that e'er I spend, 
Are spent among the lasses, O. 



Trkre '9 nought but cnre on ev'i 
In every hour tlint piuises, O: 

What signi&ei the life o' man, 
An' 'twere nae for the lasses, 1 



The warlj race may riches chue, 
An' riches still may fly them, O; 

An' tho' at last they catch tbem fast, 
Their hearts can ne'er enjoy thero, O. 



Bnt gia me a cannic honr at e'en, 
My arms about my dearie, O, 

An' war'lj cares an' wnrly men 
Hay a' gae tapaalteerie, O t 



For you sae donee, ye sneer at this; 

Te 'ra nonght but senseless asses, 
The wisest man the warl' e'er saw, 

He dearly lov'd the buses, O. 



Anld Nature swears, tbe lovely dears 
Her noblest worh she classes, O: 

Her prentice ban' she try'd on man, 
An' then she made the lasses, O. 



Green grow the rashes, O; 
Green gruw the rashes, 0; 
The sweetest hours that e'er I spend, 
Are spent among the lasses, O. 



COMPOSED IN SPRING 

Tune: Jehnnyi Grrj Breeit 

Bnms explains that tbe eboras ii " part of a 
long coropoeed bv a gentleman in Bdinbntgh, 
I partianlar friend of the author's ; " and that 
* Henie " is the ' ' comnion abbfeviation of 
Uarianne." In all likelihood tbe song was 
tompoaed after the ruptore with Jean Annonr, 
ind the choms added in Edinbargh by Bona 



Again rejoicing Nature sees 

Her robe assume its vernal hues: 

Her leafy locks wave in the breeze. 
All freshly steep'd in rooming dews. 



And maun I still on Menie doat, 
And bear the scorn that 's in her e'e ? 

For it 's jet, jet-bbtck, an' it 's like a hawk, 
An' it winoa let a body be. 



[n vain to me the cowslips blaw. 
In vain to me the vi'leta spring; 

'.a vain to me in glen or shaw. 
The mavis and the liutwhite sing 



The merry ploughboy cheers his team, 
Wi' joy tlie tentie seedsman stalks; 

But life to me '9 a weary dream, 
A dream of ane that never wauks. 



The wanton coot the water skims, 
Amang tbe reeds tbe dnoUings erjr, 
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The stately swan majestic swims, 
And ev'ry thing is blest but L 



The sheep-herd steeks his faulding slap, 
And o*er the moorlands whbtles shill; 

Wi' wild, unequal, wand'ring step, 
I meet him on the dewy hill. 

VI 

And when the lark, 'tween light and dark, 
Blythe wankens by the daisy's side. 

And mounts and siugs on flittering wings, 
A woe-worn ghaist I hameward glide. 

VII 

Come winter, with thine ang^y howl. 
And raging, bend the naked tree; 

Thy gloom will soothe my cheerless soul, 
When nature all is sad like me ! 

CHORUS 

And maun I still on Menie doat. 

And bear the scorn that 's in her e'e ? 

For it 's jet, jet-black, an' it 's like a hawk, 
An' it winna let a body be. 



THE GLOOMY NIGHT IS 
GATHERING FAST 

Tune: Roslin Castle 

In an interleaved copy of Johnaon's Tixuewm 
Bums inscribed the following note : " I com- 
posed this song as I conveyed my chest so far 
on the road to Greenock, where I was to 
embark in a few days for Jamaica. I meant 
it as my farewell dirge to my native land.'' 
In his Antobiographio Letter to Dr. Moore, 
** I had compoeed/' he says, ** a song, Tht 
Gloomy Night is Gathering Fast, which was to 
be the last effort of my muse in Caledonia, 
when a letter from Dr. blacklock to a friend 
of mine overthrew all my schemes." Professor 
Walker, on R. B.'s authority, affirms that he 
composed it on the way home from Dr. I^aw- 
rie's ; but, as it was to Dr. Lawrie that Black- 
lock wrote, we must infer that Walker was so 
far mistaken, and that the verses were made 
on the way thither. 

Bums gives Boslin Castle as the tnne to 
which this passionate lyric should be sung:. 
His use of a refrain, however, suggests that 
the true model was The Birks qflnvermag. 



The gloomy night is gath'ring fast. 
Loud roars the wild inconstant blast; 
Yon murky cloud is filled with rain, 
I see it driving o'er the plain; 
Tlie hunter now has left the moor, 
The scatt'red coveys meet secure; 
While here I wander, prest with care^ 
Along the lonely banks of Ayr. 

n 

The Autumn mourns her rip'ning com 
By early Winter's ravage torn; 
Across her placid, azure sky, 
She sees the scowling tempest fly; 
Chill runs my blood to hear it rave: 
I think upon the stormy wave. 
Where many a danger I must dare, 
Far from the bonie banks of Ayr. 

Ill 

'Tis not the surging billows' roar, 
'Tis not that fatal, deadly shore; 
Tho' death in ev'ry shape appear. 
The wretched have no more to fear: 
But round my heart the ties are bound. 
That heart transpierc'd with many a wound; 
These bleed afresh, those ties I tear. 
To leave the bonie banks of Ayr. 

IV 

Farewell, old Coila's hills and dales. 
Her heathy moors and winding vales; 
The scenes where wretched Fancy roves, 
Pursuing past unhappy loves I 
Farewell my friends I farewell my foes I 
My peace with these, my love with those — 
The bursting tears my heart declare, 
Farewell, my bonie banks of Ayr. 



NO CHURCHMAN AM I 

Tune : Prepare ^ my dear Brethren 

This poor performance, written probably in 
1781 or 1782 for the Tarbolton Bachelors* 
Club, in imitation of a popular type of English 
drinking song, appears to have been sunested 
and inspired by a far better piece. The Women 
all TeU Me I'm False to My Lass (c. 1740 : stiU 
to be heard as Wine, Mighty Wine), the air of 
which may well have been in Bums s ear when 
he directed his own words to be sung to the 



NO CHURCHMAN AM I 



Prrpart, my Dear Brtthrm. It i 



Jinch (17W). The Wrtalh (17M), and Tie Oc- 
Cational Songsla {Xl%i) ; •ud we have {onnd 
ft, u liams before ni, in ^ Stiect Coiltclioa of 
gnjli'ih Songi (Landon, ITKI)— u odd toI- 
nme of which, containing thii rery Ijrio, with 
notes in his handwriting, is bafora ai aa we 
write — and in Cailiope (Edinborgh, 1T8S). 
Hen ii a eCanxa ohioli mnet eertunly hare 
been pretent when he waa atruggling with the 
halting IJnea and the aeoond-rate bnokiahneia 
of No Chimhm<iii Am I : — 



■d HiuUIni, tnd ititl* ; 
»u. uij -..» u..m.. uu_i nor biMugu bring, 



The a 



Shadweit'i Piiidie (ie7S) 
•ent ataTo haa been the vehiale of innomerabla 
drinking aongi, inolnding the English A Taiik- 
ard of Alt, and the Iriah One Boult Man. 
Bnnu himself reierta to it in 7%« WhitUt (we 
poit, p. W). 

No cbnrobman nm I for to rail Hid to write, 
No atatesman nor soldier to plot or to Hght, 
No a\y man of bnsineaa contriving a snare. 
For % big-bell;'d bottle '■ the whole of mj 



The peer I don't envf, I give bim bia bow; 
I acorn not the peasant, tho* ever ao low; 
fiat a club of good fellows, like those that 

Atid a bottle like this, are ray glorj and 



m 



Here passes the squire on his brother — hit 

There centum per centum, the <tit with hit 

But see ;on The Croam, how it w«Tea in 

the air 7 
There a big-belly 'd bottle still eases my care. 



The wife of my bosom, alas I abe did die; 
For sweet consolation to church I did fly; 
I fonnd that old Solomon proved it fair. 
That a big-belly'd bottle > a cure for all 



I once was persuaded a renlure to make; 
A letter inform'd me that all waa to wreck; 
But tbe pursy old Undlord just waddlM 



i bottle that ended id; ci 



' Life's 



I thejr are comforts " — % 

maiim laid down 
By the Bard, what d' ye call him ? that 

wore the black gown; 
And faith I agree with tb' old prig to a hair: 
For a big-belly'd bottle 's a heav'n of a can. 

A STANZA ADDED IN A MASON LOIWE 
Then fill up a bnmperand make it o'erflow, 
And honours Masonic prepare for to throw: 
2tlay er'ry true Brother of tbe CompMS 

HaT« a blg-belly'd bottle, when harua'd 
with care I 
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In April, 1792, Creeeh proposed another is- 
me, and Buma replied with an o£fer of fifty new 
pages, and the retrenchment and correction 
of some old pieces. Reminding his publisher 
that these fifty pages were as much his own 
** as the thumb-skull I have just now drawn on 
my finger, which I unfortunately gashed in 
mending my pen,^' he practically agreed to 
Creech s former terras : craving as his sole 
reoompence a few books which he very much 
wanted, "" with as many copies of this new edi- 
tion of my own works as friendship or grati- 
tnde shall prompt me to present.'* Creech was 
not the man to boggle at a bargain of the kind, 



and the new edition appeared in the Febnuuy 
of 1798, under the title : '' Poems chiefly in the 
Scottith Dialed, By Robert Bums. In two 
volumes. The Second Edition Considerably 
Enhirged. Edinburgh : Printed for T. Cadell, 
London, and William Creech, Edinburgh. 
1793." The volumes, with nearly the same 
page and the same type, but with many chaniges 
vn spelling, and some new readiugs of lines 
and stanzas, were reprinted early in 1794, with 
— excepting for the substitution of ** a New 
Edition " for '' the Second Edition'' — an ex- 
actly similar title. No other Soots reprint ap- 
peared in Bums's lifetime. 



WRITTEN IN FRIARS CARSE 
HERMITAGE, ON NITHSIDE 

Tliis is the second version of a piece origi- 
nally inscribed on a window-pane of Friars 
Carse Hermitage in June, 1788 (8ee^o«/..p. 120). 
Friars Carse adjoined Ellisland, and the owner, 
Captain Robert Riddell of Qlenriddell, had 
given Bums a key to the grounds and the 
little hermitage which he had built there. It 
would appear from an undated letter to William 
Dunbar (asking him to decide between the two 
sets), and from the fact that Bums distributed 
topies of both, that he was by no means con- 
Tinced of the superiority of the second set. 

Thou whom chance may hither lead, 
Be thou clad in msset weed. 
Be thou deckt in silken stole, 
Grave these counsels on thy soul. 

Life is but a day at most. 
Sprung from nij^ht, — in darkness lost: 
Hope not sunshine ev'ry hour. 
Fear not clouds wiU always lour. 

As Youth and Love with sprightly dance 
Beneath thy morning star advance. 
Pleasure with her siren air 
May delude the thoughtless pair: 
Let Prudence bless Enjoyment's cup, 
Then raptur'd sip, and sip it up. 

As thy day grows warm and high, 
Life's meridian flaming nigh. 
Dost thou spurn the humble vale ? 
Life's proud summits would'st thou scale ? 



Check thy climbing step, elate, 
Evils lurk in felon wait: 
Dangers, eagle-pinioned, bold. 
Soar around each cliffy hold ; 
While cheerful Peace with linnet song 
Chants the lowly dells among. 

As the shades of ev'uing close, 
Beck'ning thee to long repose; 
As life itself becomes disease. 
Seek the chimney-nook of ease: 
There ruminate with sober thought, 
On all thou 'st seen, and heard, and 

wrought; 
And teach the sportive younkers round. 
Saws of experience, sage and sound: 
Say, man's true, genuine estimate. 
The grand criterion of his fate. 
Is not, Art thou high or low ? 
Did thy fortune ebb or flow ? 
Did many talents gild thy span ? 
Or f nigal Nature grudge thee one ? 
Tell them, and press it on their mind. 
As thou thyself must shortly find, 
llie smile or frown of awful Heav*n 
To Virtue or to Vice is giv'n ; 
Say, to be just, and kind, and wise — 
There solid self-enjoyment lies; 
That foolish, selfish, faithless ways 
Lead to be wretched, vile, and base. 

Thus resign 'd and quiet, creep 
To the bed of lasting sleep: 
Sleep, whence thou shall ne'er awake, 
Night, where dawn shall never break; 
Till future life, future no more, 
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To light and ^y the good restoK, 
To light and joj uulcnown Won. 



ger, go I Heav'n be th^ guide 1 
the EeadsDuui of NiUuide. 



ODE, SACRED TO THE MEMORY 
OF MRS. OSWALD OF AUCHEN- 
CRUIVE 

In ft Utter to Dr. Moore, £M March, 1189, 
BDolosing this Odt Bnnu eiplaiiu ita origin : 
" In JftDiury hat, on m j roHil to Aynhire, I 
bad put op at Bailie Whigham'! in Sanqniiar, 
tlu only tolerable inn in tha placa, Thu froaC 
waa kaen, and the grim eTauing' and howling 
wind v«re uahering in a night of snow and 
drift. Mjhoneandlversbothniaohfatiguad 
with tha labonn of Uie day, and jaat aa mr 
frigid the Bailie and T wars bidding daBant 



amokin, 



whaaU 



the fnneral pageantry of tha Into great Mi 
(hvald ; and poor I am famed to braia all the 
boTTon of a tempeatnona night, and jada my 
llOTfe, my yoang faroarite lione, whom I had 
joat christened Pegaaua, tarBlva milaa further 
on, through the wildcat moora and hills of A' 
■hire, to Xew Cnmnoi 



Id hiJls of Ayr- 
next inn. The 



that when a good Bre at New Camnook had u> 
far recovered my froien linewa, I laC down and 
vrote the encloaed ode." In a letter (anpnb- 
liahed) to Mn. Diintop. encloring the copy of 
the Orlr, " Before 1 reached the other atage," 
he vritea. " 1 bad composed the following, and 
Kent it off at the lirst poet otBce for rhe Cmr- 
anl," by which, if tliia be true, it wai declined. 
On May 7, ITHQ, the piece appeared in Stu- 
art'a Slar with the following preface, hers for 
the firat time reprinted i — 



" I know Dot who ia tha antboT of the fol- 
lowinr poem, bnC I think it contain! aome 
aqnally well-told and jaaC complimeuta to the 
memory of a tnalron who, a few montba ago, 
much a^fiunat her priTate inclination, leftthii 
good world and twice five good thousands per 
annum behind her. 



but ai this « 



* the 



n poin 



with the departed beldam. f< 
I have the honour to interest myaelf. it is not 
easy gneeaing why proae and Terse have both 
said ao little on the death of the owner of ten 
thooaand a year, 
" I dialika partial respect of penoM, and am 



hnrt to sea the public make soch a f uv whea 
a poor pennyless ffipaey ia consigned over to 
Jack KTatch, and yst acarce take any notioa 
when a pnrao-prond Prieateaa of Mammon ia 
by the memorable hand of death priaoned in 
everlaating fatten of ill-gotten gold, and de- 
lirerad up to the arch-hrother among the fin- 
iihera 6f the law, emphatioally called by yoiu> 

"Tim Nkttu." 

Mrs. Oswald was the widow of Richard Os- 
wald, second sou of Rev. Qeoiffe Oawald. of 
Dunnat, Caithnesa. He purchased Anohen. 
cruivs in 177:^. He died at on "udvaDced 

age," 0th November, 17M, and in the obitnary 
notice in The Scoti Magaxinr is described as 
" an eminent merchant ia London, and lately 
employed at Paris aa a commia»oner for niigo- 
tiating a peace with the United titatcs.^^ From 
Bnma'a epithet. "Plunderer of Annies," he 

tnutor. tnhialettertuDr.Moure.Buruaatatei 
that he knew that Mra. Oawald waa datestod 
by faer tenanta and servants " with the most 
heartfelt cordialit<." !She died Uth Deoember, 
17S8, at her hoaae in Gr^at George Street, West- 
inn by her " fnnaral pageantry," the body was 
on its way to Ayrshire. Bums himself WM 
proceeding in the same direction (aa wa leani 
from aletter to Mrs. Dunlop of 18th December) 
to the Ayr Fair, held about the 12th Janoarj- 

DwiCLLKR in jon dungeon dark, 
Hangman of creation, mark t 
Who in widow-weeds appears, 
Laden with unhoDoured years, 
Noming with care a borsting purae, 
Baited with many a deadly curse ? 

STROPHE 
View the wither'd beldam's faoe; 
Can thy keen inspection tntce 
Aught of Humanity's sweet, mel^Dg 

Note that eye. 't is rheum o'ertlows — 

Pity's fiood there never ruse. 

See those liattda, ne'er stretob'd to Bare, 

Hands that took, but never gave. 

Keeper of Mammon's iron oEest, 

Lo, there ahe goes, uDpitied and unblest. 

She goes, but tkot to realms of everlastiDg 

ANTISTROPHE 

Plnnderer of Armies f lift thine eye* 
(A while forbear, ye torturing ftenda), 
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Sees! thou whose step, unwilling, hither 

bends? 
No fallen angel, hurl'd from upper skies 1 
*T is thy trusty, quondam Mute, 
Doom'd to share thy fiery fate: 
She, tardy, hell-ward plies. 

EPODB 

And are they of no more avail, 
Ten thousand glittering pounds a-year ? 
In other worlds can Mammon fail, 
Ooftnipotent as he is here ? 
O bitter mockery of the pompous bier I 
While down the wretched vital part is 
driven, 
The cave-lodg'd beggar, with a conscience 
clear, 
Expires in rags, unknown, and goes to 
Heaven. 



ELEGY ON CAPTAIN MATTHEW 
HENDERSON 

A GENTLEMAN WHO HELD THE PATENT 
FOR HIS HONOURS IMMEDIATELY FROM 
ALMIGHTY GOD I 

But now his radiant coone is ran. 
For Matthew's course was bright : 

His soul was like the glorious sun 
A matchless, HesTenly light. 

Matthew Henderson was the son of David 
Henderson, of Tannockside, and Elizabeth 
Brown : bom 24th February, 1737 ; succeeded 
in early youth to the estates on his father^s 
death ; becanne lieutenant in the Earl of 
Home's regiment ; left the army to hold a 
government appointment in Edinborgh ; was 
a member of the Poker and other convivial 
dubs, and a friend of Boswell, who has pre- 
served one or two samples of his wit ; died 21st 
November, 1788 ; and was buried in Greyf riars' 
Chnrchvard. 

On 2iid July, 1790, Bums sent " a first fair 
copy *' to Robert Cleghom, Saughton, to whom 
he stated that Henderson was a man he ** ranch 
regarded." On 2d August he sent a copy to 
John M'Murdo of Drumlanrig: **Ton knew 
Henderson," he said ; ** I have not flattered 
his memory." And in enclosing a copy to Dr. 
Moore (27th Febraary, 1791) he described the 
Elegy as '* a tribute to the memory of a man I 
loved much.*' 



O Death ! thou tyrant fell and bloodj ! 
The meikle Devil wi' a woodie 
Haurl thee hame to his black smiddie 

O'er hurcheon hides, 
And like stock-fish come o'er his studdie 

Wi' thy auld sides 1 

II 

He 's gane, he 's gane I he 's f rae us torn. 

The ae best fellow e'er was bom ! 

Thee, Matthew, Nature's sel shall monm, 

By wood and wild, 
Where, haply, Pity strays forlorn, 

Frae man ezil'd. 

Ill 

Te hills, near neebors o' the stams. 
That proudly cock your cresting cairns I 
Ye cliffs, the haunts of sailing yearns, 

Where Echo slumbers I 
Come join ye. Nature's sturdiest baimSy 

My wailing numbers 1 

IV 

Mourn, ilka grove the cushat kens I 
Te hazly shaws and briery dens I 
Ye bumies, wimplin down your glens 

Wi' toddlin din, 
Or foaming, Strang, wi' hasty stens, 

Frae lin to lin 1 



Mourn, little harebells o'er the lea; 
Ye stately foxgloves, fair to see; 
Ye woodbines, hanging bonilie 

In scented bowers; 
Ye roses on your thorny tree, 

The first o' flowers ! 

VI 

At dawn, when every ffrassy blade 

Droops with a diamond at his head; 

At ev'n, when beans their fragrance shed 

I' th' rustling gale; 
Ye mankins, whiddin through the glade; 

Come join my wau 1 

VII 

Mourn, ye wee songsters o' the wood; 
Ye grouse that crap the heather bud; 
Ye curlews, calling thro' a dud ; 

Ye whistling plover; 



THE EPITAPH 



i mourn, ye whirring ptitrick brood: 
He 'a gaue for ever I 



Uourn, Booty coots, and gpeokled teftli; 
ITe fUher beroua, WKtohin^ ttelt; 
Ye duok and drake, vi' airy wbeeb 

Circling the lake; 
Ye bitterns, till the quagmiro reels, 

Rair foe his sake 1 

tx 
Moiim, cUm'rine orailu, at close a' day, 
'Maug fields o' tfow'ring clover gay I 
And wheu you wing your onnnaT way 
Frae our cauld sbore, 
E'en thae far worlds wha Ues in clay. 
Wham we deplore. 



Ye houlets, frae your ivy bower 

In some aald tree, or eldritch tower, 

What time the moon, wi' silent glowr, 

Sets np her bora, 
Wail tbro' the dreary midnight hour 

Till waukrifo mom I 



O riven, forests, hills, and plains 
Oft have ye heard my cauty straii 
But now, what else for me remain 

But tales of woe 1 
And frae my een tbs drapping rai 

Maun ever flow. 



Hourn, Spring, thou darling of the year 1 
Ilk cowslip cup shall kep a tear: 
Thou, Simmer, while each corny spear 

Shoots up its head, 
Thy gay, green, Howery tresses shear 

For bim that 's dead I 



Thou, Autumn, wi' thy yellow hair, 
In grief thy s^ow mantle tear 1 
Thou, Wiuter, burling thro' the air 

Tbe roaring bkst, 
Wide o'«r the naked world declare 

The worth we 've lost 



Hourn bim, tboii Sun, grest sonree of light I 
Honm, £u)press of the silent night 1 



And you, je twinkling starniea bright, 
My Matthew mouru f 

For through your orbs b« 's taen bis Sight, 
Ne'er to return. 



O Headeraon I the man I the brother I 
And art thou gone, and gone for ever ? 
And bast thou crost that unknown river, 

Life's drearv bound 7 
Like thM, where shall I find another. 

The world around? 



And weep the ae best fellow's fate 
E'er Uy in earth I 



THE EPITAPH 



Stop, passenger 1 my story 's brief. 
And truth I shall r«late, man: 

I tell nae common tale o' grief, 
For Matthew was a great man. 



If tfaon ancomm<Ki merit hast. 
Yet spurn'd at Fortune's door, n 

A look of pity hither cast, 
For Matthew was a poor man. 



If thon a noble sodger art. 

That pasaeat by this grave, man; 

There moulders here a gallant heart, 
For Matthew was a brave man. 



If thon on men, their works and waya. 
Canst throw nncommon light, man; 

Here lies wha weel had won thy praise. 
For Matthew was a bright man. 



If thou, at Friendship's sacred m 
Wad life itself resign, man; 

Thy sympathetic tear mann fa'. 
For Matthew was a kind man. 
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If tbou art itRUQch, without ft stain, 



For Matthew w 



If tbou hast wit and fun, and (ire, 
And ne'er guid wine did feiir, iiia: 

This waa thy blllie, dam, and she, 
P'or Matthew was a queer man. 



If onic wiiiggish. whingin sot. 

To blame poor Maltliuw dare, u 
May dool and surruw be his lot I 

tur Matthew was a rare man. 



OS THE APPROACH OF SPRING 

In enoloHing this to Dr. Jnhn Moora. 27th 
FxbTDary, I7U1 , liunu autea lliat it was hegaa 
while he waa busy with Percy's lUigurM of 
English Poclry : hence ita aotiiiua flavouring. 
H« «ent copies toMra. Danlo|>, to Mrs. Graham 
of Fintrv, to CUrinda, and V, Jjidy \\'inifrBd 
Coiutabl'e, and waa at paina to tell each of the 
four the reaaon why she wai thus specially 
favoured. In an anpnbliahad letter to Mra. 
Dunlop inth June, HCO), be wrote : " Tou 
know aod with roe pity the miaerable and 
unfortnnate Mary Queen of Scota. To yon 
and vonr young ladies I particularly dedicate 
the fnllowing Scots alanuH." It was probably 
about the aame lime that in an undated letter — 
(nanalh awigned to Febntary. ITl'l. to accord 
with the date of that to Moore) — he wrote to 
Mra. Orabani of Fintry : " ^lietlier it ia that 
the alory of onr Mary Qneen of Soota baa a 
pocnliar effect on the feelinEs of a poet, or 
whether T have in the encloaed hnllad ancoeeded 
bevond my ninial poetic aucceaa, I know not; 
bnt it hnc pleased me iMyond any effort of niT 
Muae for a Rood while paat ; on that account I 
encluae it parHeidarW lo you." To Clarinda 
(in an nndated letter! he Uina eipreaaed him- 
■elf: "Such, m* dearest Naney, were the 
words of the amiable but unfortunate Mart. 
Hiafortnni! leems U> take a peculiar pleasure in 
dartiuK her armwa againat 'lioneat men ami 
bonie lasaea.' Of this yon are too, too just a 
proof i but may your future fate be a bright 



exception to the remarlc V To I.ady Winifred 
Consl^ble the ode was sent at the lanie lime 
that be aek.u>wled^>d the prenent of a enuET- 
box, the lid of it itdaid with a miuiature of 
Queau Mary. 



Now Katun hangs her mantle green 

On every blooudng tree. 
And apreade her sbeeta o' daisiea whit« 

Out o'er the graasj lea; 
Now PbsbuB cheers the crystal streama, 

And glads the azure akies: 
But nought can glad the weary wight 

That ^t in durance lies. 



Now laverocks wake the merry mora, 

Aloft on dewy wing; 
The tnerle, in his noontide bow'r. 

Makes woodland ocbocB ring; 
The mavis wild wi' monie a not« 

SingH drowsy day to rest : 
In love and freedom they rejaice, 

Wi' care nor thrall opprest. 



Now blooms the lily by the bank. 

The priuirose down tbo brae ; 
Tlie hawthorn 's budding in the glen. 

And milk-white ia the shte : 
Tlic meanest hind in fair (ieutland 

May rove their sweets amaiig; 
But I, the (jueen of a' Scotland 

Maun lie in prison Strang. 



I was tbe Queen o' bonie France, 

^Vhere bappy I hae been; 
Fu' lightly rase I in the morn, 

As blytbe lay down at e'en : 
And I 'm the sov'reigii of Scotland, 

And monie a trnilor there; 
Yet here I lie In foreign hand) 

And never^nding care. 



Bnt as for tbee, tbon false woman. 

My sister and my fae. 
Grim vengeance yet shall whet a sword 

That thro' tby aoul abatl gne 1 
Tbe weeping blood in woman's brenat 

Was never known to tbee; 
Nor th' l>alm that dmpa on wounds of wc 

Frae woman's pitying e'e. 



TO ROBERT GRAHAM OF FINTRY, ESQ. 



8S 



VI 

My son I my son I may kinder stars 

Upon thy fortune shine; 
And may those pleasures gild thy reign, 

That ue'er wad blink on mine 1 
Grod keep thee frae thy mother's faes, 

Or turn their hearts to thee; 
And where thou meet'st thy mother's 
friend, 

Remember him for me 1 

VII 

O t soon, to me, may summer snns 

Nae mair light up the morn I 
Nae mair to me the autumn winds 

Wave o'er the yellow com 1 
And, in the narrow house of death, 

Lot winter round me rave ; 
And the next flowers that deck the spring 

Bloom on my peaceful grave. 



TO ROBERT GRAHAM OF FIN- 
TRY, ESQ. 

Bams first met Graham of Fintry at the 
Dnke of Athoirs during his northern tour in 
Angnst, 1787; and in an undated letter in 
which he refers to this, solicited his influence 
in obtaining an appointment to a division in 
the Elxcise. In a letter dated 10th September, 
1788, he made a special request in regard to a 
division in the Ellisland district, enclosing at 
the tame time the poetical epistle, Requesting 
a Favaitr (see pastf p. 140). Obtaining the 
division, he acknowledged Fintry's exertions 
in the epistle on Receiving a Favour (see pattf 
p. 144); and in an Election Ballad ^ made at the 
cloee of the contest for the Dumfries Burglis 
in 1790 (see post^ p. 162), he addressed him 
thas: — 

'* Fhitry, my star In worldly strife. 
Friend of my Mom, friend of my life : ** — 

a eulogy amply jnstified by Fintry*s consistent 
and considerate kindness to him, throngh good 
and bad report, to the close of his life. The 
present Epistle was sent 6th October, 1791, 
with a letter in which he describes it as " a 
•heetful of groans, wrung from me in ray 
elbow-chair, with one tmlucky leg on my stool 
before me.'* There is some poetical licence — 
let us call it so — in this description; not as 
regards his own condition, for he was then con- 
fined to his arm-chair by a bruised leff, but 
at rei^uds the Epistle itself, for, with tne ex- 



ception of the introductory and closing lines, 
it consists of two revised and retrenched frag- 
ments, written near three years before, and 
originally intended, according to his own state- 
ment — which need not be taken quite seri- 
ously — to form part of a ToeCs Progress. 

Graham of Fintry was descended from Sir 
Robert Graham of Strathcarron and Fintry, 
Stirlingshire, son of Sir William Graham of 
Kincardine by Mary Stewart, daughter of 
Robert IIL The Grahams acquired the lands 
of Mains and of Lumlethan, Forfarshire, in 
the sixteenth century, and the estate was then 
named ** Fintry." The portion with the man- 
sion-house was sold by Graham of Fintry — 
at some unknown date, but probably before 
1789 — to Sir James Stirling ; and another 

e»rtion — Earl's Strathdichty — in 1789 to 
r. D. Erskine, Clerk to the Signet (by the 
trustees of the creditors of Graham of Fintry). 
The part sold to Sir James Stirlii^ was bought 
by Erskine's trustees in 1801. Graham con- 
tinned to be designated " of Fintry; " and the 
name of the estate was (according to the con- 
ditions of sale) changed to Linlathen. He died 
10th January, 1815. 

Late crippFd of an arm, and now a leg; 

About to beg a pass for leave to beg; 

Dull, listless, teas'd, dejected, and deprest 

(Nature is adverse to a cripple's rest); 

Will generous Graliam list to his Poet's 
wail 

(It soothes poor Misery, hearkening to her 
tale), 

And hear him curse the light he first sur- 
veyed, 

And doubly curse the luckless rhyming 
trade? 

« 

Thou, Nature ! partial Nature I I ar- 
raign; 

Of thy caprice maternal I complain : 

The lion and the bull thy care have found, 

One shakes the forests, and one spurns the 
ground; 

Thou g^v'st the ass his hide, the snail hb 
shell; 

Th' envenom 'd wasp, victorious, guards his 
cell; 

Thy minions kings defend, control, devour, 

In all th' omnipotence of rule and power. 

Foxes and statesmen subtile vriles ensure ; 

The cit and polecat stink, and are se- 
cure; 

Toads with their poison, doctors with their 
drug. 
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The priest and hedgehog in their robes, are 

snug; 
Ev'n silly woman has her warlike arts, 
Her tongue and eyes — her dreaded spear 

and darts. 

But O thou bitter step-mother and hard, 
To thy poor, fenceless, naked child — the 

Bard I 
A thing unteachable in world's skill. 
And half an idiot too, more helpless still: 
No heels to bear him from the opening dun, 
No claws to dig, his hated sight to shun; 
No horns, but those by luckless Hymen 

worn, 
And those, alas ! not Amaltbea's horn ; 
No nerves olfactory, Mammon's trusty cnr, 
Clad in rich Dulness' comfortable fur; 
In naked feeling, and in aching pride. 
He bears th* unbroken blast from ev'ry 

side : 
Vampyre booksellers drain him to the 

heart, 
And scorpion critics cureless venom dart 

Critics — appaird, I venture on the 
name; 
Those cut-throat bandits in the paths of 

fame; 
Bloody dissectors, worse than ten Monroes: 
He hacks to teach, they mangle to expose. 

His heart by causeless wanton malice 

wrung. 
By blockheads' daring into madness stung; 
Iiis well-won bays, than life itself more 

dear, 
By miscreants torn, who ne'er one sprig 

must wear; 
Foil'd, bleeding, tortur'd in th' unequal 

strife. 
The hapless Poet flounders on thro' life: 
Till, fled each hope that once his bosom 

fir'd, 
And fled each Muse that glorious once 

inspir'd. 
Low sunk in squalid, unprotected age. 
Dead even resentment for his injur'd page. 
He heeds or feels no more the ruthless crit- 
ic's rage ! 
60, by some hedge, the gen'rous steed de- 

cens'd. 
For half-starv'd snarling curs a dainty 

feast. 



By toil and famine wore to skin and bone, 
Lies, senseless of each tugging bitch's son, 

Dulness ! portion of the truly blest I 
Calm shelter'd haven of eternal rest 1 
Thy sons ne'er madden in the fierce ex- 
tremes 

Of Fortune's polar frost, or torrid beams. 
If mantliug high she fills the golden cup, 
With sober, selfish ease they sip it up: 
Conscious the bounteous meed they well 

deserve. 
They only wonder ''some folks" do not 

starve. 
The grave, sage hem thus easy picks his 

^rog. 
And thinks the mallard a sad, worthless 

dog. 
When Disappointment snaps the clue of 

hope. 
And thro' disastrous night they darkling 

grope. 
With deaf endurance sluggishly they bear, 
And just conclude " that fools are fortune's 

care." 
So, heavy, passive to the tempest's shocks, 
Strong on the sign-post stands the stupid 

ox. 

Not so the idle Muse's mad-cap train; 
Not such the workings of their moon-struck 

brain: 
In equanimity they never dwell; 
By turns in soaring heav'n or vaulted helL 

1 dread thee. Fate, relentless and se- 

vere. 
With all a poet's, husband's, father's fear I 
Already one strong hold of hope is lost: 
Glencairn, the truly noble, lies in dust 
(Fled, like the sun eclips'd as noon ap- 
pears. 
And leit us darkling in a world of tears). 
O, hear my ardent, grateful, selfish pray'r I 
Fiutry, my other stay, long bless and spare 1 
Thro a long life his hopes and wishes 

crown. 
And bright in cloudless skies his sun go 

down ! 
May bliss domestic smooth his private path; 
Give energy to life; and soothe his latest 

breath. 
With many a filial tear circling the bed of 
death ! 



LAMENT FOR JAMES EARL OF GLENCAIRN 



James Cuniunghiim, faiirt«eDth Earl of Glen- 
CBim. Becond son of Williiini. thirLventh eoil, 
•nd tbe eldiiSt daafchtor of Hugh M'Quire. a 
-fiotinlatin Ayr. whose family hul been lulopted 
by Governor ilaccae of the H. E. I. C, wu 
born id H-tS ; iDCceeded to the enrldom in 
ms ; made (he ncqamntanco of iinnu — 
throagh Jame* Dalrymple of Orangefield — 
in Edinbiit^h la I'SlI, and inCrodnced liim to 
Creech the publisher ; succeeded in obtainiag 
for the Edinburgh Edition the piitronaga of 
the Caledonian Hunt, nnd aim eierled hiniBelf 
tc the atmiHt to aecara iiibioriptioii* nmouE 
the nobility; nstd his influence in gettiug 
Bnnu nn appointment in the Eioise, nnd ii 
bIwuti referred to b; the poet in temis of the 
Hardest regard. Owing Co ill-health, he went 
to Lisbon in I71W lo pass the winter ; but. find- 
ing himself rapidly failing, resolved to return, 
nnd died, after landing aC Falmontb, ;!'>th 
January, ITUI. Learning of hia death, Biirnii 
wrote tliua to his factor, Alexander Daltiel : 
*' Diire I ttouble yon to let tdb know privately 
before the day of interment, that I may cnwi 
the ooimtry, and stiial among the crowd, to 

Eay a tear to the last ught of my ever rovered 
eaefactor T " 

Jd a letter to Glencaim's sister, Lndy Eliis- 
IjBth Cunningliam — oonjectarallv (but wronp- 
ly) dawd by Scott Douglas "March, ni>l" 
(it was written not earlipr than September, 
and tnost probably in Outoher) — eoticeniing a 
copy of the Laaunt, " It," he wrotp, " among 
my children I shall have a son that lias a heart, 
lie sliall hand it down to his child as a family 
boQour and a family debt that my dearest ei- 
■a'l'nce I owe to the noble heart of Rlenoairn." 
Ud named his fonrth son (bom 12th Augnst, 
I7IM) "James Olencaim Bams." On tbe ^''Id 
October he sent a copy of t2ie poom to Lady 
D 'n (MS. DOW in ths Univer^ty of Edinburgh) 
vi<h this inscription : " To Lady Hiirriet Don 
this poero, not the lictitions creation of poetio 
f-incy, but tbe breathings of real woe from a 
bLeding heart, is respectfully nnd gratefally 
presented by the author." In the note encloS' 
ing it be wrole : '* As all the world knows my 
obl'iptioaB to the late noble Earl of Olencaim, 
I wish to make my obligations equally oon- 
■ptcuoua br publishing tbe poem. Bnt in what 
way shall t publish it ? It is loo small a piece 
to publish alone. The way which suggesM 
itself to ma is to send it lo tbe pnblisher of 
one of (be most repnted periodicnl works — 
The Brt. for iniitance. Lady Betty has re- 
ferred me to yon." It did not appsar in The 



The wind blew hollow frft« the hills; 

B} fits tbe Buu'a departing beam 
Loiik'il on the fading yellow woods, 

Tlint way'd o'er Lugsr's winding strc 
Bi^iit-nth a craig; steep a Bard, 

Laden with years and meilile pain. 
In linid laineDt bewail'd his lord, 

Wbom Death bad all untinielj taen. 



Hu leau'd hiio to an ancient ailt, 

Wljose truok waa mould'riug down with 

His loi'Vs were bleacbM white with time, 
His boary cheek was wet wi' tears; 

And US he touoh'd his tretnbling harp, 
knA as be tun'd his doleful aang, 

Tlie winds, lamenting thro' their caves, 
Td euho bore the notes alaog : — 



Tlie reliques of tbe vernal qnire ! 
Ye vruiids that shed on a' the winds 

The bonoiirs of the agM year I 
A f(!W abort months, and, glad and gay, 

Agiiin je '11 charm the ear and e'e; 
Bnt noulit in all revolving time 

Can gladness bring again to me. 



" I nm a bending aged tree, 

Tlint long has stood the wind and rain; 
But now has come a cruel blast. 

And my last bold of earth is gane; 
Nae Iciif o' mine shall greet the spring, 

Knc limmer sun exalt my bloom; 
But I lunun lie before the storm. 

And itbers plant tbem in my room. 



■' I Ve Been sae monie cbangefn' yean, 

On earth 1 am a stranger grown : 
I wnnder in the ways of men. 

Alike unknowing and nnknowu i 
Unheard, unpitled, unreliev'd, 

I bear alane my lade o' care; 
For silent, low, on beds of dust. 

Lie a' that woald my sorrows share. 



' And last (the sum of a* my griefs I) 
M; noble maatei lies in day; 
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The flow'r amang our barons bold, 

His country's pride, his country's stay : 

In weary being now I pine. 
For a the lire of life is dead, 

And hope has left mv ag^ ken, 
On forward wing for ever fled. 

VII 

** Awake thy last sad voice, my harp I 

The voice of woe and wild despair 1 
Awake, resound thy latest lay. 

Then sleep in silence evermair I 
And thou, my last, best, only friend, 

That fiUest an untimely tomb. 
Accept this tribute from the Bard 

Thou brought from Fortune's mirkest 
gloom. 

VIII 

•* In Poverty's low barren vale. 

Thick mists obscure involv*d me round; 
Though oft I tum'd the wistful eye, 

Nae ray of fame was to be found; 
Thou found'st me, like the morning sun 

That melts the fogs in limpid air: 
The friendless Bard and rustic song 

Became alike thy fostering care. 

IX 

'' O, why has Worth so short a date. 

While villains ripen grey with time I 
Must thou, the noble, gen'rous, great, • 

Fall in bold manhood's hardy prime ? 
Why did I live to see that day, 

A day to me so full of woe ? 
O, had I met the mortal shaft 

Which laid my benefactor low I 



** The bridegroom may forget the bride 

Was made his wedded wife yestreen; 
The monarch may forget the crown 

That on his head an hour has been; 
The mother may forget the child 

That smiles sae sweetly on her knee; 
But I '11 remember thee, Glencaim, 

And a' that thou hast done for met " 



LINES TO SIR JOHN WHITE- 
FOORD, Bart. 

SENT WITH THE FOREGOING POEM 

Sir John Whitefoord was, like Qleucaim, 
the warm friend of Boms, who wrote The 



Braea al' BallochmyU (see pwt, p. 225) in 1783, 
on the occasion of the family's being compelled 
to sell the estate of that name. 

Thou, who thy honour as thy God rever'st. 
Who, save thy mind's reproach, nought 

earthly fear'st, 
To thee this votive ofiTring I impart. 
The tearful tribute of a broken heart. 
The Friend thou valued*st, I the Patron 

lov'd; 
His worth, his honour, all the world ap* 

prov'd: 
We '11 mourn till we too go as he has gone, 
And tread the shadowy path to that dark 

world unknown. 



TAM O' SHANTER 

A TALE 

Of Brownyia and of BogiUia fall ii thia Bake. 

Oawih D0UOIA8. 

Alloway Kirk was originally the church of 
the quoad civilia parish of Alloway ; but this 
parish having been annexed to that of Ayr in 
1690, the church fell more or less to ruin, and 
when Burns wrote bad been roofless for half 
a century. It stands some two hundred yards 
to the north of the picturesque Auld Brig of 
Doon, which dates from about the beginning 
of the Fifteenth Century, and in Bnms's time 
was the sole means of communication over the 
steep-banked Doon between Carrick and Kyle. 
The old road to Ayr ran west of the Elirk: 
the more direct road dating from the erection 
of the New Brig — a little west of the old one 

— in 1815. 
Bum8*s birthplace is about three fourths of 

a mile to the north ; so that the ground and its 
leg'ends were familiar to him from the first. 
Writing to Francis Grose (first published in 
Sir Eeerton Brydges* Censura LUerariay 1790), 

— * ' Among the many witch - stories I have 
heard," he says, " relating to Alloway Kirk, I 
distinctly remember only two or three. Upon 
a stormy night, amid whistling squalls of wind 
and bitter blasts of hail — in short, on such a 
night as t he devi l would choose to take the air 
in — a farmer, or farmer's servant, was plod- 
ding and plashing homeward with his plough- 
irons on his shoulder, having been gettmg 
some repairs on them at a neighbouring 
smithy. His way lay by the Kirk of Alloway ; 
and being rather on the anxious look-ont in 
approaching a place so well known to be a 
favourite haunt of the devil, and the devil's 



by duooTsring, Uirongh the horroni of 
■torm and atonn; uig-ht, a ligbt, vliich on his 
nemrer approoali plsinlj' ibswed itself to pro- 
med front the haunted edifioe. Whether he 
bad been fortified from above on hii devout 
■nppUoadon, aa a amtomary with people when 
thej Boapeot the immediate preieiuw of Satan, 
or whether, according to another onatom, he 
had got coorageoualj drunk at the noithy, I 
will not pretend to detannine ; bat lo it wu, 
I that be ventured to go np to. nay into, the 
[ very Kirk. Aa Inok wotdd have it, faia temer- 
ity came.j^ tinpnnuihed. The ina m fiB i a rf' 
the" infernal jiiuto were all oat on aome mid- 
night bnaineei or other, and he aaw nothing 
bnt a kind of kettle or cauldron, depending 
from the roof, over the fira, rimiuering aome 
heada of anotu^tened ohildren, litnba of exe- 
OQtud malefactots, etc., for the biuinesa of the 
night. It waa, ia for a penny, in for a potind 
with the honeat ploughman: ao witboat aei«- 
moiiy be unhooked the cauldron from tha Gre, 
and potiriDg ont tha damnable ingredients, io- 
Terted it OD hia head, and oarried it fairly 
home, where it remained long in tha family, a 
living eridenoe of the tmth of the itory. An- 
o ther itor y, which I cao prove to be equally 
aatbentio, waa as follows : On a market-day 
in the town of Ayr, a farmer from Carrick, 



ivcT Dooo St the old bridge, which ii 
abant two or three hundred yarda farther on 
than the aaid gate, had been detained by bia 
biuineaa till by Che tima he reached Alloway it 
waa the wizard hour betwern night and morn- 
ing. Though he was terrified with a bhue 
•treaming from the Kirk, yet, aa it ia a Well- 
known fact, that to turn hack on theae occa- 
nona ■■ running by far the greateat riak of 
miachief, he prudently advanced on hia road. 
When he had reached the gate of the Eirk- 
yaid, he was anrpriied and entertained, through 
the ribs and arehes of an old Qothic window, 
which atill faoea the highway, to see a dance 
of witches merrily footmg it round their old 
tooty blackguard master, who vaa keeping 
them all alive with the power of hia bagpipe. 
The farmer, alopping bia horaa to observe 
them a little, could plunly deaory the faces 
of many old women of bis acquaintance and 
neigh bouriiood. How the ^ntleman waa 
dlBised, tradition doei not sav. bnt that the 
ladiea ware all in their smocka : and one of 
them happening unlixckily tA have a smock 
which waa considerably too ibort to answer all 
tha purpose of that piece of drew, our farmer 
was so tickled that he involuntarily buret out 
with a loud laneh, ' Weol luppen, Maggy wi' 
tb* abott aatk I and taooUacting himnlf , in- 



TAM O' SHANTER 



la struck aghast 



stream, the pnisolng vengeful bags were ao 
close at hia heala that one of them aatnally 

thin) 



the onivenally 
known fact, that no diabolical power oau pur- -, 
sue yon beyond the middle of a running atnam. \ 
Lucky it was for tha poor farmer that tha 
rivei Doon was so pear, for notwithatauding 
the speed of the horse, which was a good one, 
when he reached the middle of the arch of the 
bridge, and consequently the middle 

aatnally 
Miie mm : bnt it was too late ; no- 
on bar aide of tha stream bnt tbe 
horse's taU, which immediately gave way at 
her infernal grip, as if blaatad by a stroka of 
lightning i bat the farmer wss beyond her 
reach. However, the unsightly taiUen con- 
ditioD of the vigorous atsed waa, to the last 
hour of tha noble creature^a life, an awful 
warning to the Carrick farmera not t« Stay too 
late in A3T markets. 



former with regard b 
the best aathoritiea give it 
relate it. On a ai ' 



of thi 



n her aahlea to monm the 
Le chaerfnl day, a ahepherd bcv, 
I a farmer in the immcfuate neigll' 



belonging ti 

bonrhoad of Alloway Kirk, had just folded hia 
charge and was returning home. As he passed 
the Kirk, in the adjoining field, he fell in with 
a crew of men and women who were busy 
palling atema of the plant ragwort. He oa- 
served that aa each person pidled a ragwort, 
he or she got astride of it and called oat, ' Up 
horaie I ' on which the ragwort flew off, like 
Pegaana, throngh the air with its rider. The 
foolish boy likewiae pnlled his ragwort, and 
cried with the rest, ' Up home 1 ' and, atrsnga 
to tell, away be flew with the company. The 
first stage at which the cavalcade stopt was a 
merchant's wine-oellsr in Bordeanz, where, 
without saying by your leave, they qnaifed 
away at the beat the oallai could afford until 
the rooming, foe to the imps and works of 
darkness, Uf«atened to throw light on th* 
matter, and frightened them from their ca- 
rousals. The poor shepherd lad, being equaUr 
a stranger to the scene and the liquor, heed- 
leaaly got himself drank; and when the rest 
took borae he fell asleep, and waa foond so 
next day by some of tha people belougiug to 
tha merchant. Somebody that anderatood 
Scotch, asking him what be waa, he said aaoh 
a one's herd in Alloway ; and by some meana 
or other getting home again, he lived long to 
tell the world the wondmus tale." 

[As a vehicle for narraldve, the oetosyllaMa 



ADDITIONS IN THE EDINBURGH EDITION OF 1793 



Scotland through Barbour's Bruct (c. l-ITO).] 
The motM ia the ei|;hl>'ciith verae of Qavin 
Doiiclaa'a Biith "Pruluiij:" {Knfoiloa), and 
jihoiiTil read thus: "Uf Lrowneinaiid uf bugillii 
full this Imke." 

Frobabl; Bunu drew the auggeatioD af hia 
, Itero, Tain o' Shanter, from tli» character and 
adrcntunMuf Dauglaa Orahani — born I'th Jau- 
.ii»rT, nao.died iM June, ISll — »n of Robert 
Graham, farmer at Uonglaitovn, (enaut of the 
farm of Sliautcr on the Carriuk Shore, and 
owner of a boat which he had oanied Turn o' 
Shanltr, Qrahoiu wu noted fur hia caDvivial 
Labila. whiah hia wife's mlinga (ended rather 
to conlirTn than to eradicate. Tradition relatea 
that onoe, when hia long-lailed grej mare had 
waited ereii longer than oaual for her mnater 
at the tavern door, certain hnmourisla pluekiHi 
ber tail to anch an extent aa to leave it little 
better tlian a stump, and tliat Graham, on bia 
■nention being oalled to ita alate next morn- 
ing, swore that it had been depi a(«d by the 
witch™ at Alloway Kirk (M.S. A'dK. bj D. 
Auld of Ayr in Edinburgh Univenuty Li- 
bmrj). The prototype — if prototype there 
were — of Souter Johnie in more doiihtf nl ; bat 
a ahoemaker named John Davidaon — bom 
1128, died aoth June. ISOfl — did live fur aorae 
time at Olenfoot of Ardlochnii, nenr the farm 
of l>hanter, whence he mnovfd to Krrkoawnld. 
In Alloway Kirk unil ita aiirroundints, apart 
from ita uncanny aasoriHliona, Burns clieriahed 
■ apecial interest. "When my father," nnya 
Gilbert, "fened his little property near Allo- 
way Kirk the wall of the churchyard had {"one 
to rain, and cattle had free liberty of pastar- 
ing in it. M; father and two or three other 
Deighboors joined in an application to the 
Town Council of Ayr, who were superiors of 
the adjoining land, for liberty te rebuild it, 
and rawed by iubscription a anm tor enclosing 
thin ancient cemetery with a wall ; henae he 
same to consider It aa hia burial -pi nee, and wa 
learned the reverence for it people generally 
have for the burial-place of their nncpstora." 
When, therefore, Burns met Captain Grose — 
then on bis peregrinations through Scotland — 
at the bonse of Captain Riddell. he snRgeaCed 
a drawing of the rnin ; and " tlie captain," Gil- 
bert aaye, "a^rreed to the r^iuest. provided 
the p<iet would tnmish a witeh story In be 
printed along with it." It ia probable that 
Barm originally «nt tho ateriea told above for 
inaenion in the work, and that Ihe airrative 
in rhyme waa an afterthought. Lockhart, on 
Cromek'a authority, accepO a atatement, said 
to have been made by Mm. Bnma, that the 
piece was the work of a single day, and on 
this *ery slender evidenae divers critios have 
indulged in a rnat amount of admiration. 
fiunu'i general dictum muat, however, be 



home in mind : " All my poetry is the elTect 
of easy Dompo»iion, but uf Inborioua correo- 
tion;" together with hia apecial verdict on 
Ta«, a' Shanler (letter to Mra, Dnnlup, April, 
mU) that it "showed a liniahing pulieh," 
which he deapured of "ever excelling." It 
ap]>eared iu Grose^a AaliquUifg — publiajied in 
April. 17i»l —the captain's iadehledness being 
thaa acknowledged : " To my instnioui friend, 
Mr. Robert Bums, I have been aerionaly uhli- 
gated : he waa not uuly at the paint of making 
out what was moat worthy of notice in Ayr- 
abire, the county honoured by his birtJi, liut 
he bIeo wrote, expreaaly for this vork, the 
J-rrltg lalt annexed to Alloway Church." i^^' 

Ere Groae-a work waa before the pobUc, tlie :^ 
piece made ita appeoranca in TKf Edinbarsh 
JUagaiine for March, 1701 ! and it was also 
publiabcd in The iViniursA Herald of IBth ■ 
March, noi. ^ . ■ 

When cbRpman billies leave the street, 
And droutljv neebors ueebors meet; 
As mRrket-dsya tire wearing late, 
An' folk be^ii to tak the gate; 
While we sit bousing at the nnppy. 
All' getting foil and unco hnppy, ■''<-j 

We think na on the laiig Scots miles, . f. 

The nioBBes, waters, alapi, and Etyles, \ i'* 

Tlint lie between ns atid our haute, ^-' 

Whare Eits our Sulky, Sullen dame, 
" '' ' ' -T brows like gathe 
wrath to keep it w 

Tliis truth fund honest Tarn o' Shanter, 
As he frae Ayr ae night did cnnter: 
(Auld Ayr, wham ne'er a torni surjiassea, 
For bouest neu and bonis la^es). 

Tani. bad'at thou but been Hoe wise. 
As taen th.r ain wife Kate's advice I 
She tnuld thee weel thou was n skelluni, 
A bletheriiie-, bluBtering, drunken blellum; 
That frae Noveniber till October, 
Ae mnrket-dny thou waa nae sober; 
That ilka nielder wi' the miller, 
Thou snt na Iniig aa thou had siller; 
That ev'ry iiaig was ea'd a shoe on, 
Tlip smith and thee gut roaring fou on; 
That at the Lord's house, even on 






Sun. 



ik wi' Kirkton Jean till Monday. 
She prophesied, that, late or soot). 
Thou would be found deep drown'd in 

Or cntch'd wi' warlocka in the mirk 
By Alloway's auld, haunted kirk. 



TAM 0" SHANTER 



Ah I gentle dnmea, it gars ue greet, 
To think liow moiiie oouDwb sweet, 
Hoir monie leugthen'd, aage adviceB ' 
The busbuid f nw the wife despises I ^ 

But to our tale : Ae market-night, 
Tani bud got [ilauted unco right, 
Fast hj an iugle, bleeziiig finely, 
Wi' reamiiig swats, that draulc divinely; 
And at his elbow, Souter Johnie, 
His ancient, trusty, drouthy cronie: 
Tarn lo'ed him like a very britlier; 
They had been fou for weeks thegithor. 
The night draye on wi' sangs and clatter; 
And ay the ale was growing better: 
The laiidliidy and Tarn grew gracious 
Wi' secret favours, sweet ana precious; 
The Suuter tauld his queerest stories; 
The landlord's laugh wm ready ohopiis: 
The storin without might rair aud rustle, 
Tam did Qk mind the storm k whistle. 

Care, mad to see a man sue happy. 
E'en drown'd himsel amang the nappy. 
As bees flee hame wi' lades o' treasure. 
The minutes wing'd their way wi' pleasure: 
Kings may be hlest but Tam was glorious,' 
O'er a' the iUa o' life victorious I I 



- Or like the snow falls in the 
A moment white — then melts for ever; 
Or like the bore alia race, 

• Tbat flit ere yon can point their place; 
Or like the rainbow's lovely form 
Evanishing amid the storm. 
Nae man cau tether time or tide; 
The hour approaches Tam maun ride: 
That hour, o* night's black arch the key- 
That dreary hour Tam mounts his beast in; 
And slo n night he taks the road in, 
As ne'er poor siuner was abroad in. 

The wind blew as *t wad blawn its last; 
The rattling iiliowers rose on the blast; 
The speedy gleams the darkness swallow'd; 
Lond, deep, and lang the tlmniter liellow'd: 
That nieht, a child might understand, 
The Deil had bosiness on bis hand. 



Weel monnt«d on his gray n 
A better never lifted leg^ 



«Meg, 



Tam akolpit on thro' dub and mire, 
Despisiug wind, aud raiu, aud tire; 
Whiles holding fast his guid blue bonnet. 
Whiles crooning o'er some auld iicoU 

Whiles glow'ring round wi' prudent cores. 
Lest bugles eaten turn uoawares: 
KirkrAUoway was drawing nigh, 
Wbare ghaista and hoiiiets nightly cry. 

By this time he was cross the ford, 
Wbare in the snaw the ohapmau smoor'd; 
And past the birks and roeiklo stane, 
Whare drunken Charlie brak 's neck-bane; 
And thro' the whins, nnd by the cairn, 
Wbare hunters faud the murder'd liairu; 
And near the thorn, aboou the well, 
Wbare Mungo's mither bang'd heracl. 
Before him Doon pours all bis floods; 
The doubling storm roars thro' the woods; 
The liglittiings flash from pole to pole; 
Near and more near the thunders roll: 
When, glimmering thro' the groaning 

Kirk-Alloway seem'd in a bleeie, 

Tbro' ilka bore the beams vere glancing, 



I glancing, 
dancing. 



And loud resounded mirth and 

Inspiring bold John Barleycorn, 
What dangers thou canst make us scorn I 
Wi'tippenuy, wo fear nae evil; 
Wi' iisqiialiae, we '11 face the Devil I 
The swats sae ream'd in Tammie's noddle. 
Fair play, he oar'd na deila a boddle. 
But Maggie stood, right sair astonish'd. 
Till, by the heel and hand admonish'd, . •, 
She ventur'd forward on the light; 
And, vow t Tam taw an unco sigbt I 

Warlocks and witches in a dance: 
Nae cotillion, brent new fme Prance, -. 

Etut hornpipes, jigs, strathspeys, and reelt^. ' 
Put life and mettle in their heels. 
A winnock-hunker in the east, 
There sat Auld Nick, in shape o' beast; 
A tousie tyke, black, grim, and large, 
To gie tbt>m music was bis chai^: 
He serew'd the pipes and gart them sLirl, 
Till roof and raft4-ra a' did dirl. 
Coffins stood round, like open presses, 
That shaw'd the dead in their last dressesj 
And, by some devilish cantraip sleight. 
Each in its cauld band held a light: 
By which beroic Tam was able 



92 ADDITIONS IN THE EDINBURGH EDITION OF 1793 

I t H il |" i 



To note upon the h«l^ table, 
A murderer's banes, m gibbet-aims; 
Twa span-lang, wee, uncbHsten'd bairns; 
A thief new-outted frae a rape — 
Wi* his last gasp his gab did gape; 
Five tomahawks wi' bluid red-rusted; 
Five scymitars wi' murder crusted; 
A garter which a babe had strangled; 
A knife a father's throat had mangled — 
Whom his ain sou o' life bereft — 
The grey-hairs yet stack to the heft; 
Wi' mair of horrible and awefu'. 
Which even to name wad be unlawf u'. 

As Tammie glowr'd, amaz'd, and curious. 
The mirth and fun grew fast and furi- 
ous; 
The piper loud and louder blew. 
The dancers quick and quicker flew. 
They reel'd, they set, they cross'd, they 

deekit. 
Till ilka carlin swat and reekit. 
And coost her duddies to the wark, 
And linket at it in her sark t 

Now Tarn, O Tarn I had thae been 
queans, 
A' plump and strapping in their teens 1 
Their sarks, instead o' creeshie flannen. 
Been snaw-white seventeen bunder linen ! — 
Thir breeks o' mine, my only pair. 
That ance were plush, o' guid blue hair, 
I wad hae gi'en them off my hurdies 
For ae blink o' the bonie burdies I 

But wither'd beldams, auld and droll, 
Rigwoodie hags wad spean a foal, 
Louping and flinging on a orummock, 
I wonder did na turn thy stomach ! 

But Tarn kend what was what fu' braw- 
lie: 
There was ae winsome wench and wawlie. 
That night enlisted in the core, 
Lang after kend on Carrick shore 
(For monie a beast to dead she shoty 
An' perish'd monie a bonie boat, 
And shook baith meikle corn and bear. 
And kept the country-side in fear). 
Her TSQ^ja^ o' Paisley barn, 
That while a lassie she had worn, 
In longitude tho' sorely scanty. 
It was her best, and she was vauntie. . . • 
Ah I little kend thy reverend grannie, 



/ 



That tark she eoft for her Wee Nanide, 
Wi' twa pund Scots ('t was a' her riches), 
Wad ever gnic'd a dance of witches t 

But here my Muse her wing maun coory ^ ^' 
Sic flights af^' fftr beyond her power: 
To sing how Nannie lap and nang 
(A souple lad she was and Strang), 
And how Tarn stood like ane bewitoh'd, 
And thought his very een enrich'd; 
Even Satan glowr'd, and fid^'d fu' fain, 
And hotch'd and blew wi' might and main; 
Till first ae caper, syne anither, 
Tam tint his reason a' thegither. 
And roars out: " Weel done, Cutty-sark I " 
And in an instant all was dark; 
And scarcely had he Maggie rallied. 
When out the hellish legion sallied. 

As bees bizz out wi' ang^ fyke, 
When plundering berdft assail their byke; 
As open puRsie*s mortal foes. 
When, pop ! she starts before their nose; 
As eager runs the market-crowd. 
When ** Catch the thief ! " resounds aloud: 
So Maggie runs, the witches follow, 
Wi' monie an eldritch skriech and hollo. 

Ah, Tam I ah, Tam I thou '11 get thy 
fairin ! 
In hell they '11 roast thee like a herrin ! 
In vain thy Kate awaits thy comin I 
Kate soon will be a woefu' woman t 
Now, do thy speedy utmost, Meg, 
And win the key-stane of the bng; 
There, at them thou thy tail may toss, 
A rtmning stream they dare na croM I 
But ere the key-stane she could make, 
The fient a tail she had to shake; 
For Nannie, far before the rest. 
Hard upon noble Maggie prest. 
And flew at Tam wi' furious ettle; 
But little wist she Maggie's mettle I 
Ae spring brought off her master hale, 
But left behind her ain grey tail: 
The carlin claught her by the rump. 
And left poor Maggie scarce a stump. 

Now, wha this tale o' truth shall read, 
nk man, and mother's son, take heed: 
Whene'er to drink you are inclin'd. 
Or cutty sarks nm in your mind. 
Think I ye may buy the joys o'er dear: 

Remember Tam o' Shanter^s mare. 

. 1 c 



ADDRESS TO THE SHADE OF THOMSON 



ON SEEING A WOUNDED HARE 
LIMP BY ME WHICH A FEI^ 
LOW HAD JUST SHOT AT 

' On21atA]>il, 1T80, BunuflDolowd&Mipro' 
thii produutioD in an anpabliahed Itttar to 
Hn. Dunlop: "Two monungi ago, u I wu 
at a verj early hour sowiDg in the flelda, 1 
beard a abot, and prewntif a poor little hare 
limped hy roe apparently very muoh hurt. 
Yon will eaaily gnsig this set my hnmanity in 
taars and my imUenation in arms. The falloir- 
ing waa thn reault, which please read to the 

Major too, as whatAvsr 1 hare said of shooting' 
hares 1 faaTe not spokan one irreverent word 
•gainst conniug- them. This is acoording to 
n>ur just right the very Gnt oopy I wrote." 
CAcloeiog a draft to Alexander Cnnninghsm, 
4th May, 1789 (in a letter only partly published 
in any oollectiou of the Corrr^ondenet), Boras, 
after a Bomewhat similar acconut of t^e inci- 
dent, added : " You will gnen my indignation 
at the inhnmaD fellow wbo ooald ahoot a hate 
at tbia seaaon, when all of them have yoang 
one* ; and it gaye me no little gloomy aatiafao- 
tion to see the poor injured craature eaoajie him." 
Od id June, 1789, Dr. Qre^ory aant to 
Boras a somewhat supercilions ontdoism, which 
iDduoed bim (however) to ohange one or two 
axpresnonB for the belter. Regarding the 
messnre Dr. Gregory remarked that it was 
"not a good one;" that it did not "flow 
well ; " lutd that the rhyme of the fourth line 
waa "alnKMt loat by ita diatance from the fint, 
and the two interposed close rhymes : " henoe, 
" Ur. Gregory is a. good man, but he omoifies 



Ikhumak I 



D thy barb'n 



art. 

And blasted be th; mnrdei^^ming; eye; 

May never pitj lootbe tbee with a ligh. 

Nor never pieaaure glad thy oruel heart t 

II 
Ga live, poor wanderer of tbe wood and 
fleJd, 
Tbe bitter little that of life remaiiu 1 
No more the tbickemng brakes and Ter- 
dant plains 
To tbee shall borne, or food, or pastiine 
yield. 



Seek, mangled wretch, some pUoe of 

vontod rest. 
No more of rest, bnt now thy dying 

bed! 
The abeltering rushes wbistliDg o'er tfay 

The cold earth with thy bloody boeom 



Oft aa by winding Nith I, mnaing, wait 
The sober eve, or hail the cheerful dawn, 
I 'II miss tbee sporting o'er the ilewj 

And curse the rufBan'a aim, and monra 
thy hapless fate. 



When, in 17S1, the eooentrio Earl of Bd- 
dlian instituted an annual featival in ooromenv- 
oration of James Thomson, by orowniikg, with 
a wreath of bays, a bnst of the poet snrmount- 
ing the lonio temple erected in hia honour on 
the groands in Drybntgh. he sent an invitstion 
to Burns and snggeated that he might oom* 
poae sn ode. Bama was harveating, and ranrt 
needs decline ; but, in legaid to the second half 
of (he invitation, he (2»£ Angnat, 1T»1) wrote 
aa follows : " Yonr lordahip hinia at an ode 
for the oooasion ; bnt who wonld write after 
Collins ? 1 read over his varsea to the memory 
of Thomson and despaired. I attempted three 
or four stanzas, in ths way of addnua to tlie 
shade of the Bard, on crowning his bnsL 1 
tmnble yonr lordship with the eneloaed eopy 
of them, which, I sm afraid, wQl be bnt too 
convincing a proof how unequal 1 am to the 

' "The 



Or pranks the sod in frotio mood. 
Or tnnes Eoliao Itraina between: 
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II 



While Summer, with a matron g^race, 
Retreats to Dryburgh's cooling shudey 

Yet oft, delighted, stops to trace 
The progi-ess of the spikey blade: 



III 



While Autumn, benefactor kind, 
By Tweed erects his aged head. 

And sees, with self-approving mind, 
Each creature on his bounty fed: 



IV 



While maniac Winter rages o'er 

The hills whence classic Yarrow flows, 

Rousing the turbid torrent's roar. 
Or sweeping, wild, a waste of snows : 



So long, sweet Poet of the year I 

Shall bloom that wreath thou well has 
won; 

While Scotia, with exulting tear. 
Proclaims that Thomson was her son. 



ON THE LATE CAPTAIN 
GROSE'S PEREGRINATIONS 
THRO' SCOTLAND 

COLLECTING THE ANTIQUITIES OF 
THAT KINGDOM 

The son of Francis Grrose, a Swiss, who had 
settled as a jeweller at Richmond, Surrey, 
Francis Grose was bom at Oreenford, Middle- 
sex, about 1731 ; was edaoated as an artist, 
and exhibited at the Royal Academy ; in 1755 
became Richmond Herald ; was made Adju- 
tant in the Hampshire, and latterly Captun 
and Adjutant in the Snrrev militias ; puhlished 
Antiquities of England and Wales, 1773-1787 ; 
made the acquaintance of Bums during his an- 
tiquarian tour in Scotland in 1789 (see ante, 
p. 00, headnote to Tarn o* Shanter) ; published 
Antiquities of Scotland, 1781^1791 ; was au- 
thor of many treatiseB in different branches 
of antiquarian lore, as well as various miscel- 
laneous works — amongf them an excellent 
JHctionary of the Vulgar Tongue (1785) ; and 
died (of apoplexy) 12th May, 1791. His re- 
markable corpulence is sneirested in the Epi- 
gram on Captain Francis Grose {aeepost, p. 186); 
and his wanderings are f uither denoted in the 



lively verses bejgrinninfi^ ^* Ken ye ought o^ Cap- 
tain Grose ? ** (p. 122). He had his own share 
of humour, and was an " inimitable boon com 



pamon 



» 



Hear, Land o' Cakes, and brither Scots 
Frac Maidenkirk to Johnie Groat's, 
If there 's a hole in a' your coats, 

I rede you tent it: 
A chield 's amang you takin notes, 

And faith he 11 prent it: 

II 

If in your bounds ye chance to light 
Upon a fine, fat, fodgel wight, 
O' stature short but genius bright, 

That *s he, mark weel: 
And wow I he has an unco sleight 

O' cauk and keel. 

Ill 

By some auld, houlet-haunted biggin, 

Or kirk deserted by its ri^gin, 

It 's ten to ane ye '11 find nim snug in 

Some eldritch part, 
Wi' deils, they say. Lord safe 's 1 colleaguin 

At some black art. 

IV 

Ilk ghaist that haunts auld ha' or chamer, 
Ye gipsy-gang that deal in glamour. 
And you, deep-read in hell s black graoi' 
mar. 

Warlocks and witches: 
Te '11 quake at his conjdring hammer. 

Ye mionight bitches 1 



It 's tauld he was a sodger bred, 
And ane wad rather fa'n than fled ; 
But now he 's quat the spurtle-blade 

And dog-skin wallet. 
And taen the — Antiquarian trade, 

I think they call it. 

VI 

He has a fouth o' auld nick-nackets: 
Rusty aim caps and jinglin jackets 
Wad hand the Lothians three in tackets 

A towmont guid ; 
And parritch-pats and auld saut-backets 

Before the Flood 



SONG: ANNA, THY CHARMS 



Of Ev«'s first fire be hu a cinder; 
Auld TubnIcaiD's fire-abool and feuder; 
Tbftt which diatinrubhid the geadec 

O" Bahwm's ass; 
A brooDiatick o' the witch of Endor, 

Weel »hod wi' brass. 



ing joct«lee. 
Or hui^kail gullie. 



But wad ye iee him in his glee — 
For meikle glee and fun has he — 
Then set him dowu, and twa or thre« 

Guid fellows wi' bim; 
And port, O port ! shine thou a wee. 

And then ya '11 sea bim I 



Now, by the Fow'rs o' verse and prose 1 
Thou art a dainty chield, U Grose I — 
Whoe'er o' tbeo shall ill suppoge, 

They sairniiaca' thee; 
I 'd take the rascal by the nose, 

Wad saj, " Shame fa' thee.' 



TO MISS CRUICKSHANK 

A VERY YOUNG LADV 



Hits Jane Craiokahuik, to whom theu linM 
wei« sdilressed. was the daaghterof the poet's 
friend, Mr. WLllLara Crniokshuilt, of the Bi^h 
Sohoal. Eitinburj^h, and was then aboat twelre 
or thirteen yuan old. In Johb, 1804. she mar- 
ried James Hpndenon, writer, of Jedbnrf^h, 
She also inspired A Rotlnui bf ny E^y 
IVoit, The prasentpiroe appears to have been 
written nndi>r the inapinition of " rfamby- 
Pambj " PhiUipt (rf. IT-lfl). 

Pkautfods Rceebud, young uid guy, 
Flonming on thy early May, 
Never may'st thou, bvelj ilower, 



Chilly ihrink in sleet; shower 1 
Never Boreas' hoary path, 
Never Eurus' puis'nous breath. 
Never baleful stellar tights, 
Taint thee with untimely blights 1 
Never, never reptile thief 
Riot on thy virgin leaf 1 
Nor even Sol too fiercely view 
Thy bosom hlushing still with dew I 

May'st thou long, sweet crimson gem, 
Richly deck thy native stem; 
Till some ev'iiiug, sober, calm, 
Droppin? dews and breathing balm. 
While all around the woodla^ ■'ings. 
And ev'ry bird thy requiem sings. 
Thou, amid the dirgefnl sound. 
Shed thy dying honours round. 
And resign to parent Earth 
The loveUest form she e'er gave birtb 



SONG : ANNA, THY CHARMS 

Scott non^rlas. on plsnsible evidence, oon- 
jectorcd that thia wng referred to a aweethaart 
of Aleisnder Cunningham, and that it wu a 
" vissriona effuaion." Hia conjecture can now 
be fully aubataDtiflted. In an nnpabliahed part 
of a leUer to Cunningham. -tth Mav, 17»>, Bums 
wrote : " The publisher of Tht Star has been 
polite. He may find his account for it, thonj^h 
I would acorn to pnt my name to a newspaper 
poem — one instance, indeed, exoepted. I mean 
your twoatanias. Had theladykeptherchar. 
■cter ahe shonld haie kept mv v e i aus ; but aa 
■he has prostitnted the one [by marrying in 
January, 1T8II], snd no lonxer mode anything of 
the other i so sent them to Stnart u a bribe in 
my earnestness to be cleared from the fonl as- 
persions reapectinc the D of " [Dnch- 

eaa of Gordon]. The piece appeared in Stnart's 
Star, 18th April, 17S9. Bnma also eneloaed a 
copy to Mn. Dnnlop: "The following ia a 
jVu d'e^trit of t' other dsv on a despairing love! 
leading me to see his Dulelmea." 



Anna, thy charms my bosom flro. 
And waste my soul with care; 

But ah 1 how bootless to admiro 
When fated to despair I 



Tet in thy presence, lovely FuTf 
To hope ma; be forgiv«Bi 
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For sore 't were inipioas to despair 
So much in sight of Heaven. 



ON READING IN A NEWSPAPER 
THE DEATH OF JOHN M*LEOD, 
ESQ. 

BROTHER TO A YOUNG LADY, A PARTIC- 
ULAR FRIEND OF THE AUTHOR'S 

Bums made the acqnaintanee of Mim Isa- 
bella M*Leod during his first visit to Edinbuigh. 
Her brother, John M*Leod of Rasay — the 
representative of the nuun Lewis branch of the 
olan — died 20th July, 1787. In reference to 
other misfortunes of the family Bums wrote 
his Raving Winds around her* Blowing, In a 
MB, note, ** This poetic compliment," he says, 
^ what few poetic compliments are, was from 
l^e heart.'* 



8ad thy tale, thou idle page. 

And rueful thy alarms: 
Death tears the brother of her love 

From Isabella's arms. 

II 

Sweetly declct with pearly dew 
The morning rose may blow; 

But cold successiye noontide blasts 
May lay its beauties low. 

ni 

Fair on Isabella's mom 
The sun propitious smil'd; 

But, long ere noon, succeeding clouds 
Succeeding hopes beguil'd. 

IV 

Fate oft tears the bosom-chordt 
That Nature finest strung: 

So Isabella's heart was form'd, 
And BO that heart was wrung. 



Dread Omnipotence alone 
Can heal the wound he gave — 

Can point the brimful, grief-worn eyes 
To scenes beyond the grave. 

VI 

Virtue's blossoms there shall blow, 
And fear no withering blast; 



There Isabella's spotless worth 
Shall happy be at last 



THE HUMBLE PETITION OF 
BRUAR WATER 

TO THE NOBLE DUKE OF ATHOLE 

Bums spent two days with the family of 
the Duke of Atholl doriitt^ his northern tour 
in Angnst, 1787 ; and in the GUnriddell Book, 
in which the Humble Petition is inscribed, he 
wrote: **God, who knows all things, knows 
how my heart aches with ^e throes of grati- 
tude, whenever I reoollect my reception at the 
noble honse of AtholL" In a letter to Pro- 
fessor Josiah Walker, enclosing the poem, he 
stated that ^ it was, at least the most part of 
it, the effusion of a half hour " at Bruar. Bnt, 
he adds, ** I do not mean it was extempore, for 
I have endeavoured to brush it up as weU as 
Mr. NicolVs chat and the jogging of the 
would allow." 



Mt lord, I know, your noble ear 

Woe ne'er assaus in vain ; 
Embolden'd thus, I beg you 11 hear 

Tour humble slave complain, 
How saucy Phcsbus' scorching beams, 

In flaming summer-pride, 
Dry-withering, waste my foamy streamSy 

And drink my crystal tide. 

n 

The lightly-jumping, glowrin trouts, 

That thro my waters play, 
If, in their ranaom, wanton spouts, 

They near the margin stray; 
If, hapless chancel they linger lang, 

I 'm scorching up so shallow, 
They 're left the whitening stanes amang 

In gasping death to waflow. 

Ill 

Last day I grat wi' spite and teen, 

As Poet Bums came by, 
That, to a Bard, I should be seen 

Wi' half my channel dry; 
A panegyric rhyme, I ween, 

Ev'n as I was, he shor'd me; 
But had I in my glory been, 

He, kneeling, wad ador'd me. 



ON SCARING SOME WATERFOWL IN LOCH TURIT 



Here, foamiD^ down the alcelvf looki, 

In twiatiug streiiKth I rin; 
There high my boUiDg torreDt amokei, 

Wild-roaring o'er m linns 
Enjaying Itige etuih spring uid veil, 

Aa Nature gave tbam me, 
I km, altho' I uj 't mjsel, 

Worth gaun a mile to we. 



Would, then, mv noble nuuter plemie 

To grant mj higheat wiihei. 
He 'U ihade mj banks wi' tow'ring tree* 

And banie apreiiding boshes. 
Delighted doubly then, my lord, 

You 11 wander od my bnnki, 
Aud listen monie a gmtefal bird 

Return you tuneful t^tinlrj 



The Bober laverook, irarbling wild, 

Shall to the nkies aapire; 
The gowdspink, Mntie s gajest child, 

Shall sweetly join the choir; 
The blackbird strong, the lintwhite deif , 

The mavis mild and mellow. 
The robin, pensive Autumn chser 

In all her locks of yellow. 



This, too, a covert shall ensure 

To shield tbem from the storm; 
And coward maukin sleep secure. 

Low in her grasay form; 
Here shall the shepherd make his seat 

To weave his crown of flow'rs; 
Or find a shelt'ring, safe retreat 

From prone-descending ahow'rs. 

And here, by sweet, endearing stealth. 

Shall meet the loving pair. 
Despising worlds with aU their wealth, 

As empty idle care: 
He Row rs •ihnll vie, in all their charma, 

The hour of heav'n to grace; 
And birks eitcnd their fragrant arms 

To screen the dear embrace. 



Here hftply too, at vernal dawn. 

Some musing Raid may stray. 

And eye tbe smoking, dewjr lawa 



!ild-ohequering thro' the trees, 

Rave to my darkly dashing stream, 

Hoarae-sweUing on the breeia. 



Let lofty firs and ashes cool 

My lowly banks o'erspread, 
And view, deep-bending in the pool. 

Their shadows' wat'ry bed: 
Let flagrant birks, in woodbines dieilf 

^7 '^'*KEy cliffs adorn. 
And, for Um little songster's nest. 

The close embow'riag thorn I . 



So may, old Scotia's darling hope, 

Your little angel band 
Spring, like their fathers, up to prop 

Their honour'd native land t 
So may, thro' Albion's farthest ken, 

To Rocial-t]owing glasses, 
The grace be : " Atbole's honest men 

Aud Athole's bonie lasses I " 



Thns presMited in the Gltm-ididi Boot MS. 
"This wu tbe prodnetion of a solitarj for*. 
□oon'a walk from Onghtertyte Honwu I liTed 
there, the gamt. of Sir Williun Mamy, for two 
or three weeks [October, 1787], aud waa mnch 
flattered bj my hoajntahle rooof^aa. What ■ 
pity that the rneie emotions of gntitodeara N 
impotent in tbia world 1 T is taeky that. H 
we are told, thay will be of aoma a*^ id the 



Wry, ye tenants of tbe lake, 
For me your wat'ry haunt forsake ? 
Tell me, fellow creatures, why 
At my presence thus you fly ? 
Why disturb your social joys. 
Parent, filial, kindred ties ? — 
Common friend to you and me, 
Natnre's gifts to all are free: 
Peaceful keep your dimpling waTC) 
Busy feed, or wanton lave; 
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Or, beneath the sheltering rock. 
Bide the surging billow's shock. 

Conscious, blushing for our race, 
Soon, too soon, your lears I trace. 
Man, your proud, usurping foe, 
Would be lord of all below: 
Plumes himself in freedom's pride. 
Tyrant stern to all beside. 

The eagle, from the cliffy brow 
Marking you his prey below, 
In his breast no pity dwells, 
Strong necessity compels: 
But Man, to whom alone is giv'n 
A ray direct from pitying Ueav'u, 
Glories in his heart humane — 
And creatures for his pleasure slain 1 

In these savage, liquid plains, 
Only known to wandVing swains. 
Where the mossy riv'let strays 
Far from human haunts and ways. 
All on Nature yon depend. 
And life's poor season peaceful spend. 

Or, if Man's superior might 
Dare invade your native right. 
On the lofty ether borne, 
Man with all his powers yon scorn; 
Swiftly seek, on clanging wings. 
Other lakes, and other springy; 
And the foe yon cannot brave. 
Scorn at least to be his slave. 



VERSES WRITTEN WITH A 
PENCIL 

OVER THE CHIMNEY-PIECE, IN THE PAR- 
LOUR OF THE INN AT KENMORE, TAY- 
MOUTH 

Bums visited Tajmouth on 20th An^nst, 
1787. The piece is inscribed in the GlenriddeU 
Bvok m the hand of an amanuensis, with the 
following note by Bnms : ** I wrote this with 
a pencil over the ohimney-pieoe in the parlour 
of the inn at Kenmore, at the outlet of Liooh 
T»y.'» 

Admiring Nature in lier wildest grace, 
These northern scenes with weary feet I 

trace; 
O'er many a winding dale and painful ateepi 



Th' abodes of covey'd grouse and timid 

sheep. 
My savage journey, cnrioos, I pursue. 
Till fam\i Breadalbane opens to my view. 
The meeting cliffs each deep-sunk glen 

divides: 
The woods, wild-scatter'd, clothe their 

ample sides; 
Th' outstretching lake, imbosomed 'mong 

the hills. 
The eye with wonder and amazement fills: 
The lay meand'ring sweet in infant pride. 
The palace rising on his verdant side. 
The lawns wood-fring'd in Nature's native 

taste, 
The hillocks dropt in Nature's careless 

haste, 
The arches striding o*er the new-born 

stream, 
The village glittering in the noontide 

beam — 

Poetic ardors in my bosom swell, 
Lone waudVing by the hermit's mossy cell; 
The sweeping theatre of hancfing woods, 
Th' incessant roar of headlong tumbling 
floods — 

Here Poesy might wake her heav'n-taught 

lyre. 
And look through Nature with creative 

fire; 
Here, to the wrongs of Fate half reconcil'd. 
Misfortune's lighten'd steps might wander 

wild ; 
And Disappointment, in these lonely bounds. 
Find balm to soothe her bitter rankling 

wounds; 
Here heart-struck Grief might heav'nward 

stretch her scan, 
And injur'd Worth forget and pftrdon man. 



LINES ON THE FALL OF FYERS 
NEAR LOCH NESS 

WRITTEN WITH A PENCIL ON THE SPOT 

Bums visited the Fall of Foyers on 5th 
September, 1787. In a note in the Glenrid- 
dal Book^ where the poem is inscribed by 
an amanuensis, **I composed them lihep," he 
wrote, " standing on the brink of the hideous 
cauldron below the waterfalL" 



THE WHISTLE 



Amovq the hesthj hills aud ngged woods 
The roaring Vjen poura bis iduhb; floods; 
Till full he dashes uu the rocky mounds, 
Where, thro' a shapeless breach, his atrwm 

resounds. 
As high in air the bursting torrents flow. 
As deep recoiliug surges foam below, 
Prone down the rock the whitening sheet 

desoends, 
And viewless Echo's ear, astonish'd, rends. 
Uim-seen through rising uiista and cease- 
less show'rs, 
Tlis hcmry cavern, wide-surrounding, lours: 
Still thro' the gap the stniggling river 

toils. 
And still, below, the horrid caldron boils — 



In the QlrnriddtU Biwi — where the poem 
is iniaribed — Bams explains that it is " on 
tlia birth of Mons. Henri, poathumoiu child to 
a Mons. Henri, a ffentlemsn of family and 
tortnna from Switzerland ; who died in thras 
days' illnau. lesTinp* hia lady, a aiatet of 3ii 
Thomas Waltooe. in hec sixth month of this 
her Rnt child. The lady and her family were 
nardanlar friends of the author (she was a 
dauKhter of Mrs. Danlop). The ohild was 
bom in November, '90." On raoeiTing the 
neirsof the birth Boms wrote to Mis. Dunlop: 
*' How coulil auoh a meranrial oreatnre as a 
poet lumpishly keep his seat on receipt of the 
best news from his best friend ? I aeiied my 
gilt-headed Wan^es rod — an instTument indis- 
psnuably neceMnry — in my loft hand, in the 
ntoiuxnt of inipiraCion anil rapture i and stride, 
stride — quick and Qniohor — out skipt I 
Binung the hroomj banks of Nith to muse over 
my joy by retail. To keep within the hounds 
of prose was impoaaible, ... I, almost extem- 
pore, poured out to him in the following 



SwxKT flow*ret, pledge o' meikle lore, 

And ward o' monie a prayer. 
What heart o' stane wad tfaon na more, 
. Sae helpless, sweet, and fair I 



November hirples o'er the lea, 
Chill, on thy lovely form; 

And gane, alas ! the shelt'ring tree, 
Should shield thee fiae the storio. 



Uaj He who gives the tain to pour, 
And wings the blast to hUw, 

Protect thee frae the driving show'r, 
The bitter frost and snaw I 



May He, the friend of Woe and Want, 
Who heals life's various stounUs, 

Protect and guard the mother plant, 
Aud heal her cruel wounds I 



But late she flourish'd, rooted fast, 
Piiir on the summer mom, 

Now feebly bends she in the blast, 
Unshelter'd and forlorn. 



Blevt be thy bloom, thou lovely gem, 
Unacath'd by ruffian hand ! 

And from thee many a parent stem 
Arise to deck our land I 



THE WHISTLE 

A BALLAD 

Thus prefaced by Bums : " As the antheD- 
tio Prot history of the Whistle is enrious, I 
■hall here giie it In the tnun of Anne of 
Dunmark, when she came to Scotland with onr 
James the Sixth, there came over also a Danish 
i;entlemin of fpEwiIic statrire and fp^at prow- 
ess, and a matchlesi champion nf Bacchus. He 
hud a little nbonT Whistle, which, at Ihe com. 
mencement of the fiT^e<i. ho laid on the table ; 
and whoever was laat able (o blow it, every- 
body else bflinfc disabled bv the patency of the 
bottle, was to canT nfl the Whistle, as a bnphy 
of victory. The Dune prodnoad credentials of 
his victories, without a sin|;le defeat, at the 
conMa of Copenhagen, Sfochholm. Hoeoow, 
Warsaw, and Hveml of the prttv ronrts in 
Oermany ; and ehal1sne:ed the Sentx Baooha- 
rudiaoa to the alti-mntiv* of Irriop his prow- 
eaa, or else of Beknnwledffing Iheir inferiority. 
Aftsc many overthiowi ^ the part of the 
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Soots, the Dane waa enponntered by Sir Robert 
Laurie of Maxwelton, ancestor to the present 
worthy baronet of that name ; who, after three 
days and three nights' hard contest, left the 
Scandinavian under the table, *and blew on 
the Whistle his requiem shrill/ 

*' Sir Walter, son to Sir Robert before men- 
tioned, afterwards lost the Whistle to Walter 
Riddell of Glenriddell, who had married a 
sister of Sir Walter's. On Friday, the 16th 
October, 1790, at Friars-Carse, the Whistle was 
once more contended for, as related in the 
Ballad, by the present Sir Robert Laurie of 
Maxweltoii ; Robert Riddell, Esq., of Qlenrid- 
dell, lineal descendant and representative of 
Walter Riddell, who won the Wlustle, and in 
whose family it had continued; and Alexan- 
der Ferg^uson, Esq., of Craigdarroch, likewise 
descended of the gn^eat Sir Robert, which last 
gentleman carried off the hard-won honors of 
the field." 

In this Prefatory Note Bums misdates the 
contest by a year, as is proved by (I) the date 
of a letter— 16th October, 1789 ~ to Captain 
Riddell, in which he refers to the contest of 
the evening ; and (2) by the memorandum of 
the *' Bett," now in the possession of Sir Robert 
Jardine of Castlemilk, fiist published in Notes 
and Queries, Second Series, voL x. (1860), p. 
423: — 

DOQUET 

TIm orlfdnsl Bett between Bir Robert Lsnrie and 
CruiRdarroch, for the noted WhliUe, which is ao much 
celebrated by Robert Buma* Poenu — in which Bett I 
was named Judge — 1789. 

Tlie Bett decided at GarM — 16th October, 1789. 

Won by Craigdarroch — he drank upda. of 6 Bottlea 
Of Claret. 

MEMORANDUM FOR THE WHISTLE 

The Whistle gained by Bir Robert Laurie (now) in 
poeaetsion of Mr. Riddell of Olenriddell, ia to be aacer- 
tained to the heira of the aaid Bir Robert now exiatinfr, 
being Sir R. L., Mr. R. of O., and Mr. F. of C. —to be 
settled under the arbitration of Mr. Jn. M^Murdo : the 
bofiineaa to be decided at Carae, the 16th of October, 
1789. 

(Bigned) Albz. Fbbovsoh. 
R. Lavrib. 

ROBT. RiDDSLL. 
COWBTIX, 10th OcUher, 1780. 

John M*Murdo aocepta aa Judge. 
Geo. Johnston witneaa, to be present. 
Patrick Miller witneaa, to be pre. if poaaible. 

Minute of B«n between Bir Robert Laurie sad 
Craigdarroch, 1789. 

The Question whether or not Bums was 
present has been hotly debated. The refer- 
ences in his letter on the day of the fight, as 
well as the terms of the " Bett," seem to show 



that, tradition notwithstanding, he was not. But 
there are no data for au absolute conclunon. For 
the stanza, see aiiie^ p. 79, Prefatory Note to 
No Churchman Am I. 



I BINO of a Whistle, a Whistle of worth, 
I sing of a Whbtle, the pride of the North, 
Was brought to the court of our good 

Scottish King, 
And long with this Whistle all Scotland 

shall ring. 

II 

Old Loda, still rueing the arm of Fiugal, 

The God of the Bottle sends down from 
his hall: 

** This WhistJe 's your challenge, to Scot- 
land get o'er. 

And drink them to Hell, Sir ! or ne'er see 
me more ! " 

III 

Old poets have sung, and old chronicles 

tell. 
What champions yentur'd, what champions 

fell: 
The son of great Loda was conqueror still. 
And blew on the Whistle their requiem 

shrill. 

IV 

Till Robert, the lord of the Cairn and the 

Scaur, 
Unmatched at the bottle, unconquer'd in 

war, 
He drank his poor god-ship as deep as the 

sea; 
No tide of the Baltic e'er drunker than 

he. 



Thus Robert, yictorious, the trophy has 

gain'd; 
Which now in his house has for ages re- 

main'd; 
Till three noble chieftains, and all of his 

blood. 
The jovial contest again have renew'd. 

VI 

Three joyous good fellows, with hearts 

clear of flaw; 
Craigdarroch, so famous for wit, worthy 

and law; 






THE WHISTLE 



And tnutj GUuriddel, lo skilled in old 
And gollaut Sir Robert, deep-read in old 

VII 
Cnugdarroeb began, witb a tongne emooth 

DMirine Glenriddel 

Or elie ns « 



the^ 



I, in cUret, try which wu 



" By the goda of the uicieDts t " Glenriddel 

" Before I ■urrender lO elorioua a piiie, 
I 'U ooniure the ghoat ^ the great Borie 



10 speech would pre- 



IX 

Sir Robert, a soldier, 

tend, 
Bnt be ne'er tum'd bis back on his foe, or 

bis f riead ; 
Said: — "Toss down the Whistle, the prize 

of the field," 
And, knee-deep in olaret, he 'd die ere be 'd 



To the board of Glenriddel onr heroes re- 

So noted for drowning of sorrow and oara; 
Bnt for wine and for weleome not more 

known to fame 
Than the sense, wit, and taste, of a iweet 

lovely dame. 

XI 

A Bard wrh selected to witness the fray. 
And tell future agei the feata of the day; 
A Bard who detested all ladneas and 

And wisn'd that Pamassui a Tineyard had 



^e dinner being over, the olaret they ply. 
And ev'ry new cork is a new spring of toy; 
In the buids of old friendship and Idadied 



And the bands grew the tighter the more 
they were wet. 



Gaj Pleasnre ran riot as bnmpen ran o'er; 
Bright Pbsbu* ne'er witneti'd so joyous a 

And Tow'd that to leave them be was quite 

forlorn, 
Till Cynthia hinted he'd see them next 



Six bottle* a-pieoe bad well wore ont the 

night, 
When gallant Sir Robert, to finish the fight, 
Tnro'd o'er in one bumper a bottle of red. 
And swore 't was the way that their ancea- 

XV 

Then worthy Glenriddel, so eautious and 

Ko longer the warfare ungodly would wage; 
A high Rnlinr Elder to wallow in wine I 
He left the »hi1 business to folks less di- 



The gallant Sir Robert fought bard to the 

end; 
But who can with Fate and quart bumpers 

contend ? 
Though Fate said, a hero shoutd perish in 

Hgbtj 
Sonprose bright Phcnbns — and down fell 

the knigbt. 

XVII 
Next nprose onr Bard, like a prophet in 

" Craigdarroeh, thou 'It soar when creation 

shall sink I 
But if thuu would fiourish immortal in 

Come — one bottle more — and have at the 
■nhlime 1 

XVIII 

*'Tby line, that have struggled for freedom 

vith Broce, 
Shall heroes and patriots ever produ<!e; 
So thine be the laurel, and mine br the bay; 
The field thou bast won, by yon bright God 

of Day I" '^ * 



wt 
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POSTHUMOUS PIECES 







TfiE JOLLY liEGGARS 



A CAXTATA 



Tk« BoriM r/f Uiw " pai«fMsrt and vpUfodi^ 
pr^/dta/rtion/* im MattlM'W Arw^ld callii it — tbk 
llT>r»wtihl<T ^ruttttnUU'um of hoiumwty rdwgiit ia 
um Mei MOfl iwmifMK MMrd i<^ gf^ la litfe t^ftni 




FmTTim^ „ _ . , 

ihtftrmuMtMr I n Uio niaii^r of wch qqalifiea 
wtU*;. aiHi »!*> iiteullr of »iiift^ <irttfnatic 






tJiat 



i Mfitiftfiofi t/i a ytirptmtt titat may imt ^ gui n- 
jfiSTT it waa »ij^^#4Ud nj a cnaiM;« vwiit (in 
luftnjMny with K'K'hnHind and Smith) to the 
'* iltmn-lmwif. " tff VtHmM Nanai«t aa Agnea Gib- 
mm waa n\ekn»nutd (mm po»tt p. '6iU, Sole to 
K<fi;iUtivo L lina tO« ^n tha Cowgate, MauehliiM. 
Thia ** kttn " aUnid directly oppoaite Johnie 
l>ow*N tavarti (The Whitefoord Arma). Thenoe 
bMijifi;^, th<i thra« frienda heard a loand of rer- 
•Iry at IVmie NanaieV wiioae company thej 
J4/ini9<l. And a few daya afterwarda Bnma re- 
oited ae feral bita of the cantata to Richmond. 



RECITATIVO 



Wiirif lyart lt»ftve« beafrow the yird, 
Or, wavnriii^ Hkn tho baiickie-bird, 

Hmliiii pfiiild Horoaii' blant; 
Wh«»ii hiiiUtanrK drive wi* bitter skyte. 
And infant froMtn bofpn to bite, 

In boary (^ranroncb drortt; 
Ao ni^bt at «*<mi a merry core 

()' randif*, ^nnifrpl bodips 
In l'o(mic-NHnNio*M bold tbp splorOi 
To drink tboir orra duddtcn: 
Wi' quafflnfif and lanfifbinfif 

Tbf'.y ranted an* they aang, 
Wi* jnmpinf^ an* thumping 
The vera girdle rang. 



n 

First, niest the fire, in aald red ngs 
Ane iaty weel brar'd wi' memlj bags 

And koapaack a' in order; 
His doxy lav within hia uhj; 
Wi' nsqoebae an' blauketa warm. 

She bliuket on her sode<rr. 
An' ay be gies the tone drab 

The iitber skelpin kiss. 
While sbe held up ber greedy gab 
JuKt like an auraous dii>h: 
Ilk smack still did crack still 

Like onie cadger's wbup; 
Then, swaegeriug an' staggering^ 
He roar^ tbis ditty up: — 



AIR 



TuwE : Soldiers Joy 



I am a son of Mars, who have been in many 
wars, 
And show my cuts and scars wherever I 
come: 
This here was for a wench, and that other 
in a trench 
When welcoming the French at the 
sound of the drum. 

Lai de daudle, etc. 

II 

My prenticeship I past, where my leader 
breath'd his last, 
When the bloody die was cast on the 
heights of A br&m ; 
And I served out my trade when the gal- 
lant game was play'd, 
And the Moro low was laid at the sound 
of the drum. 



THE JOLLY BEGGARS 



I laatljr wM with Curtis Mttong the flottting 
batt'iiea. 
And there I left for witueu an arm uid 

Yet let my co'untrj need me, with Eliott to 

I 'd cintter on my atumpa at the sound 
of the drum. 



And DOW, tho' I must beg with a wooden 

And many a tatter'd rag banging over 

my bum, 
I 'm as liappy with my wallet, my bottle, 

and luy callet 
As when I us'd in scarlet to follow a 

What tho' with hoary looks I mnst stand 
the winter shocks. 
Beneath the woods and rocks oftentimes 
for a home ? 
When the tother bag I sell, and the totber 
bottle tell, 
I could meet A troop of Hell at the sound 
of a drum. 

Lai de daudle, ete. 



He ended; and the kebars shenk 

Abviin tlio chorus mar; 
While frighted rations backward leuk, 

An' seek the benmost bore: 
A fniry fiddler frae the neuk. 

He skirl'd out Encore I 
But lip arose the martial cbuck,' 

Au' laid the loud uproar; — 



Some one of a troop of dragoons was my 

No wonder I 'm fond of a sodger laddiel 
Sing, lal de dal, eta. 



Tbe first of my loves was a swaggerii^ 

blade: 
To rattle the thundering drum was hit 

His leg was so tight, and his obeek was so 

^ J I w 



Transported 



a with mj sodger laddie. 



But the godly old chaplain left him in the 

The sword I forsook for the sake of tbe 

church; 
He riskM the soul, and I Tontur*)] the 

body; 
Twas then I prov'd false to my sodgei 

laddie. 



Full soon I grew sick of my sanctified sot; 
The regiment at large for a husband I 



ready: 



e but a sodger laddw. 



But the Peace it rednc'd i 

Till I met ray old lioj in a Cmmingham 

His mgs regimental they flu tter'd so gaudy; 
My heart it rejuio'd at a sodger laddie. 



And now I have liv'd — I know not how 
and a song; 



But still lean join in a cnp ai ^ . 

And whilst with both hands I can hold the 



glass steady. 
Here *s to thee, my hero^ my sodger lad- 
diet 

Sing, lal de d*l, eto. 



RECITATIVO 

Poor Merry-Andrew in the neuk 
Sat guEiling wi' a tiukler-h[»ie; 

They mind 't ua wha the chorus teuk, 
Between themselves they were sae busy. 
At length, wi' drink an' eourting diuyt 
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He stoiter'd up an' tflade a face; 

Then turu'd an* laid a smaok on Grizzie, 
6jne tun'd his pipes wi' grave giimaoe: — 



AIR 



Tunb: AuldSirSymon 



Sir Wisdom \ a fool when he 's fon; 

Sir Knave is a fool in a session: 
He* 8 there but a prentice I trow. 

But I am a fool by profession. 



II 



/ 



My grannie she bonght me a beak, 
An' I held awa to the school: 

I fear I my talent misteuk, 
But what will ye hae of a fool ? 



HI 



For drink I wad venture my neck; 

A hizzie *s the half of my craft: 
But what could ye other expect 

Of ane that 's avowedly oaft ? 



IV 



I ance was tyed up like a stirk 
For civilly swearing and quaffing; 

I ance was abus'd i' the kirk 
For towsing a lass i' my daffin. 



Poor Andrew that tumbles for sport • 
Let naebody name wi' a jeer: 

There 's even, I 'm tauld, i' the Court 
A tumbler ca'd the Premier. 

VI 

Observed ye yon reverend lad 
Mak faces to tickle the mob ? 

He rails at our mountebank squad — 
It 's rivalship just i' the job 1 

VII 

And now my conclusion 1 11 tell, 
For faith I I 'm confoundedly dry: 

The chiel that 's a fool for himsel, 
Quid Lord 1 he 's far daf ter than I. 



RECITATIVO 

Then niest ontspak a raucle carlin, 
Wha kent fu' weel to deek the sterlin, 



For monie a pursie she had hookM, 
An' had in monie a well been douk^ 
Her love had been a Highland laddie. 
But weary fa' the waefir woodie ! 
Wi' sifi^hs an' sobs she thus began 
To wail her braw John Highlandmaa: — > 



AIR 



Tune : O An' Ye Were Dead^ Guidman 



A Highland lad my love was bom, 
The Lalland laws he held in scorn, 
But he still was faithfu' to his clan, 
My gallant, braw John Highlandman. 



CHORUS 

Sing hey my braw John Highlandman ! 
Sing ho my braw John Highlandman t 
There 's not a lad in a' the Ian' 
Was match for my John Highlandman 1 

II 

With his philibeg, an' tartan plaid. 
An' guid claymore down by his side. 
The ladies' hearts he did trepan. 
My gallant, braw John Highlandman. 

Ill 

We ranff^ a' from Tweed to Spey, 
An' liv'd like lords an' ladies gay. 
For a Lalland face he fear^ none. 
My gallant, braw John Highlandman. 

IV 

They banish'd him beyond the sea. 
But ere the bud was on the tree, 
Adown my cheeks the pearls ran, 
Embracing my John Highlandman. 



But, Och ! they catch'd him at the last^ 
And bound him in a dungeon fast. 
My curse upon them every one — 
They 've hang'd my braw John Highland* 
man I 

VI 

And now a widow I must mourn 
The pleasures that will ne'er return; 
No comfort but a hearty can 
When I think on John Highlandman. 



THE JOLLY BEGGARS 



Sing bej my bntw Jabn Highlwiilman I 
Siag bo ntj braw Jobn HigiiUndinm I 
There'a not a Ud iu a' tha lam' 
Waa matoh for mj John Highlandmaii ! 



Her atrappin limb an' gainie middle 

(He reseli'd nae bigber) 

Had bol'd bii heartie like a riddle. 
An' blawn 't on flr«. 



Wi' hand on Hwinoh and upward e'e. 
He croonM bii gamut, one, two, thiiM, 
Tben in an arioto kej 

The wee ApoUo 
Set off wi' allegrtlto glee 

Hia giga solo; — 



Tohr: WtUaUOvntktLtanOt 



Let me r^ ke up to digbt that tear; 
An' go wi' me an' be mj dear. 
An' tben jour eTery eare an' feat 
Uaj whistle owre the lave o't 



I am a fiddler to my trade. 
An' a' the times that e'er I play'd, 
The Bweetest still to wife or maid 
Was WkMt Ovm tkt Lave (Tt. 



At hirni an' weddius we 'ae be there, 
An' O, aae nicely 's we will fare t 
We '11 bowse about till Daddie Care 
Sing Whit(U Own tie Lavt fft. 



Sae merrily the banea well pyke, 
An' snn onrsels about the dyke; 
An' Rt our leianra, when ye like, 
We 11— whisUe owre the lave o't I 



But bleaa me wi' jonr faeav'n o' ehan 
An' while 1 kittle hair on tbairma, 
Hnnger, cauld, an' a' sie harm* 
May wliiatle owre the lava o't> 



I am a fiddler to my trade, 
Au' a' the tunei that e'er I play'd. 
The aweetest still to wife or mud 
Was WUtUe Owre ihe Lave &L 



RECITATIVO 



Her charms had itnick a atnidy CMrdX 

As weel aa poor guMorapet; X 
Ha taka the fiddler by the beard, 

An' draws a roost; rapier; 
He swoor by a' waa swearing worth 

To apeet him like a pliver. 
Unless he would from that time forth 

Belinqnish ber for exer. 



Wi' ghastly e'e poor Tweedle-Dee 

Upon bis hunkers bended^ 
An' pray'd for grace wi' roefu' face. 

An' sae the quarrel ended. 
But tho' his little heart did grieve 

When round the tinkler prest her. 
He feign'd to eniKle in his sleeve 

When thus the oaiid addnu'd her: — 



TuHB : CItnl Iht Camldrtu 



Mj bonie laaa, I work in brass, 

A tinkler is ray station; 
I 've travell'd round all Christian ground 

In this my occoptttion; 
I 've taen the gold, an' been enrolled 

In many a noble aqnadion ; 
But vain they search d when off I maieh'd 

To go an' clout the cauldron. 



Despise that shrimp, that wither'd imp, 
With a' fail wnae an' e^'riii. 
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An' take a share wi' those that bear 

The budget and the apron I 
And by that stowp, my faith an' honpe I 

And by that dear Kilbaigie I 
If e'er ye want, or meet wi' scant. 

May I ne'er weet my craigie I 



RECITATIVO 



The caird prevail'd: th' unblushing fair 

In his embraces sunk. 
Partly wi' love o'ercome sae sair, 

Au partly she was drunk. 
Sir Violino, with an air '^ 

That show'd a man o' spunk, 
Wish'd unison between the pair, 

An' made the bottle clunk 

To their health that night. 

II 

But hurchin Cupid shot a shaft. 

That play'd a dame a shavie: 
The flddler rak'd her fore and aft 

Behint the chicken cavie; 
Her lord, a wight of Homer's craft, 

Tho' limpin' wi' the spavie. 
He hirpl'd up, an' lap like daft. 

An' shor'd them "Dainty Ihiyie " 
O' boot that night. 

in 

He was a care-defying blade 

As ever Bacchus listed I 
Tho' Fortune sair upon him laid, 

His heart, she ever miss'd it. 
He had no wish but — to be glad, 

Nor want but — when he tbristed, 
He hated nought but — to be sad; 

An' thus the Muse suggested 
His sang that night. 



AIR 



Tune : For A* Thai, An^ A^ That 



I am a Bard, of no regard 
Wi' gentle folks an^a' that. 

But Homer-like the glowrin byke, 
Frae town to town I draw that 



CHORUS 



For a' that, an' a' that, 

An' twice as muckle 's a' that, 
I 've lost but ane, I 've twa behin', 

I 've wife eneugh for a' that. 



II 



I never drank the Muses' stank, 
Castalia's burn, an' a' that; 

But there it streams, an' richly reams 
My Helicon I ca' that. 



Ill 



Great love I bear to a' the fair. 
Their humble slave an' a' that; 

But lordly will, I hold it stUl 
A mortal sin to thraw that. 



IV 



In raptures sweet this hour we meet 
Wi' mutual love an' a' that; 

But for how lang the fiie may stang, 
LfCt inclination law that ! 



Their tricks an' craft hae put me daft, 
They 've taen me in, an' a' that; 

But clear your decks, an' here 's the Sex! 
I like the jads for a' that. 

CHORUS 

For a' that, an' a that. 

An' twice as muckle 's a' that. 

My dearest bluid, to do them guid. 
They 're welcome till 't for a' that! 

RECITATIVO 

So sung the Bard, and Nansie's wa's 
Shook with a thunder of applause, 
Re-echo'd from each mouth 1 
They toom'd their pocks, they pawn'd 

their duds. 
They scarcely left to coor their f uds, 

To quench their lowin drouth. 
Then owre again the jovial thrang 

The Poet did request 
To lowse his pack, an' wale a sang, 
A ballad o' the best: 
He rising, rejoicing 

Between his twa Deborahs, 
Looks round him, an' found them 
Impatient for the chorus : — 



THE TWA HERDS: OR, THE HOLY TULYIE 



Tune : /a//r Merlalt, Fill Voir Glaiiti 



See the suiokinE bowl before na I 
Miirk our jovial, ragged ring ! 

Round And round tnke iip the cborui, 
And iu raptures let ua sing; 

CHORUS 
A dg for those hy Inw prot«cted I 

I.ibcrtj'a a glorious feast, 
Coiirta for cuwiirds were erected, 
Churches built to please the priest I 



What is title, what is treasure, 
What ia reputatiou's care ? 

If we lead a. life of pleasure, 
T is no matter how or where ! 



With the ready triek and fable 
Round we wander all the day; 

And at night in bam or stable 
Hug out doxies on the bajCi..^ 



Does the train-attended carriage 
Thro' the county lighter rove ? 

Does the sober bed of marriage 
Witness brighter scenes of (oTe ' 

Life is all a varioruni, / 
We regard not how it goes; 

Let them prate about decorum. 
Who hare character to lose. 



Here 's to budgets, bags, and wallets I 
Here 's to bU the wandering train I 

Here 's onr tagged brats and callets I 
One and all, cry out. Amen t 



A Ak for those \>y law protected t 
Liberty 's a glorious feast, 

Courts for cowards wete erected, 
Chunhei buitt to please the priest I 



have ^ne rally is 
to indicate, tiieii 



SATIRES AND VERSES 



AN UKCO yOURNFU' TALE 



ThU piece and ths two neit, IIiil:i WiU'u't 
Pragtr, and TAe Kirk'i yl^rn — with three 
printed before, The Holg Fair, p. ». TO* Ad- 
dnatotht Dtll,p. l:i, uid Tht Ordinalion,f. 
03, — coustituta what ii certsinl; the most bril- 
liant gerim of ananlts ever delivered against the 
Eractical bigotry of the Kirk. Bums fiuffered 
y them in nputatiDU during' hit life and long 
afterwards. Even his mott anucable critics 
meroll; failed to appreciate, or at least 
true litniiltcance, and have 
deemed it leemly to qualify admiratiua of 
their clevemera with apologies for their irrevs- 
rence. But, irrerereut or not, the; did for 
the populace much the same service aa waa 
done by the Enay on Miracta fur the clan of 
light and leading, and have proved au pndur- 
ing: antidote sfainat the jpecoliar STipentitions 
with which Uie many Soots afflicted them- 
selves BO deiperatal; and ao long. 

" The fotlawing." wrote Bunia in a note to 
a tAH. copy, now in the British Moaeum. " waa 
the firat oF mj poetical prodnctions that saw 
the light. 1 gave a copy of it to a particular 
friend of mine, who waa Tery fond of thea* 
things, and told him ' I did not know who 
waa the author, but that I had got a copy of it 
by accident.' The occaflion waa a bitter and 
aliamclras finarrel between two Rev. jrent.le- 
men. Moodie of Riocarton and Ruaaell of Kil- 
marnock. It waa at the time when the hoe 
and cry a|>:unst patronage was at its worst." 
After n Nmilar account in the AntobioirT»phi- 
cal Letter to l)r. Moore he adda : " With a 
certain »et of both clercv and laity it met with 
n ronr of applause." The quarrel waa abont 
parachial lioundBriee, and in the diacuaaion of 
the qoeation. eays Lockhart, " the reverend 
divineii, hitherto nwom frianda and aaeociatea, 
lost all command of temper, and ahasrd each 
ot}ier eoram pt^ntio, with a fiery virulence of 
perunal invective such as haa loi^ been 
banished from all popular aasemblies. wherein 
the Inwi of courteay are enforoed by thoaa of • 



O a' ye pions godly flocks, 
Weel f eo on poitutea ortbodo^ 
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Wlia now will keep yon frae the fox 

Or worrying tykes ? 

Or wha will tent the waifs an' crocks 

About the dykes ? 

n 

The twa best herds in a' the wast. 
That e'er gae gospel horn a blast 
These five an* twenty simmers past —^ 

O, dool to tell 1 — 
Hae had a bitter, black out-cast 

Atween tbemsel. 

Ill 

O Moodie, man, an' wordy Russell, 
How could you raise so vile a bustle ? 
Ye '11 see how New-Light herds will whistle. 

An' think it fine I 
The Lord's cause gat na sic a twistle 

Sin' I hae min'. 

IV 

O Sirs f whae'er wad hae expeckit 
Your duty ye wad sae negleckit ? 
Ye wha were no by lairds respeckit 

To wear the plaid, 
But by the brutes themselves eleckit 

To be their guide I 



What flock wi' Moodie's flock coidd rank, 
Sae hale an' hearty every shank ? 
Nae poison'd, soor Arminian stank 

He let them taste; 
But Calvin's fountainhead they drank — 

O, sic a feast I 

VI 

The thummart, wilcat, brock, an' tod 
Weel kend his voice thro' a' the wood; 
He smell'd their ilka hole an' road, 

Baith out and in ; 
An' weel he lik'd to shed their bluid 

An' sell their skin. 

VII 

What herd like Russell tell'd his tale ? 
His voice was heard thro' mnir and dale; 
He kend the Lord's sheep, ilka tail. 

O'er a' tbe h^^t; 
An' tell'd gin they were sick or hale 

At the first sight. 

VIII 

He fine a mangy sheep could scrub; 
Or nobly swing the gospel club; 



Or New-Light herds oonld nicely drub 

And pay their skiu; 

Or hing them o'er the burning dub 

Or heave them in. 

IX 

Sic twa — O, do I live to see 't ? — 
Sic famous twa sud disagree 't. 
An' names like villain, hypocrite, 

Ilk ither gi'en, 
While New-Light herds wi' laughin spite 

Say neither 's liein I 

X 

A' ye wha tent the gospel fauld. 
Thee, Duncan deep, an' Peebles shaul'^ 
But chiefly great apostle Auld, 

We trust in thee. 
That thou wilt work them hot an' cauld 

Till they agree I 

XI 

Consider, sirs, how we 're beset: 
There 's scarce a new herd that we get 
But comes frae 'mang that cursed set 

I winna name: 
I hope frae heav'n to see them yet 

In fiery flame I 

xn 

Dalr^mple has been lang our fae, 
M'GiU has wrought us meikle wae, 
An' that curs'd rascal ca'd M'Quhae, 

Au' baith the Sbaws, 
That i^t hae nmde us black an' blae 

Wi' vengef u' paws. 

XIII 

Auld Wodrow lang has hatch'd misch(ef : 
We thought ay death wad bring relief. 
But he has gotten to our grief 

Ane to succeed him, 
A chield wha '11 soundlv buff our beef — 

I meikle dread him. 

XIV 

An' monie mae that I could tell, 
Wha fain would openl}' rebel, 
Forby turn-coats amang oursel: 

There 's Smith for ane — 
I doubt he 's but a greyneck still, 

An'^that ye '11 fin' I 

XV 

O a' ye flocks o'er a' the hills. 

By mosses, meadows, moors, an' fells, 



HOLY WILLIE'S PRAYER 



109 



Coma, join jonr eouiuel Hnii your ikilb 
Ti> cowe Ibe lainlB. 

Au' get the brutes the powvr theiDselB 
To cbiue tbeir berdi I 



Then OrthodMy yet may pmnee. 
All' Learning in k woody oanoe. 
An' that fell our ca'd CommoD-Mtue, 

That bites aae Mir, 
Be baniih'd o'er the tea to FraDce — 

Let bim bark Uiere I 



TbeD Shaw's an' D'rymple's eloquence, 
M'Gill's close, iiervons exoelleiice, 
H'Quhae's pathetic, manly seoae, 

An' guid M'Mnth 
Wha tbro* the heart can brawlj glanoe 

May a' pack aS I 

(■■ .--^- 
HOLY WILLIE'S PRAYER , 

And Hod 111* fodly In ■ pat lo^V^ ' 



. „ __ effect — WM ■ o«i^ 

1 Fiiher, sou of Andrew lusher. 
famiar at Montganwood. Ajrshire, born in 
Fdbniary, 17-17 ; iuooe«ded hU father at Mont- 
ganwood, and afterwards UnkiiCed the farm 
of TonKue-iii-Aachterless ; on li^th July, 1772, 
was ordained elder in the pkriih church of 
Mauohline ; beoarne one of cha moat itnnnons 
of Anld's asaisUnts (see pott, p. 336, note to 
The Twa Uerdi, Stania i. 1, 3) in hu rigid 
surreillanoe of the parishioners, and vaa prob- 
abl; the informer against ^yin HstuUton 
for n^leot of ordinsnces and Tiolation of the 
Sabbath (see hesdnote to Decfica/ion to Gavin 
SamiUon. Eiq., ante, p. 41); waa himself in 
171KI rebahed bj the minister, in preienoe of 
the Kirk-Sesaiou. for drankennssa; and was 
reputed (see Stanu irii. of The Kirk'i Alarm, 
p. 112) to hsTO utilised his opportunities, as 
" elder at the plate," (o help himself to the 
kirlc offerings, bat there is no official record 
of any such charge. On his way home from 
Haochlins, in a snow-storm, he died in a diteh 
bj tha roadnde, l-1th Febroarr, 1800. 

The occaeioa of the piece i* ihos eloigned 
by Boms in a preface in the Olenridddi Boat 
at Lirerpool : " Aboumeht. — Holy Willie was 
» latber oldish bachelor elder, in the parish 



of Manchline, and much and justly faioed foi 
that polemical chattering which ends in tippling 
orthudoiy, and for that Bpiritoaliied faawdrj 
which rehnea to liqoorish devotion. In a ssa- 
uonal prooess with a gentleman in Uauchline 
— a &&. Qann HamUton — Jf ojy WiUie and 
his priest. Father Auld, after fall hearing in 
the Preshjtery of Ayr, came off but sefiond 
best, owing psrtl; to the oratorical powers of 
Mr. Robwt Aiken, Hr. Hamilton's counael ; 
but cniefl; to Hr. Hamilton's being a 



the most irreproachable and tmly respeotahh 
uters in the oonntry. On loung bis pro 
the mose overheard him at his devolionB 



Thou that in the HeBvens does dwell, 
Wha, as it pleases beet Thysel, 
Sends ane to Heaven an' ten to Hell 

A' for Thy glory, 
Aud no for oaie guid or iU 

Tbey 'to done before Thee I 



I bleu and praise Thy matehlesa might. 
When thouBanda Thou hast left in uight. 
That I am here before Thy sight, 

For gifts an grace 
A burning and a sbioiog light 

To a' this place. 



Uw* 

Sax tboniand year* ere my oreation. 
Thro' Adani'a cause I 



When from my mither'i wnnb I fell, 
Thou might hae plniig*d me deep in bell 
To gnaih my gooroi, and weep, and wail 

In burning lakea, 
Whare damnU devils roar and y«U, 

Chaia'd to their stake*. 



Yet I am here, a chosen sample, 

To show Thy grace ii great and aa^bl 



no 



POSTHUMOUS PIECES 



I 'in here a pillar o' Thy temple, 

Strong as a rock, 
A guide, a buckler, and example 

To a' thy flock J 

VI 

But yet, O Lord I confess I must: 
At times I 'm fash'd wi' fleshly lust; 
Ao' sometimes, too, in warldly trust. 

Vile self gets in ; 
But Thou remembers we are dust, 

Defiled wi' sin. 

VII 

O Lord I yestreen. Thou kens, wi' Meg — 
Thy pardon I sincerely beg — 
O, may 't ne'er be a living plag^ie 

To my dishonour I 
An' I '11 ne'er lift a lawless leg 

Again upon her. / 

VIII 

Besides, I farther maun avow — 

Wi' I^ezie's lass, three times, I trow — 

But, Lord, that Friday I was fou, 

When I cam near her. 
Or else. Thou kens, Thy senrant true 

Wad never steer her. * 

IX 

Maybe Thou lets this fleshly thorn 
Buffet Thy servant e'en and mom. 
Lest he owre proud and high should turn 

rhat he 's sac gifted: 
If sae, Thy ban' maun e'en be borne 

UntU Thou lift it. 



Lord, bless Thy chosen in this place. 
For here Thou has a chosen race ! 
But God confound their stubborn face 

An' blast their name, 
Wha bring Thy elders to disgrace 

An' open shame I 

XI 

Lord, mind Gau'n Hamilton's deserts: 
He drinks, an' swears, an' plays at cartes, 
Yet has sae monie takin arts 

Wi' great and sma', 
Frae God's ain Priest the people's hearts 

He steals awa. 

XII 

And when we chasten'd him therefore^ 
Thou kens how he bred sio a splore. 



And set the warld in a roar 

0' laughin at us: 

Curse Thou his basket and his store. 
Kail an' potatoes I 



XIII 

Lord, hear ray earnest cry and pray'r 

Against that Presbyt'ry of Ayr I 

Thy strong ri^ht hand, Lord, niak it bare 

Upo' their heads! 
Lord, visit them, an' dinna spare. 

For their misdeedsl 

XIV 

O Lord, my Grod I that glib-tongii'd Aiken^ 
My vera heart and flesh are quakiu 
To think how we stood sweatiu, shakin. 

An' pish'd wi' dread, 
While he, wi' hingin li)) an' snakiu, 

Held up his head. 

XV 

Lord, in Thy day o' vengfeance try him I 
Lord, visit him wha did employ him I 
And pass not in Thy mercy by them. 

Nor hear their pray'r. 
But for Thy people's sake destroy them, 

An' dinna spar 3 ! 

XVI 

But, Lord, remember me and mine 
Wi' mercies temporal and divine. 
That I for grace an* eear may shine 

Excell'd by nane; 
And a' the glory shall be Thine — 

Amen, Amen I 



THE KIRK'S ALARM 

William M 'Gill, minister of Ayr — whose 
*' heretic blast" aroused the ** alarm*' here 
burlesqued — was youngest son of William 
M*Gill, fanner of Carsenestock, Wigtonshire ; 
bom 1732 ; educated at the University of Glas- 
gow ; became assistant at Kilwinning in June, 
1760; and was ordained to the second chaige 
of Ayr, 22d October, 1761, as colleague to 
William Dalrymple. M'Gill, who received the 
degree of D. D. in 1781, published (Edinbnrrh, 
1786) a Practical Essay <m the Death of Christ, 
which set forth doctrines held to be Socinian. 
It v/a» commended in his colleague Dalrym- 
ple's History of Christy 1787; and attacked, 
guardedly and by implication, by Dr. William 
Peebles — Me post , p. 827, note to The Holy Fair^ 
stanza xvi. line 3 — in. a Centenary Sermon on 



THE KIRK'S ALARM 



du Btvolution, prsMihed Sth Nor«iiiber, 178S, 
mnd pnblLihed loon KtUrwanla. M'(^ re- 
|ili«d in TU Brtt^fitt of lU Ktvoiulim. Kil- 
iDBmock, 1789: whereupon acompluat ngiiinst 
hU fttay, as being helerodoi, wu prewnled 
on 15th April to the Synod of Qlaagow and 
Ayr. Tha Sjnod oidei«d the Presbytery of 
Ayr to take up the case, and the General 
Aaaembly, though it qnashed the order, added 
a general recommendation to the Prenhy- 
ter; to lee to it that doctrinal purity wu 
muntAlned. With this general varront the 
Preabytery appoialed (ISth July) a committee 
to consider and report epeoifically on M'GiU'a 
doctrines; and on 1-lth April, 1790, he com- 
promised Che matter by offering on eiplouatiau 
and an apology, which the oynod accepted. 
M'Qill died :)l)th March, 1807. He was more 
philoeopher than ecclesiastic. A simple and 
unworldly man and a resolute student, be was 
at the same time a quaint and cheerfnl humoui^ 
iit,and was held by his parishionen insin^lar 
aflection and respect- Burns's regard for him, 
like his re»Brence for Dalrymple, dated from 
childhood; and the doctrines which bad so 
perturbed the ''Orthodox" were those which 
William Bumesi [we have adopted thronghout 
the Poet'ti own spelling of his father'* name] 
hod embodied in bis M-inaal of Rdigioui Btlirf. 
The satire was evoked by the action of the 
Presbytery on 15th July, 1780. Two dnys 
later Btims sent a di«ft of it (o Mrs. Dunlop 
In an onpublished letter: "You wilt be well 
acquainted with the persecution that my worthy 
friend Dr. M'Oill is undergoing among your 
divines. Several of these reverend lads his 
opponenU have come through my hands be- 
fore; but I hate some thoughta of serving 
them np in a different dish. I have jnat 
sketched the following ballad and aa lu * 
■end the flrat rough draft to yon," 



X I ortbodoi I — 
Wba believe in John Knox — 
Let me sound nn alarm to your conscience: 
A heretic blast 
Has been blawn i' the Wast, 
That what ia not seme muBt be nonseiue < — 

Orthodox t 
TbKt what ia not sense must %e nonseiue. 
II 
Dr. Mac I Dr. Mac ! 
Ton should stretch on a ntck, 
To strike wicked Writers wi' tenoTi 
To join faith and Muse, 



Upon onie pretence. 
Was heretic, damnable error — 
Dr. Mac I 

"Twos heretic, dunuable error. 



Town of Ayr ! Town of Ayr I 
It was rash, I declare. 

To meddle wi' mischief a-brewiug: 
Provost John ia still deaf 
To the church's relief, 

And Orator Bob is its ruin — 
Town of Ayr I 

And Orator Bob is its ruin. 



DVymple mild I D'.ymple mild I 

Tho' jour heart 'b like a child. 
An' Toiir life like the new-driven anaw. 

Yet that winna save ye: 

Auld Satan must have ye. 
For preaching that three 's ane and twk — 

D'rymple mild ! 
For preaching that three 's ane and twa. 



Calvin's sons I Calvin's sons t 

Seize your sp'ritual guiia, 
Ammunition you never can need: 

Your hearts are the stuff 

Will be puwther enouj'h, 
And your sknlls are store-houses o' lead — 

Calvin's sons 1 
Tour akulls are store-houses o* lead. 



Rumble John I Rumble John I 
Mount the steps with a groan, 

Cry: "The book is wi' heresy crarom' 
Then lug out jour ladle, 
Deal brimstone like adie, 

And roar every note o' tho damn'd — 
Rumble John I 

And roar every note o' the damn'd. 



Simper James t Simper James I 
Leave the fair Killie dames — 

There 's a holier chase in your view: 
I '11 lay on yonr head 
That the pack ye 'II soon lead. 

For puppies lilce ynii there '■ but few-~ 
Simper James t 

For puppies like yon there 's bat few. 
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Sing«t Sawnie ! Singet Sawnie ! 

Are ye herding the penny. 
Unconscious what evils await ? 

Wi' a jump, yell, and howl 

Alarm every soul. 
For the Foul Thief is just at your gate 

Sineet Sawnie ! 
The Foul Thief is just at your gate. 

IX 

Daddie Auld 1 Daddie Auld ! 

There 's a tod in the fauld, 
A tod meikle waur than the clerk: 

Tho* ye can do little skaith, 

Ye '11 be in at the death, 
And gif ye canna bite, ye may bark —^ 

Daddie Auld I 
For gif ye canna bite ye may bark. 



Davie Rant ! Davie Rant I 

In a face like a saunt 
And a heart that would poison a hog, 

Raise an impudent roar. 

Like a breaker lee-shore. 
Or the Kirk will be tint in a bog — 

Davie Rant I 
Or the Kirk will be tint in a bog. 

XI 

Jamie Goose 1 Jamie Goose I 

Ye hae made but toom roose 
In hunting the wicked lieutenant; 

But the Doctor 's your mark, 

For the Lord's baly ark. 
He has cooper'd, and ca'd a wrang pin in 't — 

Jamie Groose ! 
He has cooper'd and ca'd a wrang pin in 't. 

XII 

Poet Willie I Poet Willie I 

Gie the Doctor a volley, 
Wi' your " Liberty's chain " and your wit: 

O'er Pegasus' side 

Ye ne'er laid a stride. 
Ye but smelt, man, the place where he shit^ 

Poet Willie I 
Ye smelt but the place where he shit. 

xni 

Andro' Gowk I Andro' Gowk t 
Ye may slander the Book, 
And the Book not the waur, let me tell ye: 



Ye are rich, and look big, 

But lay by hat and wig. 
And ye 11 hae a calTs head o' sma' valae— 

Andro' Gowk I 
Ye 11 hae a calf's head o' sma' value. 

XIV 

Barr Steenie ! Ban* Steenie t 

What mean ye ? what mean ye ? 
If ye '11 meddle nae mair wi' the matter, 

Ye may hae some pretence 

To bavins and sense 
Wi' people wha ken ye nae better — 

Barr Steenie I 
Wi' people wha ken ye nae better. 

XV 

Irvine-side ! Irvine-side I 

Wi' your turkey-cock pride, 
Of manhood but sma' is your share: 

Ye 've the figure, 't is true, 

Even your faes will allow, 
And your friends dauma say ye hae mair - 

Irvine-side ! 
Your friends dauma say ye hae mair. 

XVI 

Muirland Jock I Muirland Jock t 

Whom the Lord eave a stock 
Wad set up a tinkler m brass, 

If ill manners were wit. 

There 's no mortal so fit 
To prove the poor Doctor an ass — 

Muirland Jock ! 
To prove the poor Doctor an ass. 

XVII 

Holy Will I Holy Will ! 

There was wit i' your skull. 
When ye pilfer'd the alms o' the poor: 

The timmer is scant. 

When ye 're taen for a saunt 
Wha should swing in a rape for an hour - 

Holy Wm I 
Ye should swing in a rape for an hour. 

XVIII 

Poet Bnms I Poet Burns I 

Wi' your priest-skelping turns. 
Why desert ye your auld native shire ? 

Your Muse is a gipsy, 

Yet were she evTi tipsy, 
She could ca' us nae waur than we are — 

Poet Bums 1 
Ye could ca' us nae waur than we are. 



A POETS WELCOME TO HIS LOVE-BEGOTTEN DAUGHTER iij 



POSTSCRIPTS 



When Toar pen okd be spa 
A COOT of tbia I beqiiBath, 

On tbe ume licker acore 

Aa I mentioo'd before. 
To that tnuty &uld warthv, CUokleith — 

Afton'a Lurd I 
To that tnuty mid wortlir, ClukleitlL 



Tbj poor aervuit, the B 

Id raapectfiil regard 
He preaent* thee tbia token ainoere — 

Factor Jobn I 
He preaenta thee thia token aincere. 



THE FIRST INSTANCE THAT ENTITLED 
HIM TO THE VENERABLE APPELLATION 
OF FATHER 

The " wsaii " of thia geuenia* and dali^t- 
<al Addraa na the poet'a danghMr Eliwbetli, 
b; Eliiab«th PatoD. for lome tune a Mrrwitat 
Locblie. Thu ohild vai boni in Koiembar, 
17B4. Sk9 was broa^ht b; bar father to Hoaa- 
giel. On hii nuuTiBge tbe cbild remained 
nndar the charge of hi* mother and hia brother 
Gilbert. %e married John Biahop, overseer 
at Polkemmet, and died iltb Jannarr, 1817, 
leaiin^ wTeral ohildien. Cf. Koua to Tin 
Imtnlorg.ma, p. 336, and Prefatory Note to 
^ulU to Jdm Samh'nc, amU, p. SO. 



Thou 's woloome. 



A I Miabanter Ea' 



If thougbta o' thee or yet thy r 
Shall ever daunton me or awe me. 

My Bireet, wee lady, 
Or if I bluah when tbou ahalt ca' me 

Tyta OF daddie I 



Tbe iDBiF they talk, I'm kend tbe bet- 
ter; 

E'en let them elaab I 
An wild wife's tongue' 



Welcome, mj bonie, aweet, wee docfater I 
Tbo' ye come here a wee unaojeht for, 
And tbo' your comin I bae fougnt for 
Baitb kirk and queir; 
Xet, by my faith, ye 're no uuwroogbt 



Sweet fruit o' monie ■ merry dint, 

My funny toil ia no a' tint: 

Tbo' thou cam to the warl' aaklent, 

Which foola may acoff «t( 
Id my Uat plack thy part's be in 't 

The better half o't. 



Tbo' I abonld be tbe waur beatead. 
Thou 'a be aa braw and bienl y clad. 
And thy yoang yean aa nieely bT«d 

Wi' education. 
As ome bnt o' wedlock's bed 

In a' thy station. 



Wee imam o' my bonie Betty, 

As fatherly I kiss and dant thee. 

As dear and near roy heart I set tbee^ 

Wi' as gnid will, 
Aa a' the prieata bad ae«n tne nt thea 

That 'a out o' Hell. 

VII 
Gude grant that thoa may ay inherit 
Tby mitber'a looks an' grscefo' merit. 
An thy poor, worthless daddie's spirit 

Without bis failing I 
"T will please me mair to see tbee hei 
it 

Than stooket mailina. 

And if thon be what I wad bae thee, 
An' tak the counael I shall ^e thee, 
1 11 never me my trouble wi' thee — 

■The coat nor shame o't^ 
But be a loving father to tbee, 

And brag the name ot. 
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THE INVENTORY 

IN ANSWER TO A MANDATE BY THE 
SURVEYOR OF TAXES 

A MS. of this catalofpie of pleniBhingf dated 
May, 178(5, sent to Lady Harriet Don and 
now in the Laing Collection in the Unlyersity 
of Edinburgh, has this heading: "To Mr. 
Robt. Aiken in Ayr, in answer to his mandate 
requiring an account of servants, carriages, car- 
riage horses, riding horses, wives, children," etc. 
Currie explains that the mandate enjoined on 
every man *' to send a signed list of his horses, 
servants, wheel-carriages, etc., and whether he 
was a married man or a bachelor, and what 
children he had." The new tax was levied by 
Pitt (May, 1785) with a view to reducing the 
National Debt. 

Sir, as your mandate did request, 
I send you here a faithfu' list 
0' guids an* gear an* a* my graith, 
To which I 'm clear to gie my aith. 

Imprimiify then, for carriage cattle: — 
I hae four brutes o* gallant mettle 
As ever drew before a pettle: 
My lan^-afore *8 a guid auld " has been/' 
An' wight an' wilfu' a* his days been. 
My lan*-abin 's a weel-gaun fiUie, 
That aft has borne me hame frae Rillie, 
An' your auld borough monie a time 
In days when riding was nae crime. 
(But ance, when in my wooiu? pride 
I, like a blockhead, boost to ride, 
The wilf'u creature sae I pat to — 
Lord, pardon a' my sins, an* that too I — 
I play d my fillie sio a shavie, 
She 's a' bedevil *d wi' the spavie.) 
My fur-ahin 's a wordy beast 
As e'er in tug or tow was traced. 
The fourth 's a Highland Donald hastie, 
A damn'd red-wud Kilburnie blastie ! 
Foreby, a cowte, o' cowtes the wale, 
As ever ran afore a tail: 
If he be spar'd to be a beast, 
He '11 draw me fifteen pund at least. 

Wheel-carriages I hae but few: 
Three carts, an' twa are feckly new; 
An auld wheelbarrow — mair for token, 
Ae leg an* baith the trams are broken: 
I made a poker o' the spin'le, 
An' my auld mitber brunt the trinle. 



For men, I 've three mischievous boys, 
Run-deils for fechtiu an* for noise: 
A gaudsman ane, a thrasher t* other. 
Wee Davoo bauds the nowte in fother. 
I rule them, as I ought, discreetly. 
An' afteu labour them completely; 
An' ay ou Sundays duly, nightly, 
I on the Questions tairge them tightly: 
Till, faith 1 wee Davoc 's grown sae gleg, 
Tho* scarcely langer than your leg, 
He '11 screed you afP «• Effectual Calling" 
As fast as onie in the dwalling. 

I 've nane in female servan' station 

iLord keep me ay frae a' temptation 1) : 
hae nae wife — and that my bliss is. — 
An' ye hae laid nae tax on misses; 
An' then, if kirk folks dinna clutch me, 
I ken the deevils dareua touch me. 

Wi' weans I 'm mair than weel contented: 
Heav'n sent me ane mair than I wanted I 
My sousie, smirking, dear-bought Bess, 
She stares the daddie in her face, 
Enough of ought ye like but grace: 
But her, my bonie, sweet wee lady, 
I 've paid enough for her already; 
An' gin ye tax her or her mitber, 
By the Lord, ye 'se get them a* thegither I 

But pray, remember, Mr. Aiken, 
Nae kind of licence out I 'm takin: 
Frae this time forth, I do declare 
I 'se ne'er ride horse nor hizzie mair; 
Thro' dirt and dub for life I '11 paidle. 
Ere I sae dear pay for a saddle; 
I 'ye sturdy stumps, the Lord be thankit, 
And a' my gates on foot I '11 shank it. 
The Kirk and vou may tak' you that, 
It puts but little in your pat: 
Sae dinna put me in your beuk, 
Nor for my ten white shillings leuk. 

This list, wi' my ain hand I 've wrote it, 
The day and date as under notit; 
Then know all ye whom it concerns, 
Subscripsi huic Robert Burns. 



A MAUCHLINE WEDDING 

This, one of Bums^s best-natnred squibs, 
was enclosed in a letter to Mrs. Dunlop, 21st 
Auguft, 1788, and is here published for the 



ADAM ARMOUR'S PRAYER 



fint time ' Ihaehrjtn xsb). Ha eipUiiu tliat 
k Buter of Hiller, then " a tenant " of his heart, 
had huffed his '' Bardihip in the pride of her 
new connecHon." She was Uie Miu Betty o( 
Thi BtUa ofMauiMine (wopoH. p. 171 ) ; and 
the Eliia of the Song (see atUt, p. 52). Bnnia 
did Dot ^ on to desoribe the cerenutaj: 
" AgwiMt m; Hoaa had come thm far." hs 
vritei, "Hiaa Beaa and I vrae once more in 



Wren Eighty-ftTe was Mven monthi auld 

And wearing tbro' the au^ht, 
Wlirn rolling rains and Rorpas Imuld 

Gied fRriiier-folks a faiiglit; 
Ae morning qnondntn Mason \V . . ., 

Now Merchant Master Miller, 
Gaed duiTD to meet wi' Nausie B . . ., 

Aud her Jamaica siller 

To wed, tliat day. 



The rising sun o'er Blnckaideen 

Was J list appearing fairly, 
When Nel) and Besa got np to Hreas 

Seven laiig half- hours o'er early I 
Now presses clink, and dnwen jink. 

For linens and for laces: 
But niodeat Miiaes only think 

What ladies' undenlress is 
On sic a day 1 



But ve 'II suppose the stays are lao'd. 

And boiiie bosoms steekit, 
Tbo' tliro' the lann^but guess the rest I 

An angel scarce durst keek it. 
Then stockins line o' silken twine 



Wi'c 



nupj 



An' garten'd tight wham mortal wight — 



But DOW the gown wi' mstUng sound 

Its silken pomp displays; 
Sure there 's nae sin in lieing vain 

O' siccan bonie claes I 
Sae jimp the waist, the tail sae vast — 

Trouth, they were bonie birdies I 
O Mither Kve, ye wad been grieve 

To see their ample hurdies 

Sae large that day I 

I nat I*, tn Um CtMurj Ulttab 



Then Sandy, wi *s red jacket braw. 

Cornea whip-jee-woa I about. 
And in he gets the bonie twa — 

Lord, send them safely out t 
And auld John Trot wi' sober phit, 

As braid and braw 'a a Bailie, 
His shonthera aud his Sunday's jvt 

Wi' powther and wi' nliie 

Weel Bmear'd that day. 



ADAM ARMOUR'S PRAYER 

Publisluid in Tht Scott Magazine, January, 
1803. The intarlooalor in this intereettion was 
Bnnu'a brother-in-law. At thia time he had 
headed a band of younken in Hauchline in the 
work of atan)^ng — which is lidinf; astride an 
nnbarkad sapling — a looee woman, one Agnes 
Wilvin, wbo l^res in the Kirk-Sewion records 
of March, 178tt. as " the occasion of a late dia- 
turbanca in this place." The Oeordie, whose 
" jutt" or maid she was. is described in Tht 
Stoti Magatine as the villape constable ; but 
this ia cleailv n mistake. He was. in faot, 
one George 'Gibson, the hasbflnd of Pooail 
Nanaie (see pott. p. 334, Note to Ttit Jailg Beg- 
gari, Kecilativo i. line 9). As Gibson resented 
the ontnige on his maid. Armour, dreading the 
law^s reprisals, aheoonded- According' to (be 
penon who sent the thing to Tlit SeoOi Maga- 



». Am 



s huh 



ng-place. Tha person adds that he got the 
ript from Annoar himself, who told 
hat Bums composed it oneSnnday evoD- 
: before ha took tha Book," i. e. the 



GuDK pity me, ^canse I 'm little 1 
For though I am an elf o' mettle, 
And can like onie wahster'a shnttle 
Jink there or here. 
Yet, scarce aa lane 'a a guid kail-whttt1«, 



l»ii 






II 
An' now Thou kens onr woefu' case: 
For (jeordie's jurr we 're in disgrace, 
Because we stang'd her throngfa the plao^ 

An' hurt her spleuchan; 
For wfailk we danma show our faoe 

Witbin the clachan. 
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An* now we 're dem'd in dens and hollows. 
And hunted, as was William Wallace, 
Wi' constables — thae black^ruard fal- 
lows — 

An' sodgers baith; 
But Gude preserve us frae the gallows. 

That shamef u' death I 

IV 

Auld, grim, black-bearded Geordie's sel' — 
O, shake him owre the mouth o' Hell I 
There let him hitis;, an' roar, an' yell 

Wi' hideous din, 
And if he offers to rebel. 

Then heave him in ! 



When Death comes in wi' glimmerin blink. 
An' tips auld dnicken Nanse the wink, 
May Sautan gie her doup a clink 

Within his yett, 
An' fill her up wi' brimstone dnnk 

Red-reekin het 

VI 

Though Jock an' hav'rel Jean are merry, 
Some devil seize them in a huriy, 
An' waft them in th' infernal wherry 

Straught through the lake. 
An' gie their hides a noble curry 

Wi' oil of aik ! 

VII 

As for the jurr — puir worthless body I — 
She 's got mischfet enough already; 
Wi' stanget hips and buttocks bluidy 

She 's suffer'd sair; 
But may she wintle in a woody 

If she whore mair I 



NATURE'S LAW 

HUMBLY INSCRIBED TO GAVIN HAMILTON, 

ESQUIRE 



Oreftt Nature ipoka, obMrrant mao obeyad. 



Pon. 



Written shortly after the event, — "^ Wish 
me lack. Dear Richmond. Armour has just 
brought roe a fine boy and girl at one throw. 
God bless the little dears! 



It 



* OrMO grow the Reahee, O, 
Oreen grow the Baahea, O, 

A f eaither bed U no aae aaf t 
Aa the boaoma o* the laaaea O.* 

Sunday, 8d September, 1786.** 



The more aeiious aspect of the situation is 
touched in a letter of the 8th September, to 
Robert Muir: **Tou will have heard that 
poor Armonr has repayed my amorous mort« 
gages double. A very fine boy and girl haye 
awakened a thought and feelings that thrill, 
some with tender pressure and some with fore- 
boding anguish thro* my sonl." The arirl (Jean) 
died "at fourteen months old" (n. B, in 
Bible) ; the boy (Robert) died 14th May, 1857. 



Let other heroes boast their scars, 

The marks o' sturt and strife, 
But other poets sing of wars, 

The plagues o' human life I 
Shame fa' the fun: wi' sword and gon 

To slap mankind like lumber I 
I sine^ his name and nobler fame 

Wha multiplies our number. 

II 

Great Nature spoke, with air benign: — 

** Go on, ye human race ; 
This lower world I you resign; 

Be fruitful and increase. 
The liquid fire of strong desire, 

I Ve poured it in each bosom ; 
Here on this hand does Mankind stand. 

And there, is Beauty's blossom I " 

III 

The Hero of these artless strains, 

A lowly Bard was he, 
Who sung his rhymes in Coila's plains 

With meikle mirth and glee: 
Kind Nature's care had g^veu his share 

Laree of the flaming current; 
And, all devout, he never sought 

To stem the sacred torrent. 

IV 

He felt the powerful, high behest 

Thrill vital thro' and thro*; 
And sought a correspondent breast 

To give obedience due. 
Propitious Powers screen'd the young 
flow'rs 

From mildews of abortion; 
And lo I the Bard — a great reward — 

Has got a double portion I 



LINES ON MEETING WITH LORD DAER 



Auld cantie Coil may ctmnt tbe daj, 

A* annual it rutnrtu. 
The third of Libra's equal nway, 

That gave another Bams, 
With futum rhymes an' other Umea 

To einiilate his eire, 
To sina; autd Coil in nobler style 

With more poetio fire I 



Ye Powers of peace and peaceful song. 

Look down with gracious eyes. 
And bless auld Coila large and long 

With multiplying joys t ' 
Lar^ may she etiuid to prop the land, 

1%e flow'r of ancient nations, 
And Bumses spring her fame to sing 

To endlcM generations I 



The Lord Daer was Basil W^dliam Donglu- 
HBinilton, seoond sou of the fourth Earl of 
Selkirk. He wu born 16th March. J703, and 
ednuOed at the Univetsity of Edinburf-h, where 
he boarded witli Pcottmm Dugald littwut, 
whose gaeat he vu at CHtrina when Bums met 
him at duiu«r. A warm admirer of the French 
KuTolntion, he went id nS» to Paris, where ha 
lired in terms of friendship with some of ita 
chief promoters. On his return he joined the 
Society of the Friends of the People ; becanis 
a lealoui advocate of Reform ; aud rusad the 
qoestion of the eli^bility of Scots Peers' sons 
to Tote in eleotious and sit in the Commons (the 
Court of Session decided agaitut him in 179*2). 
He died of oonsnmption at Ivy Bridire, Devon, 
5ll. Novamber, 1794. 

Boms, in sending; the lines to Mackenile. 
eulogised the Professor, dividing his character 
into "ten parts, thos : four parts Socrates, 
fonr parta Nathaniel, and two parta Shake- 
speare's Bratoa." Of the verses he wrote that 
ther " were realty extempore bat a little oor- 
reoted ranee." 



Thib wot ye all whom it eonceras: 
I, Rhymer Rab, aliat Burns, 

October twenty-third, 
A ne'er-to-be-forgotten day. 



I 've been at drucken Writers' feasts. 
Nay, been bitch-fou 'mang godly Priesta -~ 

Wi' rev'rence be it spoken 1 — 
I've even join'd the honor'd jorum. 
When mighty Squireships o' the Quorum 

Their hydro drouth did sloken. 
Ill 
But wi' a Lord 1 — stand out my sbin 1 
A Lord, a Peer, an EBrl'B son I — 

Up higher yet, my bonnet I 
An' sic a Lord 1 — lang Scutch ell twa 
Our Peerage lie looks o'er them a', 

As I look o'er tny sonnet. 



But O, for Hogarth's mngio pow'r 
To show Sir Bardie's willvait glow'r, 

An' how he star'd an stamtner'd. 
When, goaviu 'i ho 'd been led wi' braiiks, 
An' stumpin on his ploughman slinuks. 

He it) the parlour hummer'd I 



Thinks 1 r " They are but men " I 
But "Bums"!— "My Lord"l— Good 

God! I doited. 
My knees on ene anither knoited 

As faultering I gaed ben. 



I sidling ihelter'd in a neok, 
An' at his Lordship staw a lenk, 

Kxcept good sense and social glee 

An' (what surpria'd me) modesty, 

I marked nought u 



I watcb'd the symptoms o' the Great — 
The gentle pride, the lordly state. 

The arrogant aasuining; 
The fient a pride, nae pride had he, 
Not sauce, nor state, that I could see, 

Mair than an honest plonghman I 
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One rank as well 's another; 
Nae honest, worthy man need care 
To meet with noble youthfu' Daer, 

For he but meets a brother. 



ADDRESS TO THE TOOTHACHE 



Mt curse upon your venom'd stang, 
That shoots my tortur'd gooms alang, 
An' thro' my lu? gies monie a twang 

Wi' gnawing vengeance. 
Tearing my nerves wi' bitter pang, 

Like racking engines ! 

n 

A' down my beard the slavers trickle, 
I throw the wee stools o'er the mickle. 
While round the fire the giglets keckle 

To see me lonp. 
An', raving mad, I wish a heckle 

Were i' their doup ! 

Ill 

When fevers bum« or ague freezes. 
Rheumatics gnaw, or colic squeezes. 
Our neebors sympathise to ease us 

Wi' pitying moan; 
But thee 1 — thou heU o' a' diseases. 

They mock our groan t 

IV 

Of a' the num'rons human dools — 
Ill-hairsts, daft bar^ins, cutty-stools. 
Or worthy frien's laid i' the mools. 

Sad sight to see I 
The tricks o' knaves, or fash o' fools — 

Thou bear'st the gree I 



Whare'er that place be priests ca' Hell, 
Whare a' the tones o' misery yell. 
An' ranked plagues their numbers tell 

In dreadfu' raw. 
Thou, Toothache, surely bear'st the bell 

Amang them a' I 

VI 

O thou grim, mischief-making chiel. 
That gars the notes o' discord squeel. 
Till humankind aft dance a reel 

In gore a shoe-thick, 
6ie a' the faes o' Scotland's weal 

A towmond's toothache. 



LAMENT FOR THE ABSENCE OF 
WILLIAM CREECH, PUBLISHER 

Enclosed in a letter to "William Creech, 
Esq., London/' dated ISth May, 1787: ''My 
Honored Friend — the enclosed I hare just 
wrote, nearly extempore, in a solitary Inn in 
Selkirk, after a miserable, wet day's riding/' 

The son of the Rev. William Creech, minis- 
ter of Newbattle. in Midlothian, Creech was 
bom 2l8t April, 1 (45. He completed Uie Arts 
course at the University of Ldinbui^h; at^ 
tended some medical lectures ; '^'as apprenticed 
to the pnblishers Kincaid and Bell ; in 1770 
accompanied Lord Kilmaurs, afterwards the 
Earl of Glencaim (and the patron of Burns) 
on a Continental tour; became partner i;rith 
Kincaid in 1771 and the firm itself in 1778: 
when his shop, standing to the north of 8t. 
Giles^ was soon, in Cockburn's phrase, *'the 
natural resort of lawyers, authors, and all sorts 
of literary allies." In his house, too, he held 
literary gatherings, which came to be called 
** Creeches levees/' To his social qualities and 
his ascendancy in literary and municipal Edin- 
burgh the Lament bears witness. Another 
trait in his character — a combination of bad 
business habits with a certain keenness over 
money — revealed itself in so unpleasant a 
fashion to Bums, in connexion with the settle- 
ment over the Foemty that the men's relations 
were strained and distant ever after: Bums 
from this time forth addressing Creech as 
'*Sir," and in a fragment (see p. 181), meant 
for part of a JfoeCs Progress^ describing him as 



"A little 



And 



tie, upright, pert, tart, tripflrR wip^lit, 
■till bi> precious sell bis desr delight.'* 



Before this, and before writing the Lament ^ 
Bums had mastered all Creech's peculiarities ; 
and in his Second Common Place Book (in the 
possession of Mr. Macmillan) he gives a por- 
trait which must be regarded as corrective of 
enlogy and satire alike : ** My worthy book- 
seller, Mr. Creech, is a strange, multiform 
character. His ruling passions of the Ifft- 
hand kind are — extreme vanity, and some- 
thing of the more harmless modifications of 
selfishness. The one, mixed as it often is with 
great goodness of heart, makes him rush into 
all public matters, and take every instance oi 
unprotected merit by the hand, provided it is 
in his power to hand it into pnbho notice ; the 
other quality makes him, amid all the em- 
baraas in which his vanity entangles him, now 
and then to cast half a squint at his own inter- 
est. His parts as a man, his deportment as a 
g^ntlenuin, and his abilities as a scholar, are 
much above mediocrity. Of all the Edinburgh 
literati and wits he writes the most like a gen- 



LAMENT FOR THE ABSENCE OF WILLIAM CREECH 



tlemaii. Ha doe* not Kwa jon with tha pn>- 
fonndDeM of the philotopher, or strike yam 
•je witli tbe sooringi of geniua ; but be pleases 
Jon vith the hAndiome tnni of his expression, 
1 the pulita ease of his paragraph. His 



It with.' 

Crmoh was pnblisfaer of 7^ Mirror, Vu 
Louagrr, and Uis works of Ihe chief Scots 
knthon of hii dsT. He coBtribaCed a number 
of Enays to The Edinburgh CouraiU, which he 
reprinted in a Toloma under the title Fugitivt 
Ptrca, 17U1 (a aeoond edidon. pablished poet- 
hnmonalj, vith an account of his life, appeared 
in l!j75). Hii AccaiiiU of Uu Manntri and 
CuitoTRt in Scotland betatta 1703 and 1783, 
originall; contributed to the Coarant, was 
brought down to 1793 and published in the 
Slaliilical Account of Seodand, He was also 
the Buthor of An Account of lie TViW of Wm. 
Brodie and Gtorgt Umilk {1T8U), haTing- sat on 
the ju^ by which the famous Deacon was 
tried. He was a fonnder of iha SpecntaUve 
Society and the Edinburgh Chamber of Com- 
merce. In 1811-13 he was Lord FroToat. He 
died 14th Janoary, 1815. 



AuLD chnckia Reekie 'b soir diattest, 
Down droops her once weel burniih'd creit, 
Nae joj her bonie buskit nest 

Can yield avn : 
Her darling bird that the lo'es best, 
WiUie, 's am. 



O, Willie waa a wittj wight, 
And had a' thing* an nneo gjeight ! 
Auld Reekie »j he keepit tight 

And tng an braw; 
fiat now they 11 bulk her like a fright — 
Willie *a swa I 

lit 
The stiffcBt o' them a' he bow'd ; 
The bautdest o' them a' he cow'd; 
They durst nae mair than he nllow'd — 

That was a law; 
Wp 'tb lost B birkie weel worth gowd — 
WilUe'iawal 



Now gawkiea, tawpiea, gowks, and fooU 
Frae colleges and DoanUng schools 
Uajr sproat like simmer puddock-atoola 
In glen or abaw: 



The brethren o' the Commerce-Chaamer 
May mourn their loss wi' doolfu' clamonr: 
He was a dietionar and grammar 
Amang them a'. 
I fear they 'U now mak monie a sttun- 

WiUie 'a awa 1 

VI 
Nae tnair we see his levee door 
Philoaophers and Poets pour. 
And toothy Critica by tbe Kore 
In bloody raw: 
Tbe adjutant of a' the core, 

WiUie, 's awa I 



Now worthy Greg'ry's Latin face, 
Tytler's aud Greenfield's inodeat grace, 
M'Keuzie, Stewart, such a brace 

As Rome ne'er saw. 



Poor Bama ev'n "Scotch Drink" cann 

quicken; 
He cheeps like some bewUder'd chicken 
Scar'd frae its minnie and the cleekin 

By hoodie- craw. 
Grief's gien his heart an unco kickin — 
Willie 's awa I 



Ilk self-conceited critic-ekellDm 

His quill may draw: 
He wha could bmwlie ward their bellom, 
Wi1lie,'sawal 



Up wimpling, stately Tweed I 're sped, 
And Eden scenes on crystal Jed, 
And Ettrick bsiiks, now roaring red 

While tempests blaw; 
But every joy and pleasure 's Sed: 

WiUie 's awa I 



May I be Slander's m 

A test for Infamy to pr«ael^ 
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A|id» lasUjy streektt out to bleach 

In winter 8Daw, 
WLen I forget thee, Willie Creech, 

Tho' far awa ! 

XII 

May never wicked Fortune touzle him, 
May never wicked men bamboozle him, 
Until a pow as auld 's Metbusalem 

He canty claw I 
Then to the blessed new Jerusalem 

Fleet- wing awa I 



VERSES IN FRIARS CARSE 
HERMITAGE 

This u the first Tersion of the Hermitage 
Tenes (see ante^ p. 80) ; that which was ac- 
tually inscribed on the Friars Cane window- 
pane — now in the Observatory Museum, Dum- 
fries. 

Thou whom chance may hither lead. 
Be thou clad in russet weed, 
Be thou deckt in silken stole, 
Grave these maxims on thy soul:^ 

Life is but a day at most. 

Sprung from night in darknesa lost; 

Hope not sunshine every hour, 

Fear not clouds will always lour. 

Happiness is but a name, 

Make content and ease thy aim. 

Ambition is a meteor-gleam; 

Fame a restless airy dream; 

Pleasures, insects on the wing 

Round Peace, th' tend'rest fiow'r of spring; 

Those that sip the dew alone — 

Make the butterflies thy own; 

Those that would the bloom devour — 

Crush the locusts, save the flower. 

For the future be prepared: 
Guard whatever thou canst guard; 
But, thy utmost duly done. 
Welcome what thou canst not shuo. 
Follies past give thou to air — 
Make their consequence thy care. 
Keep the name of Man in mind. 
And dishonour not thy kind. 
Reverence with lowly heart 
Him, whose wondrous work thou art; 
Keep His Goodness still in view — 
Thy trust, and thy example too. 



Stranger, »> ! Heaven be thy guide ! 
Quod the Beadsman on Nidside. 



ELEGY ON THE DEPARTED 
YEAR 1788 

For lords 01 kings I dinna monm; 

E'en let them die — for that they 're bom; 

But O, prodigious to reflect, 

A Towmout, sirs, is gane to wreck I 

O Eighty-Eight, in thy sma' space 

What dire events hae taken place ! 

Of what enjoyments thou hast reft us I 

In what a pickle thou hast left us ! 

The Spanish empire 's tint a head. 
An' my auld teethless Bawtie 's dead; 
The tulyie's teugh 'tween Pitt and Fox, 
An' our guid wife's wee birdie cocks: 
The tane is game, a bluidie devil. 
But to the hen-birds unco civil; 
The tither 's dour — has nae sic breeding 
But better stuff ne'er claw'd a midden. 

Ye ministers, come mount the poupit, 
An' cry till ye be haerse an' roupet, 
For Eighty-Eight, he wished you weel. 
An' gied ye a' baith gear an' meal: 
£l'en monie a plack and monie a peck. 
Ye ken yoursels, for little feck 1 

Ye bonie lasses, dight your een. 
For some o' you hae tint a frien': 
In Eighty-Eight, ye ken, was taen 
What ye 'U ne'er hae to gie again. 

Observe the vera nowte an' sheepi 
How dowff an' dowilie they creep ! 
Nay, even the yirth itsel does cry. 
For Embro' wells are grutten dry ! 

O Eighty-Nine, thou 's but a bairn, 
An' no owre auld, I hope, to learn I 
Thou beardless boy, I pray tak care. 
Thou now has got thy Daddie's chair: 
Nae hand-cuff 'd, mizzl'd, half-shackrd 

Regent, 
But, like himsel, a full free agent. 
Be sure ye follow out the plan 
Nae waur than he did, honest man ! 
As muckle better as ye can. 

January 1, 1789. 



/ 



ON THE DUCHESS OF GORDON'S REEL DANCING 

And find at night ft theltermg care, 

CASTLE GORDON Where waten floir ud wild woods n 

By bonie CMtle Goidon. 

Bum* vu uitrodueed to tlie DnohaM of 
Oordon In Edi&bai^h (1786-7). And during 
hi* northern tour io 1787 he called at Qotdon 
Cutle on 7th September, u reeorded in his 
Jounml: " CnH the Spey to Fochaben — fine 
palace, worthy of the noble, the polite, the 
generous proprietor. Dine. CorapanT : Dake 
and Dnebeas, Lsdiea Charlotte and Uadeline ; 
Colonul Abeivrombie and Lady, Mr. Qardon, 

and Mr. , a clergyinsD, a Tenerabls, aged 

figure, and Mr. Hoy, a clergyman too, 1 sup- 
pon — pleasant open manner. The Duke 
niaksB me hapiner than ever great man did — 
noble, pnnoaly, yet mild, condescending and 
aSable, gay and kind ; the Duehen, charming, 
witty, and sensible. God bless them." The 
piece was suggested by this vidt. Burns sent 
It to Mr. Boy, the Doke's librarian, who wrote 
to him that the Daohess wished he had written 
in Scotch. It is worth recalling how the 
Duahev told Sir Walter that Bums was (he 
onlynian she had »iei met wbeae ooDTsrsation 
fairly " carried her off her fset." 



Streams that glide in Orient plaint, 
Never bound by Winter's chains; 

Glowing here on golden sands, 
Thare immiied witli foulest stains 

Fmni tyranny's empurpled bands; 

These, their richly gleaming waves, 

I leave to tyrants and their slaves; 

Give me tlie stream that sweetly laves 

The banks by Castle Gordon. 



SpicT fopests ever gay, 
&uadiiig from the burning ray 

Hapless wretches sold to toil; 
Or, the ruthless native's way. 

Bent on slaughter, blood and spoil; 
Woods that ever verdant wave, 
I leave the tyrant and the slave: 
Give me the groves that lofty brare 
The storms of Castle Gordon. 



Wildly here without control 
Nature reigns, and rules the whole; 

In that sober pensive mood. 
Dearest to the feeling soul. 

She plants the forest, pours the flood. 
Ufe's poor day 1 11, mnsing, rave, 



Published inStuart's Star for the SIstHaroh 
(1789), and here fir« reprinted. Jane, Dneheaa 
of Gordon, second daughter of bir William 
Maxwell, third Baronet of Monreith, was bom 
in Uyndtord's Clo», Edinburgh, in 1746. She 
was beautiful, olevar, witty, abounding in 
gaiety of temperament, of a most frolio habit, 
and more or leas reokle« of the proprieljes. 
During her childhood a country cousin canght 
her one day, hard by her father^! house, ridii^ 
an Kdinburgh pig — (Edinburgh was lazgely 
scavengered by pigs iu thoae yean) — her sis- 
ter (afterwards Lady Wallace) belabouring her 
mount with a stick. On her marriage to Alex- 
ander, Duke of Gordon (1767), she became the 
queen of Edinburgh Society ; which, under her 
rule, appears to have been as merry as oaida, 
wine, suppers, dances, late honn, and her own 
enchanting example and incomparable energy 
could make It ; while in London her house wsa 
a chief nsort for the Pittites. In 1802 she 
went to Paris, with the purpose (so 't is iwd) 
of making a match between her youngest 
dai^hter and Engbne Beanharaais, and re- 
turned to boaat (h 'C was reported) that Napo- 
teou would " breakfast in Ireland, dine in Lon- 
don, and sup in Gordon Caatle." In her later 
years she lived apart &om her hnsbaud. She 
died Uth April, 1812. 



She kiltit np her kirtle weel 
To show her bonie antes saa sma*. 

And wallopM about the reel, 
The tightest lonper o' them a' t 



While some, like slav'ring, doited itots 

Stoit'rin^ out thro' the midden dub, 
Fankit their heels amang their coats 

And g^ut the floor their backsides robj 
III 
Gordon, the great, the gay, the gallant 

Skip't like a mankin owre a dyke: 
Deil tak me, since I was a oallant, 

Gif e'er my een beheld the like I 
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ON CAPTAIN GROSE 

WRITTEN ON AN ENVELOPE ENCLOSING 
A LETTER TO HIM 

ThiB amusinff parody of the funny old song 
against tale-teUing traTellers (Herd, 1709) : — 

** Keep ye wee! f ne Sir John Malcolme, 
Igo and aao 
If he *• a wue maUf I mistak hinv 
/ram, coram, dago 

** Keep ye weel f rae Beadle Don, 
Igo and ago 
He *• ten timM defter then Sir John. 
Iram, eordmf dago .* " — 

. as ** written in a wrapper inclosing a letter to 
Captain Grose," to be left with Mr. Cardonnel, 
the Edinbnrgh antiquary. Only two letters 
from Bums to Grose nave been published: one 
recommending him to call on Professor Stew- 
art ; the other on witch stories connected with 
Alloway Kirk (see ante, p. 88). For a notice 
of Captain Qtoae, see ante, p. 94. 



Ken ye ought o' Captain Grose ? 

J go and ago 
If he 's among his friends or foes ? 

Iranif coram^ dago 

II 

Is he south, or is he north ? 

Igo and ago 
Or drown^ in the River Forth ? 

Ifwn, coram, dago 

III 

Is he slain by Hielan' bodies ? 

Igo and ago 
And eaten like a wether haggis ? 

Iram, coram, dago 

IV 

Is he to Abra^m's bosom gane ? 

Igo and ago 
Or haudin Sarah by the wame ? 

Iram, coram, dago 



Where'er he be, the Lord be near him t 

Igo and ago 
As for the Deil, he daur na steer him. 

Iram, coram, dago 



VI 



But please transmit th' enclosM letter 

Igo and ago 
Which will oblige your humble debtor 

Iram, coram, dago 



VII 



So may ye hae auld stanes in store, 

Igo and ago 

The very stanes that Adam bore I 

Iram, coram, dago 



VIII 



So may ye get in glad possession, 

Igo and ago 

The coins o' Satan's coronation ! 

Iram, coram, dago 



NEW YEAR'S DAY, 1791 

[to MRS. DUNLOF] 

Editors have taken for granted that this wvs 
written for New Year*s Day, 1790 ; but the 
" g^randchild " whose cap is referred to was 
probably the child of Mis. Henri, bom in No- 
vember, 1700. Since also Mrs. Dunlop, on Jst 
January, 1791, snatched ** a few moments'* to 
acknowledge receipt of a letter, a poem, and 
a gilded ciud from Bums (Lochryan MSS.)- it 
seems most likely that the latter is the true 
date. 

Mrs. Dunlop, whose maiden name was Fran- 
ces Anne WaUace, was the eldest daughter of 
Sir Thomas Wallace of Craigie (descended 
from the uncle of the renowned leader) and 
Eleanor Agnew, daughter of Colonel Agnew, of 
Lochryan. She was bom 16th April, 1730; 
married in 1748 John Dunlop of Dunlop, Ayr- 
shire, who died in 1785 ; succeeded her father 
before July. 1777 ; and died 24th May, 1815. 
Being in a state of profound mental depression 

— from which, she affirmed, her *^ only refuge 
would have been the madhouse or the grave " 

— she fell to reading the Kilmarnock volume 

— the gift of a friend. It had an almost ma- 
gical enect upon her spirits ; and. feelincf her- 
self under an " inexpressible debt " to Bums 
for the relief thus experienced, she wrote to 
him what proved to be the initial letter of a 
most engaging correspondence, — a correspond- 
ence which shows the poet at his easiest and 
best as a letter-writer at the same time that it 
reveals the lady for one of the staunchest and 
kindest friends he ever had. The persons re- 



FROM ESOPUS TO MARIA 



H3 



ferred to in tlie piece were members of her 
family. 

This day Time winds th' exhausted chain, 
To run the twelvemonth's length again: 
I see the old, bald-pated fellow, 
With ardent eyes, complexion sallow. 
Adjust the unimpaired machine 
To wheel the equal, dull routine. 

The absent lover, minor heir. 
In vain assail him with their prayer: 
Deaf as my friend, he sees them press. 
Nor makes the hour one moment less. 
Will you (the Major 's with the hounds; 
The happy tenants share his rounds; 
Coila 's fair Rachel's care to-day. 
And blooming Keith 's engaged with Gray) 
From housewife cares a minute borrow 
(That grandchild's cap vrill do to-morrow), 
And jom with me a-moralizing ? 
This day 's propitious to be wise in I 

First, what did yesternight deliver ? 
** Another year has gone for ever." 
And what is this day's strong suggestion ? 
" The passing moment 's all we rest on 1 " 
Rest on — for what ? what do we here ? 
Or why regard the passing year ? 
Will Time, amus'd with proverb'd lore. 
Add to our date one minute more ? 
A few days may — a few years must — 
Repose us in the silent dust : 
Then, is it wise to damp our bliss ? 
Yes: all such reasonings are amiss! 
The voice of Nature loudly cries, 
And many a message from the skies, 
That something in us never dies; 
That on this frail, uncertain state 
Hang matters of eternal weight; 
That future life in worlds unknown 
Must take its hue from this alone, 
Whether as heavenly glory bright 
Or dark as Misery's woeful night. 

Since, then, my honour'd first of friends, 
On this poor being all depends. 
Let us th' important Now employ. 
And live as those who never aie. 
Tho' you, with days and honours crown'd. 
Witness that filial circle round 
(A sight life's sorrows to repulse, 
A sight pale Envy to convulse). 
Others now claim your chief regard : 
Yourself, yoa wait your bright reward. 



FROM ESOPUS TO MARIA 

The ** Maria " lampooned in this inept and 
unmanly parody of Pope's Epistle from Eloisa 
to Abelardf in which the writer gives himself 
the lie all round with diatresadn^ particularity, 
was Mrs. Walter RiddeU of Woodley Park, 
whose favour he had lost {tee post, p. I7<S Pre- 
fatory Note to Improtnptu on Mrs. F^'ff<f ell's 
Birthday). The Esopns was James William* 
son, manager of the Dumfries Theatre, who, 
like Bums, had been an occasional guest at 
Woodley Park. The occasion of the piece was 
the committal to prison by the Earl of Lons- 
dale of Williamson's company of players as 
vagrants. 

From those drear solitudes and frowsy cells. 
Where Infamy with sad Repentance dwells; 
Where turnkeys make the jealous portal 

fast. 
And deal from iron hands the spare re- 
past; 
Where truant 'prentices, yet young in 

sin, 
Blush at the curious stranger peeping 

in; 
Where strumpets, relics of the drunken 

roar. 
Resolve to drink, nay half — to whore — 

no more; 
Where tiny thieves, not destin'd yet to 

swing. 
Beat hemp for others riper for the string: 
From these dire scenes my wretched lines 

I date. 
To tell Maria her Esopus' fate. 

" Alas I I feel I am no actor here I " 
*T is real hangmen real scourges bear ! 
Prepare, Mana, for a horrid tale 
Will turn thy very rouge to deadly pale; 
Will make thy hair, tho' erst from gipsy 

poird, 
By baroer woven and by barber sold. 
Though twisted smooth with Harry's nicest 

care. 
Like hoary bristles to erect and stare I 
The hero of the mimic ffcene, no more 
I start in Hamlet, in Otliello roar; 
Or, haughty Chieftain, 'mid the din of 

arms. 
In Highland bonnet woo Malvina's charms: 
While sans-culottes stoop up the mountain 

high, 
And steal me from Maria*s prying eye. 
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Blest Highland bonnet ! once my proudest 

dress. 
Now, prouder still, Maria's temples press ! 
I see her wave thy towering plumes afar, 
And call each coxcomb to the wordy war I 
I see her face the first of Ireland's sons, 
And even out-Irish his Hibernian bronze ! 
The crafty Colonel leaves the tartan'd lines 
For other wars, where he a hero shines; 
The hopeful youth, in Scottish senate bred, 
"Who owns a Bushby's heart without the 

head, 
Comes 'mid a string of coxcombs to dis- 
play 
That Kent, vidi, vici, is his way; 

The shrinking Bard adown the alley 

skulks, 
And dreads a meeting worse than Wool- 
wich hulks, 
Though there his heresies in Church and 

State 
Might well award him Muir and Palmer's 

fate : 
Still she, undaunted, reels and rattles on, 
And dares the public like a noontide sun. 
What scandal called Maria's jaunty stagger 
The ricket reeling of a crooked swagger ? 
Whose spleen (e'en worse than Burns's 

venom, when 
He dips in gall unmix'd his eager pen. 
And pours his vengeance in the burning 

line), 
Who christen'd thus Maria's lyre-divine, 
The idiot strum of Vanity bemus'd, 
And even th' abuse of Poesy abus'd ? 
Who called her verse a Parish Workhouse, 

made 
For motley foundling Fancies, stolen or 

strayed ? 

A Workhouse ! Ah, that sound awakes my 
woes, 

And pillows on the thorn my rack'd re- 
pose I 

In durance vile here must I wake and 
weep, 

And all my. frowsy couch in sorrow steep : 

That straw where many a rogue has lain 
of yore. 

And vermin'd gipsies litter'd heretofore. 

Why, Lonsdale, thus thy wrath on vagrants 

pour ? 
Af ust earth no rascal save thyself endure ? 
Must thou alone in guilt immortal swell. 



And make a vast monopoly of Hell ? 
Thou know'st the Virtues cannot hate thee 

worse: 
The Vices also, must they club their curse ? 
Or must no tiny sin to others fall, 
Because thy guilt 's supreme enough for 

all? 

Maria, send me too thy griefs and cares, 
In all of thee sure thy Esopns shares : 
As thou at all maukind the flag unfurls, 
Who on my fair que Satire's vengeance 

hurls ! 
Who calls thee, pert, affected, vain co- 
quette, 
A wit in folly, and a fool in wit I 
Who says that fool alone is not thy due, 
And quotes thy treacheries to prove it 
true I 

Our force united on thy foes we '11 turn, 
And dare the war with all of woman bom : 
For who can write and speak as thou and I ? 
My periods that decyphering defy. 
And thy still matchless tongue that con- 
quers all reply ! 



NOTES AND EPISTLES 
TO JOHN RANKINE 

IN REPLY TO AN ANNOUNCEMENT 

The ** announcement " was *Hhat a girl 
[Elizabeth Paton] in that neighbourhood was 
with child '' by Robert Bums. The Spittle to 
John Rankine^ ante, p. 50, sets forth the 
quel. 

I 

I AM a keeper of the law 

In some sma' points, altho' not a'; 

Some people tell me, gin I fa' 

Ae way or ither. 
The breaking of ae point, tho' sma', 

Breaks a' thegither. 

II 

I hae been in for 't ance or twice, 
And winna say o'er far for thrice. 
Yet never met wi' that surprise 

That broke my rest. 
But now a rumour 's like to rise — 

A whaup 's r the nest 1 



TO J. LAPRAIK 



TO JOHN GOLDIE 
AUGUST, 1783 

John Qoldis or Gondie vm tlig man at « mili- 
ar ia UiilatoQ pnriib, Ajnhira, where be wM 
bomio 1717. Us proapered finrt u aosbinat- 
Dialier uid then u ■ wiDe memWit in K i limr - 
nouk, bat lost roonoj in rolninK ipeoul»tioii» 
HadiediDlS09. Huoh of hU leiaure »ai gi™ 
to meahAnicftl and ftcientifio atndiei ; bnt in 
iMer lite he vaa almoct equally addicted to 
adTUuied tjieolog-y. He published an EtMaf 
on Voriwu Important SubjeciM Moral and Di- 
trjnc — being an aOtumt to diitingaith TVue 
from Fal$t Rtligion, 1779 — popularly known 
aa Goodie' t Bible (the iaiue of a Kcond edition, 
1785, was the occaajoa of thia Epiitie) ; The 
Goipd Rtcoverrd from ilt Captine StaU and Be-- 
itored to itt Original Fitritf, aii Tola., London, 
17B4; and A TVraliH Hfton ihe Ecidenat of a 
Deitg, 1H09. Before hii death he had prepared 
a work on a*tTonamj. Bnma, aa laureate of 
ihe N;w-Light party, waa warmly welcomed by 
Qoldie, who became one of hia aaretiM fw the 
Kilmanioah Edition, and entertained him while 
he wa« •eeing tLa book thiongh the prtm. 



O GOCDIR, terror o* the Whtf^, 
Dread o' black coats and reT'rend wigs I 
Sour Bigotc; on her last legs 

Gima and looks back. 
Wishing the tan Egyptian plagues 

May seize you quick. 



Poor npin, gtowrin Superstition I 

Wae ^ me, she 's in a sad condition ! 

Fye I bring Black Jock, her stat« physioiao 

To see bee wat«F 1 
Alaa I there 's grouod for great suspicioa 

She 11 ne'er get bettor. 



EuthuBiuin 's past redemption 
Gane in a gallopin consumption: 
Not a' her quacks wi' a' their e'lmp^oti 
Can ever mend her; 



Anid Orthodoxy lang did grapple 
For every liole to get a Htapple; 



fetches at the tbntpple. 
An' fights for breath; 



Tis yon an' Taylor are the chief 
To blame for a' thia black mischief; 
But, gin the Lord's ain folk gut leave, 

A toom tar barrel 
An' twa red peats wad bring relief, 

And end the quaneL 



For me, my skill 's but very sua', 
An' akill in prose 1 've nane ava'; 
But, quietlenswise between us twa, 
Weel may ye speed I 



And still 'mang hands a hearty bicker 
O' something stout 1 

It gars an owtbor's pulse beat (juioker, 
An' helps his wit. 



There's naetbing like tbe hoQpst nappy; 
Whare 'II ye e'er see men aae happy. 
Or women sonsie, saft, and sappy 

Tween mom and mom, 
As them wha like to taste tbe drappie 

In glass or horn ? 



I We seen me daet't npon a time, 
I scarce could wink or see a styme; 
Just ae hauf-miitcbkin does me prime 

(Ought leu is little); 
Then back I rattle on the rhyme 

As gleg 's a whittle. 



TO J. LAPRAIK 
THIRD EPISTLE 



Quid speed and furder to yon, Johnie, 
Gnid health, hale han's, an weather bonie I 
Now, when ye 're nickin down fu' oaniiie 
Tbe Stall o' bread. 
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May ye ne'er want a stoup o* bran'y 
To clear your head I 

II 

May Boreas never thresh your rigs, 
Nor kick your rickles aff their legs, 
Seudin the stuff o'er muirs an' haggs 

Like drivin wrack 1 
But may the tapmost grain that wags 

Come to the sack I ' 

III 

I *m bizzie, too, an' skelpin at it; 

But bitter, daudin showers hae wat it; 

Sae my auld stumpie-pen, I gat it, 

Wi' muckle wark, 
An' took my jocteleg, an' whatt it 

Like onie dark. 

IV 

It 's now twa month that I 'm your debtor 
For your braw, namelesSf dateless letter, 
Abusiu me for harsh ill-nature 

On holy men, 
While deil a hair yoursel ye 're better. 

But mair profane ! 



But let the kirk-folk ring their bells! 
Let 's sing about our noUe sel's: 
We 11 cry nae iads frae heathen hills 

To help or roose us. 
But browster wives an' whisky stills -^ 

They are the Muses I 

VI 

Tour friendship, sir, I winna quat it; 

An' if ye mak' objections at it. 

Then hand in nieve some day well knot 

it. 

An' witness take; 

An', when wi' nsqnabae we 've wat it, 

It winna break. 

VII 

But if the beast and branks be spar'd 
Till kye be gaun without the herd, 
And a' the vittel in the yard 

An' theckit right, 
I mean your ingle-side to guard 

Ae winter night. 

VIII 

Then Muse-inspirin aqna-vit» 

Shall mak us baith sae blythe an' witty, 



Till ye forget ve 're auld an ' gatty. 
And be as canty 

As ye were nine year less than thretty 
Sweet ane an' twenty I 

IX 

But stooks are cowpet wi' the blast. 
And now the siuu keeks in the wast; 
Then I maun rin amang the rest, 

An' quat my chanter; 
Sae I subscribe mysel in haste. 

Tours, Rab the Ranter. 

September 13, 1786w 



TO THE REV. JOHN M*MATH 

INXLOSING A COPY OF "HOLY WILLIE'S 

prayer" which he had requested, 
september 1 7, 1 785 



While at the stook the shearers cow'r 
To shun the bitter blaudin show'r. 
Or, in gulravage rinnin, scowr: 

To pass the time. 
To you I dedicate the hour 

In idle rhyme. 

II 

My Musie, tir'd wi' monie a sonnet 

On gown an' ban' an' douse black-bonnet, 

Is grown right eerie now she 's done it, 

Lfcst they should blame her, 
An' rouse their holy thunder on it. 

And anath^m her. 

Ill 

I own 't was rash, an' rather hardy. 
That I, a simple, countra Bardie, 
Should meddle wi'a pack sae sturdy, 

Wha, ii they ken me. 
Can easy wi' a single wordie 

Louse Hell upon me. 

IV 

But I gae mad at their grimaces, 
Their sighin, cantin, grace-proud faces, 
Their three-mile prayers an' hauf-mile 
graces. 

Their razin conscience, 
Wbase greed, revenge, sn' pride disgraces 

Waur nor their nonsensa. 



TO DAVIE 



And may ft Bard no enek liU jest 

What wa; tbey *t« lue't him ? 



See hiiD, tbe poor nun's friend in need, 
The irentleniKD in word an' deed — 
An' snail his fame an' honor bleed 

Bj worthless Hkelhims, 
An' not A Muse erect her bead 

To oowe tbe blelluma ? 



Pope, had I thj satire'* darts 
To Kie the rascals their deseiti, 

1 'd rip their rotten, hollow hearts, 

An' tell aloud 
Tbeii jugglin, hocus-pocus arts 
To cheat the crowd I 



God knows, I 'm no thti thine I should 

bo. 
Nor am I even the thing I could be, 
But twenty times I rather would be 

An atheist clean 
Than under rospel colors hid bo 

Just tor a screen. 
IX 
An honest man may like a ^lass. 
An honest man may like a lass; 
But mean revenge an' malice fanse 

He '11 still disdain 
An' then cry zeal for gospel laws 

Like some we ken. 



They take Reli^on in their mouth, 
Thay talk o' Mercy, Gitme, an' Truth: 
For what ? To gie their malice skouth 

On some puir wight; 
An' hunt him down, o'er right an' n^, 

To ruin streight. 



All hail, Rnligion I Maid divine. 
Pardon a Muse sae mean as mine, 
Wbo in her rongh imperfeat line 

Thns dann to name the 



Tho' blotofa't and foul wi' monie a stai 

An' far unworthy of thy train, 

With trembling voice I tune my strain 

I'o join with those 
Who boldly dare thy cause maintain 
In spite of foes: 



In spite o' crowds, in spite o' moba. 
In spite of undermining jobs. 
In spite o' dark banditti stabs 

At worth an' merit, 
By scoundrels, even wi' holy robes 

But hellish spirit I 



O Ayr I my dear, my native ground, 
Within thy presbyterial bound 
A candid lib'ral bind is found 

Of public teachers, 
At men, as Christians too, renown'd. 

An' manly preachers. 



Sir, in that circle you are nam'd ; 
Sir, in that circle you are fam'd; 
An' some, by whom your doctrine 's Uun'd 

(Which gies ye honor). 
Even, Sir, by them ^onr heart 's esteem'd^ 

An' winning manner. 



Pardon this freedom I have taen. 
An' if impertinent I've been. 
Impute it nnt. good sir, in ane 

Wbase heart ne'er wraug'd ja^ 
But to his utmost would befriend 

Ought that bekng'd y«. 



TO DAVIE 

SECOND EPISTLE 



AULD NlBBOR, 
I 'm three times doubly o'er yonr debtor 
For your auld-farrant, friea'ly letter; 
Tho' I maun say 't, I doubt ye flatter, 
Te speak sm fairt 
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For my puir, silly, rhymin clatter 
Some less maun sair. 



II 

Hale be yoar heart, hale be your fiddle I 
Lang may your elbuck jink an' diddle 
To cheer yon thro' the weary widdle 

O' war'ly cares, 
Till bairns' bairus kindly cuddle 

Your auld grey hairs I 

III 

But Davie, lad, I 'm red ye 're ^laikit: 
I 'ni tauld the Muse ye hae ne^eckit; 
An' gif it 's sae, ye sud be lickit 

Until ye fyke; 
Sic ban's as you sud ne'er be faiket. 

Be hain't wha like. 

IV 

For me, I 'm on Parnassus' brink, 
Rivin the words to ear them clink; 
Whyles daez't wi' love, whyles daez't wi' 
drink 

Wi' jads or Masons, 
An' whyles, but ay owre late I think, 

Braw sober lessons. 



Of a' the thoughtless sons o' man 
Commen' me to the Bardie clan: 
Except it be some idle plan 

O* rhymin clink — 
The devil-haet that I sud ban I — 

They never think. 

VI 

Nae thought, nae view, nae scheme o' livin, 
Nae cares to gie us joy or grievin. 
But just the pouchie put the nieve in. 

An' while ought 's there, 
Then, hiltie-skiltie, we gae scrievin, 

An' fash nae mair. 



VII 

Leeze me on rhyme I 



It 's ay a trea- 



sure. 



My chief, amaist my only pleasure; 
At hame, a-fiel', at wark or leisure, 

The Muse, poor hizzie ! 
Tho' rough an' raploch be her measure, 

She s seldom lazy. 



VIII 



But for the Muse, she 11 never leave ye, 
Tho' e'er sae puir; 

Na, even tho' limpin wi' the spavie 
Frae door to door I 



Hand to the Muse, my dainty Davie: 
The warl' may play yoa monie a shavie, 



TO JOHN KENNEDY, DUMFRIES 

HOUSE 

Kennedy was factor to the Earl of Dumfries, 
and reiiided at Dumfries House, two miles west 
of Cumnock. He died at Edinburgh, 10th 
June, 1812. The first part of the letter is in 
prose, and refers to a copv of The Cotter" » Sat' 
urday Night enclosed to Kennedy. Burns sent 
other pieces to him ; and either he or M'Murdo 
is the '' Factor John '' of I%e Kirk's Alarm, 
see arUe^ p. 113. 



Now, Kennedy, if foot or horse 
E'er bring you in by MaHchlin Corss 
(Lord, man, there 's lasses there wad force 

A hermit's fancy; 
And down the gate in faith I they 're worse 

An' mair unchancy): 

II 

But as I 'm sayin, please step to Dow's, 
An' taste sic g^ar as Johnie brews. 
Till some bit callan bring me news 

That ye are there; 
An' if we dinna hae a bowse, 

I 'se ne'er drink mair. 

Ill 

It 's no I like to sit an' swallow, 
Then like a Rwine to puke an' wallow; 
But gie me just a true guid fallow 

Wi' right ingfne, 
And spunkie ance to mak us mellow, 

An' then we '11 shine ! 

IV 

Now if ye 're ane o' warl's folk, 
Wha rate tbe wearer by the cloak, 
An' sklent on poverty their joke 

Wi' bitter sneer, 
Wi' you nae friendship I will troke, 

Nor cheap nor dear. 



But if , as I 'm inform^ weel. 
Ye hate as ill 's the vera Deil 



TO MR. M'ADAM OF CRAIGEN-CILLAN 
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The flinty hurt that esDua f«el — 

Come, sii, here 'a toe tod I 

Hae, thtfie 'i mj ban', I wiu yon weel, 
An' Gude be wi' yon I 

BOBT. BCRNUB. 



RECOMMENDING A H 



HOUOATIU^ HAf 3, ITSe. 

I HOLD it. Sir, my bounden duty 

To warn you how that Master Tootie, 

^fioit UirdM'GauD, 
Was here to hire yon lad away 
'Bout whom ye spkk the tither day. 

Ad' wad hae don't aft han'; 
But lest he learn the callan tricki — 

As faith t I muokle doubt him — 
Uke scrapin out auld Crummie's nicki, 
An' telliii lies about them, 
As lieve then, I 'd have then 

Your clerkship he should siur. 
If aae be ye may be 
Not fitted otherwhere. 

Altho' I say 't, be 's gleg enough. 

An' bout a house that 's rude an' rough 

The boy might learn to swear; 
But then wi' ym he 'II be sae taught. 
An' get sio fair example itranght, 

1 hae na oaie fear: 
Ye 'II catechise bim every quirk. 

An' shore bim weal wi " Hell; " 
An' gar him follow to the kirk — 
Ay when yo gang yonrsel I 
If ye, then, maun be then 

Frae liame this oomin Friday, 
Then please. Sir, to lea'e, Sir, 
The orders wi' your lady. 

My word of hononr I hae gien, 
lu Paisley John's that night at e'en 
To meet the " wsrld\ worm," 

To try to get the twa to gree. 
An' name the airles an' the fee 

In iegiX mode an' furm: 
I ken he weel a siiick can draw. 

When simple bodiei let him; 



An' if a Devil be at a'. 
In faith he's sure to get him. 
To phrase you an' prSiise jon, 

Ye ken, your Laureat scomi: 
The pray'r still von shara still 
Of grateful Minstrel Bubno. 



IN ANSWER TO AN OBLIGING LETTER 
HE SENT IN THE COMMENCEMENT OF 
MY POETIC CAREER 

Them is no evidenas that Barns had any 
fnrUiar oorrespoDdeDeD with this M'Adam, 
whose letter no doubt referred to the Eilnuu> 
noek Editioii. The hd (" Dauskin'e lain) " of 
ataniB lii.) is alluded to in the Second Herca 
Ballad, p. 106, staua vii. line 8, la " o' lad* no 



Sir, o'er a gill I gat yonr card, 
I trow it made me proud. 

•■ See wha Uks notice o' the Bard I " 
I lap, and cry'd fu' loud. 



Now deil-ma-care about their jaw, 

The senseless, gawky million I 
1 11 cock my uose aboon them a'; 

I 'm roos d by Ciaigen-Gillan 1 
ni 
'T was noble, air; 't was like yonrsel, 

To grant your high protection: 
A great man's smile, ye ken fu' well, 

Is ay a blest infection. 

IV 
Tbo', by his banea wha in a tnb 

Matcb'd Macedonian Sandy I 
On my ain legs thro' dirt and dub 

I independent stand ay; 



And when those legs to guid wai 
Wi' welcome canna bear me, 

A lee dyke-side, a aybow-tail. 
An' barley-scone ahall cheer it 



Heaven spare you lang to kist the breath 
O' moDU flow'ry >;■"—— 
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An' God Lleas young Duniiskiii's laird, 
The blosBOui of our gentry, 

An' niHy lie wear an iiuld man's beard, 
A credit to liia couutrj' I 



REPLY TO AN INVITATION 



Writt. 



I doabtlesa is 



Sir, 

Yours this moment I uneeiil, 

Aud fa^tli 1 I 'm gny and licarty. 
To ttll the truth Had Aliame the Deil, 

I nm as fou as Bnrtie. 
But I'Doi-Hday, Sir, my promise leal, 

Knpect ma o' joiir partie. 
If on a beastle I can Bpeel 

Or hurl in a cartie. 

Youra, — Robert Burns. 

KaCHU!', Hands; Night, 10 g'clsck. 



TO DR. MACKENZIE 



4 MASONIC GATHERING 

Dr. John Mackenzie — ona of the poet's 
varmesl friends — praotiiad at Mauchline, on 
oompl'-ting his medical course st tha Univenitj' 
of EdiaburEh. He has recordi-d, in a letter to 
Profetuor Walker (often reprinted), his fint 
imprassions of Bams, whom he mat during 
the last Ulnen of William BnrnasB. After 
lemoving to Moasgiel, Bunu had frequent 
opportnnilies of meeting him at Gavin Hamil- 
ton's, the Mssonio Lodge, and alsevLere ; and 
ha i^iivLiCiid the poet to Sir John Whit«- 
ioani, Professor Dugald Slevsrt, and other 
penons of inflnenoa. At a Uter period Mac- 
kenxia aettled at Irrine. and in 1S2T he retired 
1o f^nbnrtrh. vhere he died 1 1th Jannarr, 
38-37. For Burns-a connexion Kith the Indsa, 
•ee onf". p. -n;!, Prefator)' Note to Tilt Fort- 
tB^l. He vns then depatr-mantar, and an signs 
Jiimself ; the prooi^sion referred to in the note 
took pisae on li-lth June. The Masonic date 



Friday first's the day appointed 
By oiir Right Worshipful Anointed 

To hold our ffrand pmcesaion, 
To get a bland o' Johnie's morals. 



r Master and the Brotherhood 
Wad a' be glad to see you. 
For me, I wad be mair than proud 
To share the mercies wi' you. 
If Death, then, wi' skaith then 

Some mortal benrt is hechtin. 
Inform him, an' storm bim. 
That Saturday ye '11 fecht him. 

Robert Burnb, D. M. 



TO JOHN KENNEDY 

A FAREWELL 

Forma the and of a letter sent from Kilraar- 
Doch, nuiluted, but written some time lietwean 
die 3d and Kith August Bumft telte Ken- 
nedy' that ha ia about to set out for Jamaica, 
and is in dailj* expectation of orders to repair 
la Greenock. Uenee these laxt lines. Fur 
Kennedy see ante, p. I2S, Prefatory Note lo To 
Joha Kinaedj/. 

Farewell, dear friend I may guid luck 

hit yon, 
And 'moiig lier favonrites admit you I 
If e'er Detraction shore to emit you. 

May n&ne believe biin 1 
And onie deil that thinks to get ^ou. 
Good Lord, deceive him I 



shire, a pnrCicnlnr friend of mine, ukad me lo 
write a poetic epistle to a jonng lady, his Dul- 
rinea. 1 had seen her, but was scarcely ac- 
qnaintBd xith her. and wrote as follows." On 
Sftth Novamher, ITSfl, Bums, us " Bnrd-in- 
Chief" of Kyle, Cunningham, and Csrrick, 
sent to Chnlmeis and another practitioner " in 
the ancient and mvBtarions science of con- 
founding right and wiong," a warrant for tlia 
deatruction of a certain " wicked sung or bal- 
lad." He also wrote Chalmers a humamus 
letter on his arrival in Edinburgh, enclosing a 
copy of his Addrm to that city, Chalmen 
was a lawyer in Arr. 



EXTEMPORE TO GAVIN HAMILTON 



Wi' braw new branlu in mickle pride, 
And eke a braw new brecLsn, 

M; PegBSul I *m got astride. 
And np PaniHssuB pecliin: 

Whiles ovre a biiah wi* dowoward crush 
Tie doited beostie stammers; 



II 
I donbt na, lau, that weel kend name 

Ma; coat a pair o' blushes; 
I am nae stranger to yoar fame. 

Nor his warra-urgid wishes: 
iToiir bonis face, sae mild uid sweet. 

His honest benrt enamoun; 
And faith ! ve 'II no be tost a whit, 

Tho' wairM on Willie Chalmen. 

Ill 
Auld Tnith henel might swear je 're fi 

And Honor safelj Wk herj 
And Modest; assume your air. 

And ne'er a aue mistak her; 
And sic twa love-inspiring een 

Might fire even holj palmers: 
Nae wonder tben they've fatal been 

To boueet Willie Chalmers I 



I donbt ua Fortune may yon shore 

Some mim-raou'd, pouther'd priesUe, 
Fn' lifted up wi' Hebrew lore 

And band upon liia breastie; 
But O, what signifies to yon 

His lexicons and grammars ? 
The feeling heart's the royal bine. 

And that 's wi' Willie Chalmers. 



Some gapin, glowrin conntra laird 

May warsle for your favoor: 
May claw his Ing, and straik his beard. 

And boast up some palaver. 
My bonie maid, before ye wed 

Sic clumsy'witted hammers. 
Seek Heaven fur help, and bareflt akelp 

Awa wi' Willie Chslmeis. 



Forgive the Bard ! My fond regard 
For one tbnt shares my bosom 

Inspires my Muse to gie 'm his doea, 
For dnl a bair I rooM him. 



May Fowera aboon unite you soon. 
And fructify your Amours, 

And every year cume in niair dear 
To you and Willie Chalmers 1 



TO AN OLD SWEETHEART 

WRITTEM ON A COPV OF HIS POEUS 



The sweetheart wss Fegfy 1 _. 

Kirkosirald (see anlt, p. 6:f, Fnfabiry Note 
to Song Competed in Aitgtai). Thai prefaced 
in ths GUmidddl Bxx*.- "Written on the 
blank leaf of a copy of the fint edltkiD of my 
PiKms whioh I prewDt«d to an old sweetheart, 
(hen married. T was the ^rl 1 mentioned in 
my letter to Dr. Uoore, where I speak of tak- 
ing the snn's altitude. Poor Vtggj I Ber 
husband is roy old acqnaintance. and a moat 
worthy fellow. When I was taking leave of 
my Carrick relations, intendii^ to go to the 
West Indie*, when I took farewell of her, 
neither *be nor I coald speak a syllable. Her 
husband escorted me thtve miles on my road, 
and ve both parted with tear*." 



Okci fondly lov'd and itill remember'd 

Sweet early object of my youthfnl vowa, 
Accept this mark of friendship, worm, sin- 

(Friendship! 'tis all cold duty now at 



And when yon read the simple artleia 
rhvmps, 
One friendly sigh for him — he aaks no 



Or haply lies beneath th' Atlautio n 



STAN-ZAS OV KAETKtNG 



To yon, Sir, this summons I 've sent 
(rrar, whip till the pownia is fiMtb- 
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But if jou demand what I want, 
I honestly answer you — naething. 



II 



Ne'er scorn a poor Poet like me 
For idly just living and breathing. 

While people of every degree 
Are busy employed about — naething. 



Ill 



Poor Centnm-per-Centnm may fast. 

And grumble his hurdies their claithing; 

He '11 find, when the balance is cast, 
He 's gane to the Devil for — naething. 

IV 

The courtier cringes and bows; 

Ambition has luce wise its plaything — 
A coronet beams on his brows; 

And what is a coronet ? — Naething. 

V 

Some quarrel the Presbyter gown, 
Some quarrel Episcopal graithing ; 

But every good fellow will own 
The quarrel is a' about — naething. 

VI 

The lover may sparlcle and glow. 

Approaching his bonie bit gay thing ; 

But marriage will soon let him know 
He 's gotten — a bnskit-np naething. 

VII 

The Poet may jingle and rhyme 
In hopes of a laureate wreathing, 

And when he has wasted his time. 

He 's kindly rewarded with — naething. 

VIII 

The thundering bnlly may rage. 

And swagger and swear like a heathen; 

But collar him fast, I '11 engage. 
You'll find that his courage is — nae- 
thing. 

IX 

Last night with a feminine Whig -^ 
A poet she could na put faith in ! 

But soon we grew lovingly big, 

I taught her, her terrors were — nae- 
thing. 



Her Whigship was wonderful pleased, 
But charmingly tickled wi' ae thing; 



Her fingers I lovin]g^ly squeezed. 
And kissed her, and promised her-* 
naething. 



XI 



The priest anathemas may threat — 
Predicament, sir, that we 're baith in; 

But when Honor's reveille is beat. 
The holy artillery 's — naething. 



XII 



And now I must mount on the wave: 
My voyage perhaps there is death in; 

But what is a watery grave ? 

The dro^iiing a Poet is — naething. 



XIII 



And now, as grim Death 's in my thought. 
To you, Sir, I make this bequeathing: 

My service as long as ye 've ought. 

And my friendship, by God, when ye Ve 
— naething. 



REPLY TO A TRIMMING EPIS- 
TLE RECEIVED FROM A TAILOR 

The tailor was one Thomas Walker, who re- 
sided at Pool, near Ochiltree. His remon- 
Btrance, with Bums's B^ly^ appeared in one 
of the tracts ** printed for and sold by Stewart 
and Meikle." Scott Douglas, who had seen 
the tailor^s manuscripts, concludes that Simp- 
son of Ochiltree (see ante^ p. 47, Prefatory Note 
to Epistle to William Simpson) had as much 
te do with the composition of his Fpistle ao 
himself. 



What ails ye now, ye lousie bitch. 
To thresh my back at sic a pitch ? 
Losh, roan, hae mercy wi' your natch I 

Your bodkin 's bauld: 
I didna suffer half sae much 

Frae Daddie Auld. 

II 

What tho' at times, when I grow crouse, 
I gie their wames a random pouse, 
Is that enough for you to souse 

xour servant sae ? 
Gae mind your seam, ye prick-the-louse 

An' jag-the-flae 1 



TO MAJOR LOGAN 



King Darid o' poetio brief 

Wrocht 'nuuig the lawies lie miioUef 

Aa Bll'd hi! af tei^life with grief 

An' btoodf rmnta; 
An' yet lie '■ nuk'd utwng the ohief 

O* Ung-fyue uunte. 

IV 

Aad majrbe. Tun, for a' my oants, 
Ht wicked rhymes va' dnicken nuite, 
I'U g^ ftold Cloven-Clootie'* hwinta 

Ad aDco ■lip yet. 
An' anugly lit anuuig the Mnnta 

At Devie% hip yet I 
V 
Bnt, fega I the SeMiou uya I idbiui 
GiA fa npo' anither plan 
Thau garrin laMei coup the oraii. 

Clean heeU owr« body. 
An' lairly thole their mither's ban 

Afore the howdy. 
VI 
This leadj me on to tell for iport 
How 1 did wi' the Seuion aort; 
Anld Clinknin at the iener port 

Cried three timear — "Robin I 
Coma hither Ind, and aoawer for 't. 

Ye 're blam'd for jobbin I " 

VII 

Wi' pinoh I put a Sunday'* faoe on. 
Ad' inoov'd awa' before the Seuion: 
I made an open, fair eoiifenion — 

lecorn'dtolie — 
An' avne Men John, beyond expraenoo, 

Fell foul o' me. 

VIII 

A fbmicator-loun he oall'd me. 

An' aaid my faut frae bliw expell'd ma. 

I own'd the Isle waa tme he tetl'd me, 

" But, what the matter? " 
(Qoo* 1) " I fear unleu ye geld me, 

1 11 ne'er be better t " 



** Geld yon ( " (qno' he) " an' what for no 7 
If that your right hand, leg, or toe 
SboaM erer Drove yonr aplitual (oa 

T«u ahould remember 
To rat it afT; an' what for no 

Tow dearest mambar 7 ** 



" Na, na " (quo' I), " I 'm r» for that. 
Gelding 'a uae better than 't is ea't; 
I 'd mUier auSer for my faut 

A hearty flewit, 
Aa tair owre hip as ya oan draw t. 

Tbo* I ahould rue it. 



■ Or, gio ye like h> end the bother, 
To fuease ua a' — I 've just ae ither: 
When next wi* yon la*« I forgather, 

Whate'er betide it, 
1 11 frooklj gie her 't a' thegitber. 
An let her guide it." 
XII 

But, Sir, thia pleaa'd them warat of «*, 
An' therefore. Tain, when that I aaw, 
I said " Gnid-oigbt," an' oam awa. 

An' left the Seuion; 
I saw they were reaolvU a' 

On my oppreuion. 



TO MAJOR LOGAN 

Major William Iiog«a, ■ ntiml KMiar, of 
«oine repnta ai fiddler and wit, who liTed U 
Park, near Ayr, miut not ba ooDfonndMl with 
John Log%n of Aflon ud Kmelubinnooh (the 
" Aftun'i Lurd " of Tie Kirk'i Alarm, p. 113), 
with whom Bnmi also ooireapoaded. 



Hail, thairm-intpirin, ratttin Willie t 
Tho' Fortune's road be rongh an' hillr 
To every flddli^, rhyming bil lie. 

We never heed, 
But take it like the anbrack'd Ally 

Proud o' her speed. 



When, idly goavin, whylea we saunter, 
Yirr 1 Fancy barks, awa we canter. 
Up hill, down brae, till some miahanteri 

Some blaek bog-liole, 
Arraata ua; then the scathe an' banter 

We 're forced to thole. 



Hale be yonr heart I hale be your flddia I 
Lang may your elbook jink an' diddl^ 
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To cheer you through the weary widdle 

O' this vile warl'. 

Until you on a cummock driddle, 

A grey-hair'd carL 

IV 

Come wealth, come poortith, late or soon, 
Heaveu send your heart-strings ay in tune, 
And screw your temper-pins aboon 

(A ilfth or mair) 
The melancholious, sairie croon 

O' caukrie Care. 



May still your life from day to day^ 
Nae lente largo in the play 
But allegretto forte gay, 

Harmonious flow, 
A sweeping, kindling, bauld strathspey — 

Encore! Bravo I 

VI 

A' blessisfi^ on the cheery gang, 
Wha dearly like a jig or sang, 
An' never think o' right an' wrang 

By square an* rule. 
But as the clegs o' feeling stan^ 

Are wise or f ooL 

VII 

My hand-wsl'd curse keep hard in chase 
The harpy, hoodook, purse-proud race, 
Wha count on poortith as disgprace I 

Their tuneless hearts, 
May fireside discords jar a bass 

To a' their parts ! 



But 



VIII 

your hand. 



my careless bri- 



come, 
ther ! 

I' th' ither warl', if there's anither — 
An' that there is, I 've little swither 

About the matter — 
We, cheek for chow, shall jog theg^ither — 

I 'se ne'er bid better ! 

IX 

We've faults and failins — granted dear- 

lyl 
We 're frail, backsliding mortals merely ; 
Eve's bonie squad, priests wyte them 
sheerly 

For our g^rand fa' ; 
But still, but still — I like them dearly • • • 

God bless them a' 1 



Ochon for poor Castalian drinkers. 
When they fa' foul o' earthly j inkers ! 
The witching, ours'd, delicious blinkers 

Hae put me byte, 
An' gart me weet my waukrife winkers 

Wi' gimin spite. 



XI 



But 



by yon moon — and that 's high 
swearin ! — 
An' every star within my hearin, 
An' by her een wha was a dear ane 

I '11 ne'er forget, 
I hope to gie the jads a clearin 

In fair play yet I 

XII 

My loss I mourn, but not repent it ; 
I '11 seek my pursie whare I tint it; 
Auce to the Indies I were wonted, 

Some cantraip hour 
By some sweet elf I '11 yet be dinted: 

Then vive Vamour I 

XIII 

Fa%te» mes baissemains respetdueus^ 

To sentimental sister Susie 

And honest Lucky : no to roose you, 

Ye may be proud. 
That sic a couple Fate allows ye 

To grace your blood. 

XIV 

Nae mair at present can I measure. 
An' trowth I my rhymin ware 's nae trea- 
sure ; 
But when in Ayr, some half-hour's leisure, 

Be 't lifirht, be 't dark, 
Sir Bard will do himself the pleasure 

To call at Park. 

Robert Burns. 
Mouom, 30th October, 1786. 



TO THE GUIDWIFE OF WAU- 
CHOPE HOUSE 

(MRS. SCOTT) 

Written in answer to a rhyming epistle from 
** The Onidwife of Wanchope-House to Robert 
Bums the Aymhire Bard, February, 1787." 
The lady wasMrt. ElirAbeth Scott (bom 1729, 
daughter of Dayid Jtutherford, Edinburgh, 



TO WM. TYTLER, ESQ^ OF WOODHOUSELEE 



and Dieoc to Mn. Cockbam, the long-writer), 
wife of Waller Scott of Wanohope. Bnnu'a 
Tint to ber ob lOth Mm; following is tbiu re- 
sorded ia bii Jaurmd of the Border tour: 
** Wancbope — Mr. Scott aiactlf tbg figure 
and face coraraonljr giren to Stuioho Pama — 
T>T7 ihrewd in hii farnung matten, and not 
nnfteqaentl; itomblea on wbat iiia; be called 
a atfouff thing rather tban a ^ood thing. Mra, 
&ott ^1 the Hiue, taita, intrepiditj of taoe, 
and bold critical deoiaioo vhiob usnallv die- 
tiDimiiili female aatbon." She died ItHb Veh- 
mar;, 17SU. After her death a (election from 
ber Tenet wai pabliibed (I!«l), andertbe title 
Aiotao and Cora, in vbioh Bnnu'a Eputie waa 
ineladed. 

Odid Wifb, 

I mind it weel, in enrlj date, 

When I was beHrdleia, young, and bkt«. 

Ad' flnt could threah the bam. 
Or hand a yokin at the pleugh. 
Ad*, tho' forfoughten «air eueiigh, 

Yet unco proud to learn; 
When first amang the yellow oom 

A man I reckon'd waa, 
An' wi* the lave ilk mttry tnom 
Could tank mj rig and Uuti: 
Still ibearing. and clearing 

The tither atookid raw, 
Wi' clavers an' havera 
Wearing the day awk. 



E'en then, a wish (I mind ita pow'r), 
A wish that to my latest hour 

Shall etrongly Leave my breaat. 
That I for poor auld Sootland'i sake 
Soma naefu plan or book oould make, 

Or siug a sang at least. 
The rough burr-thiatle apreading wide 

Amniig the bearded bear, 

I tum'd the weeder-clips aside. 

An' spar'd the symbol dear. 

No nation, no station 

My Buvy e'er could rfiise; 

A Scot still, but blot atUI, 

1 knew nae higher praise, 

III 

Bnt still the element* o' sang 

Id formless jumble, right an wrang- 

Wild floated in my brain; 
Till on tliat hairst I *aid before, 
My partner in the merry core, 
8b» tont'd the forming straiiL 



I see her yet, the sonsie qneau 

That lighted up my jingle. 
Her witching smile, ber pauky een 
That gart my heart-striugs tingle I 
I firM, inapirid. 

At ct'i^ kindliug keek. 

But, baahmg and dMliing, 

I Ceartd ay to apeak. 



Hale to the sex 1 (ilk ^id chiel taya)! 
Wi' merry dance on winter days, 
An' we to share it 



Is rapture-giving Woman. 
Ye surly aumpbs, who hate tha name, 

Be mindfu' o' your mither: 
She, honest woman, may think shamo 
liiat ye 're connected witii ber I 
Ye re wae men, ye 'is nae men 
That alight the lovely dears; 
To ahame ye, disclaim ye, 
Uk honest birkie swears. 



For yon, no bred to bam and byre, 
Wha sweetly tune the Scottish lyrc^ 

Thanks to you for your line I 
The marl'd plaid ye kindly spare. 
By me should gratefully be ware; 

T wad please me to the nine. 
I'd be mair vauutie o' my hap. 

Douce hingin owre my curple. 
Than onie ermine ever up. 



Ne'er at your bi 



Son of Aleiaodar Tytler. an Edinburgh a^ 
lloitor, William Tjtler was bom 12th October, 
nil ; was ednoaled at tbe High School and 
Uniretidty ; waa admitted Writar to tbaSlgtwt 
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in 1744 ; and died 12th September, 1702. He 
bestowed hb leisure upon nistorieal and nnti- 
qnarian stodies, and is known (to those who 
oare to know) as author of an Inquiry j HiatorU 
col and Critical, into the Evidence against Mary 
Queen of 8coU, 1759 (henoe the terms of the 

ret's address) ; a Poetical Remains of James 
of Scotland, 1783 ; a Dissertation on Scottish 
Music, 1774 ; and certain papers in the Trans- 
actions of the Society of Antiquaries. He as- 
sbted Johnson with toI. L of the Musical Mu- 
seum, whereon his place was presently taken by 
Bums. 

The Epistle (as awkward a piece of writing 
as Bums ever did in English) was accompanied 
by a copy of the Bengo eneraving. A few 
lines of prose were ad&d (those in brackets 
have not hitherto^ been nrinted) : ^ My Muse 

1'ilted me here, and tomed a oomer'on me, and 
'. have not got again into her good graces. [I 
have two requests to make. Bum the above 
verses when you have read them, as anv litUe 
sense that is in them is rather heretical, and] 
do me the justice to believe me sincere in my 
grateful remembrance of the many civilities 
you have honoured me witii since 1 came to 
Edinburgh, and in assuring you that I have the 
honour to be, revered sir, your obliged and 
very humble servant, Robebt Bukks. 



tt 



Laws Mabxvt, Friday noon.** 



Scott Douglas surmises that the expunged 
lines contained ** some ultra-Jacobite sally ; " 
bikt it is new manifest that Tytler would not 
have it known that he had disregarded Bums*s 
request. 



Rever^ defender of beauieoas Stuart, 
Of Stuart ! — a name once respected, 

A name which to love was once mark of a 
true heart. 
But now 't is despis'd and neglected I 

n 

Tho' something like moisture conglobes in 
my eye — 
Let no one misdeem me disloyal ! 
A poor friendless wand'rer may well claim 
a sigh — 
Still more, if that wand'rer were royal. 

Ill 

My Fathers that name have rever'd on a 
throne; 
My Fathers have fallen to right it: 

i Xhst is, bef on the Oentenaiy JEkUtion. 



Those Fathers would spurn their degener- 
ate son, 
That name, should he scofifingly slight it. 

IV 

Still in prayers for King Greorge I most 
heartily join, 
The Queen, and the rest of the gentry; 
Be they wise, be they foolish, is nothing of 
mine: 
Their title 's avow'd by my country. 



But why of that epocha make such a fuss 
That eave us the Hanover stem ? 

If bringing them over was lucky for us, 
I 'm sure 't was as lucky for them. 

VI 

But loyalty -» truce 1 we 're on dangerous 
ground: 

Who knows how the fashions may alter ? 
The doctrine, to-dav that is loyalty sound. 

To-morrow may bring us a halter ! 

VII 

I send you a trifle, a head of a Bard, 
A trifle scarce worthy your care; 

But accept it, good Sir, as a mark of regard. 
Sincere as a saint's dying prayer. 

vni 

Now Life's chilly evening dim-shades on 
your eye. 
And ushers the long dreary night; 
But you, like the star that athwart gilds 
the sky. 
Your course to the latest is bright. 



I 



TO MR. RENTON OF LAMERTON 

Sent to Mr. Renton, Mordington House, 
Berwickshire, probably during the poet^s Bor- 
der tour — though Renton is not mentioned in 
his Journal, 

Your billet. Sir, I grant receipt; 
Wi* you 1 11 canter onie gate, 
Tho' 't were a trip to yon blue warl* 
Where birkies march on burning marl: 
Then, Sir, God willing, I H attend ye, 
And to HiB goodness I commend ye. 

B. Burns. 



TO MISS FERRIER 



TO MISS ISABELLA MACLEOD 

Fat lMb«ll> HMlsod, M> oitfe, p. 06, Pi«f»- 
torj Nou to Or Rtading in a ita 



The crimKin bloasom chamii the b 
The summer auo the bwkIIow; 

So dear this tunefnl gift to me 
From lovely laabeila. 



Har portrait E<ur upon mj mind 
Revolving time ahall mellow, 

And mem'17'a Uteat effort find 
The lovely Isabella. 



No Bard nor lover'a raptare tfaii 
Id fanciea vain and ahallovr I 

She ia, so come my soul to bliss, 
The lovelj Isabella I 



TO SYMON GRAY 

Symon (haj lived near Dmn, and vbila 
Barns was on his Border tonr wot him Kuna 
vansa for bis opinion. 



Stmom Grat, }roa 're dnil to-day t 
Dallness with redoubled sway 
Has seized the wita of Sjmou Gray. 



Dear Symon Gray, the other day 
When yon sent me aomc rhyme, 

I could not then just aaeertain 
Its worth for WHiit of Ijme; 



But now to-day, good Mr. Gray, 



We Buld wives' miaimu gie our opinioni, 



Then of ita fanta my honest thonghta 
1 11 give — and here they go: 



Such damn'd bombflst no age 
Cnn show, nor Ume to oomi 

So, Syraon dear, your aong I ' 
And with it wipe my bom. 



that 's past 



TO MISS FERRIER 



JantFen 



eldot danghtai of Jams* Far- 
rier, nnier u> the Signat — who reiidad in 
Qeorgn titrest, Ediubargrh — and sktm to ilim 
Funiiir the DoTellst :She was bom ia 1767 ; 
married Qeneral Swunel Qtaham, for some 
time depatv-iroteTtrar of Stirling Castle ; with 
Edward Blom, the arohiteot, published draw- 
ing* of tlie carved work in the atate-iooma 
of that fortress nndsr the title, Lacvutr Strtve- 
linaue, IBIT ; and died in 1846. 



Nak heathen name ahall I preftx 
Frae Piudus or Pamaasns; 

Aold Reekie dings them a' to stieki 
For rhyme-inspiring lasses. 



Jove's tnnefu' dochters three times three 
Made Homer deep their debtor; 

But gien the body balf an e'e. 
Nine Fenien wad done better I 



Last day tny mind was in a bog; 

Down George's Street I atoited; 
A creeping, cauld, prosaic fog 

My very senses doited; 



Do what I doaght to set her tnt. 
My saul lay m the mire: 

Ye turned a neok, I saw yonr e'e. 
She took the wing like fire I 



The moumfn' sang I here enoIoM, 

In gratitude I send yon. 
And pray, in rhyme as weel as proao, 

A' gaid things may attend you I 
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SYLVANDER TO CLARINDA 

ClarindA "was Mrs. Agnes Maclehose, nie 
Craig, dftughter of Andrew Craig, surgeon, 
Glasgow, bhe was bom in Apiil, 1759 — the 
same year as her poet ; and when he met her 
in Edinburgh (Tth December, 1787) she had 
for some time been separated from her hus- 
band. The Bard, who was (as ever) by way 
of being a buck, accepted an invitation to take 
tea with her on the 9th ; but an accident obli- 
ging him to keep his room, he wrote to express 
his regret, and at the same time intimated his 
resolve to cherish her ** friendship with the 
enthusiasm of religion.*' Mrs. Maclehose re- 
sponding in the same key, the * ' friendship " 
proceeded apace. On Christmas Eve she sent 
nim certain verses, signed ** Clarinda,** On 
Burns saying He had nothing else to Do^ three 
of which he quoted in the GlenriddtU Book : — 

** When first you aaw GUrinda^a charms, 
What rapture in your bosom grew I 
Her heart was shut to Love's alarms, 
But then — you M nothing else to do. 

** Apollo oft had lent his harp. 

But now *t was strung from Cupid*s bow ; 
Ton sung — it reached Clarinda*s heart — 
She wuh*d you *d nothing else to do. 

*' Fair Yenus smfl'd, Minerva frown*d, 
Cupid observed, the arrow flew : 
IndilTerenoe (ere a week went round) 
8howM you had nothing else to do.*' 

Thus challenged, Sylvander — he became Syl- 
▼ander there and then — replied as in the text ; 
and the romantic terms in which the two went 
on to conduct their correspondence soon served 
the ardent youth as a pretext for the expres- 
sion of fiercer sentiments than Clarinda*s " prin- 
ciples of reason and religion ^^ should nave 
allowed. She sent her Arcadian poems, which 
he amended for Johnson's Museum ; and he fell 
so deeply enamoured that, on leaving Edinburgh 
(24th March) he must write thus to a friend : 
" During these last eight days I have been pos- 
itively crazy." Clarinda (like Maman Vau- 
quer) avait des id4es — as what lady in the 
circumstances would not ? And when Clarinda 
learned, in Augrust, that Bums had married 
Armour, Clarinda resented her Sylvander's de- 
fection as an unpardonable wrong. They were 
partly reconciled in the autumn of 1791 ; and 
ere she rejoined her husband in Jamaica, they 
had an interriew on 6th December, which the 

Sllant and romantic little song, O May^ Thy 
orn was ne'er sae Sweety is held t-o commemo- 
rate. On the 27th he sent her Ae Fond Kiss 
and then We Sever, with the finest lines he ever 
wrote: — 



'* Had we never lov*d sae kindlv. 
Had we never lov*d sae bhudiy, 
Never met — or uev«r parted — 
We had ue'er been broken-hearted : ** 

Behold the Hour^ the Boat Arrive, and part of 
Gloomy December, with the remark : ** The re- 
mainder of this song is on the wheels — Adie'n I 
Adieu 1 *' Mrs. Maclehuse, still unreconciled to 
her husband, returned to Scotland in August, 
1792. Bums and she corresponded occasion- 
allv, but never met again, fsltke died 22d Octo- 
ber, 1841. 



When dear Clarinda, matchless fair, 
First struck SyWander's raptur'd view, 

He gaz'd, he listened to despair — 
Alas ! 't was all he dared to do. 

II 

Love from Clarinda's heavenly eyes 
Transfixed his bosom thro' and thro'. 

But still in Friendship's guarded guise — 
For more the demon fear'd to do. 

Ill 

That heart, already more than lost, 
The imp beleaguer'd all perdu; 

For frowning Honor kept his post — 
To meet that frown he shruuk to do. 

IV 

His pangs the Bard refus'd to own, 
Tho* half he wished Clarinda knew; 

But Anguish wrung the unweetiiig groan — 
Who blames what frantic Jrain must 
do? 



That heart, where motley follies blend. 
Was sternly still to Honor true: 

To prove Clarinda's fondest friend 
Was what a lover, sure, might do I 

VI 

The Muse his ready quill employ'd; 

No nearer bliss he could pursue; 
That bliss Clarinda cold deny'd — 

" Send word by Charles how yon do I " 

VII 

The chill behest disarmed his Muse, 
Till Passion all impatient grew: 

He wrote, and hinted for excuse, 

*' 'T was 'cause he *d nothing else to do.** 



TO HUGH PARKER 



But by those hopes I h*Te aboTe I 
Aud by those fault* I dearly me 1 

The deed, the boldest mark of loTe, 
For thee that deed I dare to do I 



With frantic joy I 'd pay it thrice. 
If huiuan art or power could do I 



Tlien take, Clariuda, fnendship'i hand 
(Frieodship, at least, I may avow), 

And lay no more your ehill command — 
I '11 write, whatever I 've to do. 

Sylvandeb. 

Vadnanlmj night. 



TO CLARINDA 

WITH A PAIR OF WINE-GLASSES 

rho gia^^Bs wore sent as a putiiip gift wli 
ms laft Edinburgh, 24th Maroh, ITtid. 



Fair Empress of the Poet's soul 
And QuesD of Poetesses, 

Clarinda, take this little boon, 
This humble pair of glasses; 



And fill them up with generous juice, 

As ^nerous as your mind; 
And pledge thero to the reueroua toast: 

" The whole of hnman Kind I " 



" To those who love us I " second fill; 
Bat not to those whom tot love, 
Lest we love thoM who love not u* I 
A third: — "To thee and me, love!" 



TO HUGH PARKER 



A brodisr of Major William Parker of KH- 
\ tefemd to in the song y« ^'eiu ^ 



OtJKilUe(Mt poll, p. 300). Writing to Robert 
Muir. :i6tli August, 1787, Bums sbdiLi compli- 
roent* to Mesan. W. aad U. Parker, and hop«a 
that " Haghoc ia eoing on and pTo^penug v.ith 
Ood and Miss HCauBlin." The EpUtle was 
written soon after hia arrival in Ellialand on 
12th Jane, 1788, whence, on writing to Mr*. 
Dunlop, he describes binuelf |14th June) as 
'' a solitary inmate of an old smokj spenoe : far 
from every object 1 love, or by whom I am 
beloTed ; nor any acqQuntanoe older than yes- 
terdAy except Jfliny Gtddet, the old mare I 
ride on." 

In this strange land, this nncouth olime, 
A land unknown to prose or rhyme; 
Where words ne'er cros't the Muse's 

heckles. 
Nor limpit in poetia shackles: 
A land that Prose did never view it, 
Except when drunk he staoher't thro' it: 
Here, ambnsh'd bv the chimla cheek. 
Hid in an ntmoaphere of reek, 
I hear a wheel thrura i' the neuk, 
I hear it — for in vaiu I lenk: 
The red peat gleams, a fiery kernel 
Enhuskid by a fog infernal. 
Here, for my wonted rhyming raptures, 
I sit And connt my sins by chapters; 
For life atid spunk like ithei Christians, 
I 'm dwindled down to mere existence; 
Wi' nae converse but Gnllowa' bodies, 
Wi' nae kend face but Jenny Geddes. 
Jenny, my Pegasean pride, 
Dowie she sauntem down Nithside, 
And ay a westlin leok she throws. 
While tears hap o'er her anid brown bom I 
Was it for this wi' cannie care 
Thou bure the Bard through many a shire 1 
At howes or hillocks never stumbled. 
And late or early never grumbled ? 
O, had I power like inclination, 
I 'd heeze thee up a concatenation I 
To canter with the Sii^tHrre, 
Or loup the Ecliptic like a bar. 
Or turn the Pole like any arrow; 
Of, when auld Fhcebus bids good-monow, 
Down the Zodiac urge the race. 
And east dirt on his godship'i face; 
For I could lay my bread and kail 
He 'd ne'er cast saut npo' thy tail I . . . 
Wi' a' this care and a' this grief, 
And sma', sma' prospect of relief, 
And nought but peat reek i' my head. 
How can I write what ye cru read ? — 
TatboItoD, twenty-fourth o' June, 
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ft 11 flud me in a better tuuc; 

But till we meet and weet our wliJEtle, 

Tkk this eicuu for nae epiHtte. 

Robert Burks 



TO ALEX. CUNNINGHAM 



Alexander Cnnninghain. whun Bunia met 
bim iu Ediuburgli ii> tlie vinUr of 1TS6-7, wu 
practUiu^ u h lawyer. Pnibabl; Bumi waa 
iiitToduc«l lo him at the Crochallan Cluh ; and 
the; remained on the frieudlieBt terma until 
the poet'i death. The Aona of thig Epistle 
and of the song Anna {anit. p. 95) waa a Min 
Anne Stewart, who (to Cunuiug-liani'B laating 
ehngrin) marneil Mr. Forest Dewar, Burgeon 
and town-couQuillor, EdinbnrKli (13th Januoiy, 
nSOj. Her petGdy tneeened She 'a Fair and 
Faiut ; Had, aeconling to IJuma himaclf, it vas 
Cuunioghani'i niiafortune to whieh he eaaayed 
to do further juatice in Had 1 a Caie. Cun- 
ningham married in llti'i, and went inio part' 
neisbip with a goldiniith. He died January 
27, 1SI2. In accontance vith an announce- 
ment made b; Bums in an affecting letter ■ 
fortnight before hie deaih, the Puet't poat- 
hnmouB ehild was named Alexander Cunnings 
ham liuma. Holosraph letters of Cunningliain 
— with eopiea of which wo have been favoured 
by his dcvcemlantj — show tlint he it waa who 
-originnfed both the aubwription on behalf of 
Hts. Bums and ibe neheme for n collected 
Edition : and that to him the saeoeu of both 
ooterprisea waa obiefly due. 



My godlike friend — tmy, do not atare: 
You think the praise is odd-like ? 

But " God is Love," the snints declare: 
Then aurely thou art god-like I 



And is thv ardoar still the sttine, 
And kindled still in Anna ? 

Othrra may boast a partial flame, 
But thou art a volcano I 



Even Wedlock aska not love beyond 
Death's tie-dissolying portal; 

But thou, omnipotently fond, 
Ma J 'at p-"— '■— 1"-- :«.—.«-*.. 



loT« iniiDortal I 



Thy wounds gucb healing powers defy. 
Such aymptoma dire attend Iheni, 

That last great autiheetic try — 
Marriage perhapt may mend them. 

Sweet Anna has an air — a grace. 

Divine, magnetic, touching ! 
She takes, she charms- — but who can trace 

The process of bewitching ? 



REQUESTING * 



IVOUR 



This was donbtleu the piece referred to in a 
note W Mies Chalmers, llith September, 178(4; 
"I iTBrj lately — to wit, Binee harreat begun 
— wrotu a puem, not in imitation, but in the 
manner of Pope's Moral Kpitlia, It is only a 
short essay, just to try tiie Btren([th of my 
Muse'B pinion in that way." For an account 
of Graham of Fintry, sec ante, p. 85. 

When Nature her great master-piece de- 

And fram'd her lait, best work, the human 

Her eye intent on all the wondrous plan, 
She form'd of various sIulT the various 
Man. 

Tbe useful many first, she calls tfaeiti 

forth — 
Plain plodding Industry and sober Worth: 
Thence peasants, farmers, native sons of 

And merchandise' whole genus take their 

birth; 
Each prudent cit a warm existence finds. 
And all mechanics' maiiy-apron'd kinds. 
Some other rarer sorts are wanted yet — 
The lead and buoy are needful to the net: 
Tlie caput mortuum ot gross desires 
Makes a material for mere knights and 

The martial phosphorus is taught to flow; 
She kneads the lumpish philosophic dotigh. 
Then marks th' unyielding mass witlr grave 
designs — 
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Iaw, physic, politics, aud deep diriiiet; 
Last, she Bublitnea tb' Aurorn of th« polM, 
The flashing eleineuts of female soula. 

The order'd system fait before her 
Htood; 
Nature, well pleas'd, pronouno'd it veiy 

Tet ere she gave creating labour o'er. 
Half-jest, Bbe tried ooe curions labonr 

Some spurn J, fierj, ignii/attaa matter. 
Such as the slighteat breath of air might 

With arch-alaority and conscioos glee 
(Nature may have her whim as well us we: 
Her Hogarth-art, perhaps she meant to 

She forms the thing, and ohristenl it — * 

Poet: 
Creature, tbo' oft the prey of oare and 

When blest to-day, unmindful of to-mor- 

A being form'd t'nmtue bis graver friends; 
Admir'd and prais'd — and there the wage* 

A mortal quite unfit for Fortune's strife, 
Tet oft the sport of all the ills of life; 
Prone to enjoy each pleasure riches gire. 
Yet baply wanting wherewithal to live; 
Longing to wipe each tear, to heal each 

Yet frequent all unheeded in his own. 

But honest Nature is not unite a Turk; 
She Uugh'd at first, then felt for her poor 

Viewing the propless climber of mankind. 
She east atwnt a standard tree to And; 
In pity for bis helpless woodbine state. 
She dnsp'd his tendrils ronnd the tmly 

great: 
A title, and the only one I elairo, 
To Uy strong hold for help on boaoteoDS 

Gmbun. 

Hty the hapleu Uusei' tuneful train I 
Weak, timid landsmen on life's stormy 

^eir hearts no selfish, stem, absorbent 

stuff. 
That never gives — tbo' hnmblv takes — 

enonjth: 
Th» little f^te allowi, Vbtj Aan m mob, 



Unlike sage, proverb'd Wisdom's haid- 

Tfae world were blest did bliss on them d*- 

Ah, that " the friendly e'er shonld want n 

Let Prudence number o'er each sturdy 

Who life and wisdom at one race begun. 
Who feel by reason, and who give by rule 
(luatinct 's a bmte.aiidSei ' .... 

Who make p 

should ' 
We own they 'le prndent, but who owns 

they 're good ? 
Ye wise ones, hence I ye hurt the' social 

eye, 
God's image rudely etch'd on base alloy | 
But come ye who the godlike pleasoie 

Heaven's attribute distinguish'd — to be- 
stow ) 
Whose arms of love would grasp all human 

Come thou who giv'st with all a courtier's 

grace — 
Friend of iny life, true patron of my 

rhymes. 
Prop of my dc»rest hopes for future Uroes I 



Rackward, abash'd to ask thy friendly aid ? 
I know my need, I know thy giving hand, 
I tai thy friendship at thy kind command. 
But there nre such who court the tuneful 

(Heavens I Rhonld the branded oharacter 

be mine t), 
Whose verae in manhood's pride sublimely 

Yet vilert reptiles in their begging prose. 
Mark, how tbeir lofty independent spirit 
Soars on the spnming wing of injur'd 

Seek you the proofs in private life to find ? 
Pity the best of wonts should be bnt wind) 
So to Heaven's gates the lark's shrill song 

ascends. 
But grovelling on the earth the carol ends. 
In all the cUm'roiis cry of starving want. 
They dun Benevolence with shameless 

Oblige them, patronine their tinsel lays — 
They perseeute yon all jroor fntam dkyi I 
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£re my poor soul such deep damnation 

stain, 
My hoi'uy fist assume the plough again I 
'i'he pie-bald jacket let me patch once 

more I 
On eighteeupeuce a week I *ve liv'd before. 
Tho'y thanks to Heaven, I dare even that 

last shift, 
I trust, meantime, my boon is in thy gift: 
That, placed by thee upon the wish d-for 

height. 
With man and nature fairer in her sight, 
My Muse may imp her wing for some sub- 

limer flight. 



IMPROMPTU TO CAPTAIN RID- 

DELL 

ON RETURNING A NEWSPAPER 

Bums's near neighbour at Friars Carse, who 
showed him great courtesy, and gave him a 
key to his private g^unds and the Hermitage 
on Nithaide (see ante, pp. 80, 120). Friars 
Carse was also the scene of the drinking bout 
celebrated in The Whittle (atUe^ p. 99). Bums 
wrote his song, The Day Returns {vost^j^. 219) 
for the anniversary (7th November) of Captain 
Riddell's marriage. At the Riddells* fireside 
he " enjoyed more pleasant evenings than at all 
the houses of the fashionable people put to- 
gether ; " and his great regard was in no wise 
lessened by the quarrel with the Captain's 
brother and sister-m-law (see post, p. 178, I*re- 
fatory Note to Impromptu on Mrs, RidddPi 
Birthday), by which the hospitable doors of 
Glenrid Jell — a centre of music and books, of 
talk and fellowship and wine — were closed on 
him, as the sequel was soon to show, for ever. 
On Captain Riddell's death, 21st Aoril, 1794, 
he hastened to dedicate his No More, Ye 
Warblers of the Wood (see post, p. 17w) to his 
memory. Riddell was an accomplished musi- 
cian, and composed several of the airs to Bnms's 
songs in Johnson*s Museum, He is the ** wor- 
thy GlenriddeU so skUled m old coins " of The 
Whistle. A fellow of the London Society of 
Antiquaries, he contributed some important 
papers to Arcka*ologia. At his special request. 
Bums made a selection from his nnprinted 
poems, which he presented, with a preface 
breathing' warm affection for himself and his 
*' amiable lady/' and concluding thus: ** Let 
these be regarded as the genuine sentiments of 
a man who seldom fiattered any, and never 
those he loved.*' 



Eluslaxd, Monday Bveninc. 
I 

Your News and Review, Sir, 

I 've read through and through, Sir, 
With little admiring or blaming: 

The Papers are barren 

Of home-news or foreign — 
No murders or rapes worth the naming. 

II 

Our friends, the Reviewers, 

Those chippers and hewers, 
Are iudges of mortar and stone, Sir; 

But of meet or unmeet 

In a fabric complete 
I '11 boldly pronounce they are none, Sir. 

Ill 

My goose-quill too rude is 

To tell all your goodness 
Bestow'd on your servant, the Poet; 

Would to God I had one 

Like a beam of the sun, 
And then all the world, Sir, should know it! 



REPLY TO A NOTE FROM CAP- 
TAIN RIDDELL 

Eluslavik 
Dear Sir, at onie time or tide 
I 'd rather sit wi' you than ride, 
Tho' *t were wi' royal Geordie: 
And trowth I your kindness soon and late 
Aft gars me to mysel look blate — 
The Lord in Heaven reward ye I 

iL Burks 



TO JAMES TENNANT OF GLEN^ 

CONNER 

Second son of John Tennant, farmer, of 
Glenconner, in the parish of Ochiltree — ances- 
tor of the present Bir Charles Tennant of The 
Glen — byliis first wife. He was bom 1755; 
kept a mUl at Ochiltree ; and died April, ISSSb 

AuLD comrade dear and brither sinner, 
How 's a' the folks about Glenconner ? 
How do you this blae eastlin wind, 
That 's like to blaw a bod^ blind ? 
For me, my faculties are frozen. 
My dearest member nearly dozen'd. 



TO JOHN M'MURDO 



I 're wnt yon her«, b; Johuie Simsoa, 
Twa sage philoflopheni to glimpse ou: 
Smith ni' his sympathetic feeliug, 
An' Reid to common aeuiie appealing. 
Philosophers liave fought and wrangled. 
An' ineikle Greek an' Latin maugli^ 
Till, wi' their logic-jargon tir'd 
And in the depth of science mir'd. 
To common sense they uow appeal — 
What wives and wnhsters sea and feel t 
But, hark ye, friend t I charge you strictly. 
Peruse them, an' return them quickly: 
For now I 'm grown saa cursed iloiise 
I pray and ponder butt the bonae; 
My sliins my lane I there sit roastin. 
Perusing Bunyan, Brown, an' Boston; 
Till by an' by, it I baud on, 
1 '11 gntnt a re&l gospel groan. 
Already I begin to try it, 
To cast my eeu np like a pyet, 
When by the gun she tumbles o'er, 
Fliitt'ring an' gasping In her gore: 
Sae shurily yon shall see me bright, 
A burning an' a shining light. 

My heart-warm love to giiid anld Glen, 
The ace an' wale of honest men: 
When bending down ni' auld grey hain, 
Bej tenth the load of years and cares. 
Hay He who made him still support him. 
An' views beyond the grave coiilf<Srt him I 
His worthy fam'ly far and near, 
God hiesa them a' wi' grace and gear t 

My auld Bchoolfellow, preacher Willie, 
The inauly tar, my Masuu-bilUe, 
And Aiichenhay, I wish bim joy; 
It he 's a parent, lass or boy. 
May be be dad and Meg the mither 
Just Hve-and- forty years thegither 1 
And no Forgetting wabster Charlie, 
I'm tauld he offers very fairly. 
An', Lord, reiucml>er singing Sannoek 
Wi' hale breeks, saxpence, an' a bannock I 
And next, my anld acquaintance, Nancy, 
Since she is fitted to her fancy, 
An' ber kind stars hae airted till her 
A giiid chiel wi' a pickle siller I 
My kindest, best respects, I sen' it, 
To cousin Kate, an' sinter Janet r 
Tell thptn, frae me, wi' cbiels be cantiona. 
For faith t they 'U aiblina fin' them fasb- 

To gmnt a heart is fairly civil, 

Bnt to grant a maideahBad 's the devil I 



An' lastly, J">jnie, for yoursel. 
May guardian angels tak a spell. 
An' steer you seven miles south o' Hell t 
But Qrst, before you see Heaven's glory. 
May ye get mouie a merry story, 
Monie a laugh and monie a drink. 
And ay enengh o' needfu' clink I 

Now fare ye weel, an' joy he wi' yop I 
For my sake, tliis I beg it o' you: 
Assist poor Sim^ton a' ye can; 
Ye 'II tin' him just an honest man. 
Sae I conclude, and quat my chanter, 
Yoan, saiut or sinner, 

Rab the Ranter, 



TO JOHN M'MURDO 

WITH SOME OF THE AUTHOR'S POEMS 

Son of Robert M'Murdo of Dnimlanrig. 
Ha became chamberlain to the Dake of 
Qneensberry, and reuded at Drdmlanrig. He 
is, parhaps, tb« " Factor John " of 3He Kirt't 
Alarm (see paH, p. 3^18). Bums was lattcrir 
on terms of piMMiliar intimacy with him and 
his familv. especially after nM, when 
M'Murdo kept ho'me near DnmfnH. He 
died at Bath. 4th D-c-mher. If«fi. M'Hnrdo 
and Colonel do Peyster of the Dnmfries Volun- 
teers were brother«-in-law. their wives being 
daoghtera of Provost Klair. Dumfries. The 
canvaaunir of M'Mitrda and hb "lovely 
spouse" in the D-imfri-* eirvtion of ITftl is 



WhU- hf. ,«h rnrf, phyM hi. n"rt 
Ainous tbBlr irlTni uxl Umf." 

But Brimi's esteem for both is snIBelenlly 
shown in (he present note and in t^t lines 
On .loin yTMurdo (port, p. 178). Two of 
their daughters are the respective themea of 
r/wn wat u Latt and Fkaiit the Fair. 



O, COTTLD I give thee India's wealth 

As I this trifle send ! 
Because thy Joy in both would bo 

To share them with a friend I 
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Then take what gold could neyer hnj — 
An honest Bail's esteem. 



SONNET TO ROBERT GRAHAM, 
ESQ., OF FINTRY 

ON RECEIVING A FAVOUR, I9TH AUGUST, 

1789 

The favonr ivaa the appointment to an ex- 
oiae district on which the writer's farm was 
situate. For Oraham, see ante, p. 85. For 
the stave, it is fair to note that, judging by 
this and the other two or three essays in the 
form which Bums has left, he knew nothing 
about the sonnet except that it must consist of 
fourteen lines, and that (as his variations in 
the present case appear to show) he was not 
always sure of that. The reason is not, of 
course, that the sonnet (which is described in 
the Schorte Treatise [1585], and of which Mont- 
gomerie left some seventy finished and spirit- 
ed examples) had no past in the vernacular, 
but that very few sonnets were made in the 
eighteenth century, and none of these few was 
the work of either Ramsay or Fergusson. 

I CALL no Goddess to inspire my strains: 
A fabled Muse may suit a Bard that feigns. 
Friend of my life ! my ardent spirit burns, 
And all the tribute of my heart returns, 
For boons accorded, goodness ever new, 
The gift still dearer, as the giver you. 

Thou orb of day ! thou other paler light I 
And all y^ many sparkling stars of night I 
If aught that giver from my mind efface, 
If I that giver's bounty e'er disgrace. 
Then roll to me along your wand'ring 

spheres 
Only to number out a villain's years I 

I lay my hand upon my swelling breast. 
And grateful would, but cannot, speak the 
rest. 



EPISTLE TO DR. BLACKLOCK 

• 

Thomas Blaoklook was bom at Annan, of 
English (Cumberland) parents in 1721. At six 
months smallpox made him blind. He pub- 
lished Poenu (poor stuff) in 1746 ; made the 
•oqnaintanoe ox David Hume, who (with other 



friends) partly supported him at the Univenity 
of Edinburgh ; by Hume's advioe completed a 
theological course ; in 1762 was presented to 
the living of Kirkcudbright; but, the narish- 
ioners objecting to his blindness, retired in 
1764 to Edinburgh, where he lived by taking 
pupils. He died 7th July, 1701. An edition 
of his verses appeared in 1793, with a life by 
Henry Mackenzie. It was owing to Blackloek 
that Bums> resolved upon an Edinburgh Edi- 
tion. 

Eluilakd, 21tt October, 1789. 



Wow, but your letter made me vanntie t 
And are ye hale, and weel, and cantie ? 
I kend it still, your wee bit jauntie 

Wad bring ye to : 
Lord send you ay as weel s I want je. 

And then ye '11 do I 

II 

The ni-Thief blaw the Heron south, 
And never drink be near his drouth t 
He tauld mysel by word o' mouth. 

He 'd tak my letter: 
I lippen'd to the chiel in trowth. 

And bade nae better. 

in 

But aiblins honest Master Heron 
Had at the time some dainty fair one 
To ware his theologio care on 

And holy study, 
And, tired o' sanls to waste his lear on. 

E'en tried the body. 

IV 

But what d' ye think, my trusty fier ? 
I 'm turned a ganger — Peace be here 1 
Parnassian queires, I fear, I fear, 

Ye '11 now disdain me, 
And then my fifty pounds a year 

WUl little gain me I 



Te glaikit, gleesoroe, dainty damies, 
Wha by Castalia's wimplin streamies 
Lowp, sing, and lave your pretty limbies^ 

Ye ken, ye ken. 
That Strang necessity supreme is 

'Mang sons o' men. 

VI 

I hae a wife and twa wee laddies; 

They maun hae brose and brats o' duddiet: 
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Te ken y ourteb mf fafiart right proud u — 

But 1 11 sned besoms, thrsw ssiigh woodies, 
Before they want. 



Lord help me thro' this warld o' care 1 
1 'm waary — (iuk o't lat« aud air I 
Not but I hae a richer share 

Than moDie ithers; 
Bat why should ae man better fare, 

And a' men brilbera ? 

Come, firm Resolve, take tlion the van, 
Thou stalk o' CKrl-hemp in roan 1 
And let us mind, faiut heart ne'er wui 

A lady fair; 
Wha does the ntmoit that he can 

Will whyles do mair. 

IX 

But to conclude my silly rhyme 

fl 'm scant o' verse and snnnt o' time) ; 

To make a happy fireside ulirae 

To weann and wife, 



My oompliroents to sister Beckie, 
And -eke the same to honest Lucky : 
I wat she is a dainlie ehnckie 

As e'er tread clay: 
And gratefully, my guid auld cockia, 

I 'm yours for ay. 

BOBBBT BOBNS. 



TO A GENTLEMAN 

WHO HAD SENT A NEWSPAPER, AND 
OPPERED TO CONTINUE IT FREE Or 
EXPENSE 

PioIhUt Peter Stnart a( TTie London Star. 
Hb Uft I»< Uoriiing Poit t« join with caitun 
othen. including John Msyne. author of 7%< 
SHUr Gun. in foundintir Tht Slor and Entning 
Adurrtiirr in the befnnninR of 1788; but in the 
Febraar; of ITRB he quamlled. not, as has 
beaa Taniely mppOHd. vith the proprietcm of 
■ome DUier paper, bat with Ute pnprieUn of 
3V Star aforsssid, and on the I3th he brought 



out a Star of his own. TIib nuin noiind of 
tbe quarrel was his ■apport of the Prinoe of 
Walus, and he defended his ucesnui in a 
1bd^5 addrsH to the public. Thai for Rome 
a* moatha two Beveral •Slart appeared in Lon- 
don : the old one — the Dag Star, btaait islled 
it — '' published by John Hayne i " and the 
new one, " published by Peter Stoart," ei-pnb. 
liiher of the old. At first Stnart retuned the 
oU title, with the addition below, Prinltd bg 
P. Stuart ; hut on Febmary 24th be chaofed it 
to Stvart't Star and Etitning Advetiter, snd 
on Apnl 27th to Ute Morning Star. Some two 
montni after the ionmal died. 

Kind Sir, I Ve read your paper through, 

And faith, to me 't was really new I 

How guessed ye, Sir, what ntaist I wanted ? 

This monie a day I 've grain'd and gauntedi 

To ken what French miMblef was brewin; 

Or what the drumlie Dutch were doin; 

That vile doup-skelper. Emperor Joseph, 

If Venus yet had got his nose off; 

Of how the collieshangie works 

Atween the Russians and the Turks; 

Or if the Swede, before he halt. 

Would play anitber Charles the Twalt; 

If Denmark, any body Bpak o't; 

Of Poland, wha bad now the tack o't; 

How cut-throat Prassian blades were hingii); 

How libbet Italy was singing'; 

If Spaniard, Portuguese, or Swiss 

Were sayin or takin aught amiss; 

Or bow our merry lads at hame 

In Britain's coort kept up the game: 

How royal George — the Lord leak o'ez 

himi — 
Was managing St. Stephen's quorum; 
If sleekit Chatham Will was Itvin, 
Or glaikit Charlie got his nieve in; 
How Daddie Burke the plea was cookiu; 
If Warren Hastings' neck was yenkin; 
How cesses, stents, and fees were nu'd, 
Or if bore arses yet were tax'd; 
The news o' princes, dukes, and earls. 
Pimps, sharpers, bawds, and opera-girls; 
If that daft buckie, Geordie Wales. 
Was threshin still at hiiiies' tails; 
Or if he was grown oughtlins douser, 
And no a perfect kintra oooser; 
A' this and mair I never heard of, 
And, but for yon. I might despair'd of. 
So, gratef n', back your news I send you. 
And pray a' gnid things zaay attend yon I 
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TO PETER STUART 

Dear Peter, dear Peter, 

We poor sons of metre 
Are often uegleckit, ye ken: 

For instance your sheet, man 

(Tbo* glad I m to see 't, man), 
I get it no ae day in ten. 



TO JOHN MAXWELL, ESQ., OF 
TERRAUGHTIE 

ON HIS BIRTH-DAY 

John Maxwell, thongh descended from a 
hranch of the Maxwellft, was bom of hamble 
parents at BuitUe, 7th February, 1720, and 
apprenticed to a joiner in Dumfries. His in- 
dustry and ability enabled him to repurchase 
the family estate of Terraughtie. Bnrns*s pre- 
diction as to his length of days was so far veri- 
fied, one learns, that he died (25th January, 
1814) in his ninety-fourth year. In the Second 
Heron Election BcUlad (p. 166) he is designated 
"Teuch Johnie." 



Health to the Maxwells' vet'ran Chief 1 
Health ay unsourM by care or grief I 
Inspired, I tum'd Fate's sibyl leaf 

This natal mom: 
I see thy life is stuff o' prief, 

Scarce quite half- worn. 

II 

This day thou metes threescore eleven, 
And I can tell that bounteous Heaven 
(The second-sight, ye ken, is given 

To ilka Poet) 
On thee a tack o' seven times seven, 

Will yet bestow it. 

Ill 

If envious buckies view wi' sorrow 

Thy lengthened days on thy blest morrow, 

May Desolation's laug-teeth'd harrow, 

Nine miles an' hour. 
Rake them, like Sodom and Gomorrah, 

In brunstane stoure I 

IV 

Bat for thy friends, and they are monie, 
Baith honest men and lasses bonie. 



May couthie Fortune, kind and cannie 

In social glee, 
Wi' mornings blythe and e'enings funny 

Bless them and thee ! 



Fareweel, auld birkie 1 Lord be near ye, 
And then the Deil, he dauma steer ye 1 
Your friends ay love, your foes ay fear ye I 

For me, shame fa' me, 
If neist my heart I dinna wear ye. 

While Bums they ca' me ! 



TO WILLIAM STEWART 

In honest Bacon's ingle-neuk 

Here maun I sit and think. 
Sick o' the warld and warld's folk, 

An' sick, damn'd sick» o' drink 1 
I see, I see there is nae help. 

But still doun I maun sink, 
Till some day laigh enough I yelp: — 

" Wae worth that cursed drink I " 
Yestreen, alas f I was sae fu' 

I could but yisk and wink; 
And now, this day, sair, sair I rue 

The weary, weary drink. 
Satan, I fear thy sooty claws, 

I hate thy brunstane stink. 
And ay I curse the luckless cause — 

The wicked soup o* drink. 
In vain I would forget my woes 

In idle rhyming clink. 
For, past redemption damn'd in prose, 

I can do nought but drink. 
To you my trusty, well-tried friend. 

May heaven still on you blink I 
And may your life flow to the end. 

Sweet as a dry man's drink ! 



INSCRIPTION TO MISS GRAHAM 
OF FINTRY 



Here, where the Scottish Muse immortal 
lives 
In sacred strains and tuneful numbers 
join'd. 
Accept the gift I Though humble he who 
gives. 
Rich is the tribute of the grateful mind. 







TO COLONEL DE PEVSTER 



So lUBj DO rafBaii feeling in thj breut, 
Discordant, jar thj bosoin-churds among I 

But Pence attune thy gentle soul to rest. 
Or Lots ecitatio wake hig Kraph song I 



Or Pity's notes in laxur; of tears. 

As modest Want the talp of woe reveals; 
While conscious Virtue all the strain au- 

And heaveu'bom Piety her sanctioa 

Robert Bukmb. 



REMORSEFUL APOLOGY 
PraliaUT sent to Mn. Walter KiddelL 

Tax friend whom, wild from Wisdom's 

The fumes of wine infuriate send 
(Not moony inadiieu niore astray), 
Who but deplores that hapless friend 7 

II 
Mine iras th' insensate, frenzied part — 

Ah I why should I such scenes oatlive 7 
Scenes so abhorrent tu ray heart I 

Tis thine to pity and forgive. 



TO COLLECTOR MITCHELL 

Written towards the cIom of '95. Bnra vaa 
Od very friitndly terms with Hilohell, and often 
•mt him fint drafts for oriticiam. 



Friend of the Poet tried and leal, 
Wha wanting thee might beg or steal; 
Akke, alake, the meikte Deil 

Wi' a* his witches 
Are at it, skelpin jig an' reel 

Id my poor ponohes I 

II 
I modestly fii* fain wad hint it. 
That One-ponnd-one, I nirly want it; 



yes 

It would be kind; 
And while my besit wi' life-blood dunted, 

1 'd bear 't in mind I 
III 
So may the Auld Year gang out moanin 
To see the New come laden, groaniu 
Wi' double pleutr o'er the loanin 

To thee and thine: 
Domestic peace and comforts cromiiii 

The bale design I 



POSTSCRIPT 



Ye 're heard this while how I '»e be« 

ticket. 
And by fell Death was nearly nieket: 
Grim loon I He got me by the fecket. 

And aair me sheuk; 
But bj giiid look I lap a wicket, 

Aud turu'd a neuk. 



But by that health, I 've got a share o% 
And by that life, I 'm promis'd mair o't. 
My bale and weel, I 'II tak a care ot, 

A tentier way; 
Then farewell Folly, hide and hur o't, 

For ance and ay I 



TO COLONEL DE PEYSTER 

Coloml Arent Sohnyler de PsTster was de> 
•ocndtd from ■ Hniraenot family wttled in 
America, and wrred with dininction in the 
Amerioao War. Ha took up hooaa at Maris 
GroTa.nearDanifriH; and an ^4lh May, ITIK, 
was sppointsil Dolonel of the Dnmtriea Volnn- 
teen. in whiah Barm was n priTate. He was 
a brother-in-lair of John M'Mnrdo face antt, 
p. 14.1). Ha died '.Mth NoTembar, ISiiS, in his 
Mthyear. 



Mr honor'd Colonel, deep I feel 
Your interest in the Poet'n weal: 
Ah t now sma' heart hae I to speel 

The steep Pamassna, 
SuTrDQnded thai by bolus pill 

And potion glaMea. 
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n 

O, what a canty warld were it, 

Would pain and care and sickness spare it, 

And Fortune iavor worth and merit 

As they deserve, 
And ay a rowth — roast-beef and claret ! — 

Syne, wha wad starve ? 

Ill 

Dame Life, tho' fiction out may trick her. 
And in paste gems and frippery deck her, 
Oh ! flickering, feeble, ana unsicker 

I 've found her still: 
Ay wavering, like the willow-wicker, 

Tween good and ill 1 

IV 

Then that curst carmagnole, Auld Satan, 
Watches, like baudrons by a ratton, 
Our sinfu' saul to get a claut ou 

Wi* felon ire; 
Syne, whip ! his tail ye ne'er cast saut on — 

He ^B aff like fire. 



Ah Nick I Ah Nick I it is na fair, 
First showing us the tempting ware, 
Bright wines and bonie lasses rare. 

To put us daft; 
Syne weave, unseen, thv spider snare 

O' Heli's damned waft I 

VI 

Poor Man, the flie, aft bizzes by. 

And aft, as chance he comes thee nigh. 

Thy damn'd auld elbow yeuks wi' joy 

And hellish pleasure. 
Already in thy fancy's eye 

Thy sicker treasure I 

VII 

Soon, heels o*er gowdie, in he gangs. 
And, like a sheep-head on a tangs. 
Thy gimin laugh enjoys his pangs 

And murdering wrestle. 
As, dangling in the wind, he hangs 

A gibbet's tassle. 

VIII 

But lest you think I am uncivil 

To plague you with this draunting drivel. 

Abjuring a' intentions evil, 

I quat my pen: 
The Lord preserve us f rae the Devil ! 

Amen ! Amen 1 



TO MISS JESSIE LEWARS 

Thine be the volumes, Jessie fair. 
And with them take the Poet's prayer: 
That Fate may in her fairest page. 
With ev'ry kindliest, best presage 
Of future bliss enrol thy name; 
With native worth, and spotless fame. 
And wakeful caution, still aware 
Of ill — but chief Man's felon snare I 
All blameless joys on earth we find. 
And all the treasures of the mind — 
These be thy guardian and reward ! 
So prays thy &thf ul friend, the Bard. 

RoBE&T Burns. 

June 26, 1796. 



INSCRIPTION 

WRITTEN ON THE BLANK LEAF OF A 
COPY OF THE LAST EDITION OF MY 
POEMS, PRESENTED TO THE LADY 
WHOM, IN SO MANY FICTITIOUS REVER- 
IES OF PASSION, BUT WITH THE MOST 
ARDENT SENTIMENTS OF REAL FRIEND- 
SHIP, I HAVE SO OFTEN SUNG UNDER 
THE NAME OF CHLORIS 

For Chloris, see Prefatory Note to lAumt 
wC the Lint-white Locks j post, p. 289. The eopy 
sent to Oeorg^ Thomson, now at Brechin Cas- 
tle, oorreiipondB with the text. An early draft 
is in the Clarke-Adam Collection. 

The stanza is that of much English eigh- 
teenth century Terse : among the rest, of GKud- 
smith's Edwin and Angelina, 



'TIS Friendship's pledge, my young, faic 
Friend, 

Nor thou the gift refuse; 
Nor with unwilling ear attend 

The moralising Muse. 

II 

Since thou in all thy youth and charms 

Must bid the world adieu 
(A world 'eainst peace in constant arms)» 

To join Uie friendly few; 

III 

Since, thy gay mom of life o'ercast. 
Chill came the tempest's lour 



PROLOGUE 



(And ne'er HiBfortane'B eutem blut 
Did Dtp a taitet fluwer); 



Since life's gsy scene* must cbarm do 

Still much ia left behind, 
Still nobler wealth hast tboa in store — 
The comforts of the mind t 



Thine is the self-appro vinfr glow 
Of conscious honor's part; 

And (dearest gift of Heaven below) 
Thine Friendship's trnesC heart; 



ith ever; Muse to rove: 

And donbl; were the Poet blest, 

These joys oonld he improve. 

Une Bagaltlh de rAmitii. 



THEATRICAL PIECES 



PROLOGUE 



where ho played leading- r 
and seDtiTuental comedy. He died Utfa'Dt- 
oamber, l!^2, and was buried in the Old Cal- 
ton Cemetarv. He vag anthor of two plays : 
Tie VoiuMeir, (1778) and The Taint (1780) ; 
the laat one pabliahed in 'Kl. Burns'i interest 
tn Woods wns probably qnickened by the play- 
er's triendiliip with FerKiiMUin. who, in his Last 
Wiil, beqaesths him his Sbakeapeare ; — 
" T > Wooda. wbamr nmhu can proToks 
Mr trvHlonii lo th* bowl or m<c\; 
Vnt !"•• 14 thH Mil V, the I(ln^ 

The piece, like the others in this category, is 
on the traditional lines originally laid down by 
Dryden. 

When by a fcenerous Public's kind acclaim 
Hiat dearest need is granted — honest 



When beie your favour b the actor's lot. 
Nor even the man in private life furjot; 
What breast so dead to heavenly Virtue's 

glow 
fiat beaves impassion'd with the grateful 

tbroe? 

Poor is the task to pleaae a barb'tons 

throng: 
It needs do Siddons' powers in Southern's 

song. 
But here au ancieot naUon, fam'd afar 
For genius, learning high, as grent in war. 
Hul, Caledonia, name for ever dear I 
Before whose son* I 'm houor'd to ap- 

Where every scienee, every noble art. 
That can inform the miud or mend the 

Is known (as grateful nations oft have 

found). 
Far as the rode barbarian marks the bound I 
Philosophy, no idle pedant dream, 
Here holds her search by heaven-taught 

Reason's beam; 
HereHistory paints with elegauee and force 
The tide of Empire's fluctuating course; 
Here DougUu forms wild Shakespeare into 

And Harley rouses all the God in man. 
When well-form'd taste and sparkling wit 

With manly lore, or female beauty bright 
(Beauty, where faultless symmetry and 

grace 
Can only charm as in the second placed, 
Witness niy heart, how oft with pauting fear. 
As on this night, I've met these judges 

But still the hope Experience taught to 

Rqiial to judge, you 're candid to forgive. 
No bnndred-headed Riot here we meet. 
With Decency aud Law beneath his feet; 
Nor Insolence assumes fair Freedom's 



Like Caledonians you applaud or blame I 

O Thou, dread Power, Whose empire- 
giving hand 

Has oft been stretch'd to shield the honor'd 
land I 

Strong may she glow with all her ancient 
fire; 

May every son be worthy of his aire; 



«So 
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Firm may she rise, with generous disdain 
At Tyranny's, or direr Pleasure's chain; 
Still self-dependent in her native shore. 
Bold may she brave grim Danger's loudest 

roar, 
Till Fate the curtain drop on worlds to be 

no more I 



PROLOGUE SPOKEN AT THE 
THEATRE OF DUMFRIES 

ON NEW year's day EVENING, 1 79O 

Of Sutherland Bums Trrote (9th February, 
1790) to William Nicol: ''A wortliier or 
cleverer fellow I have rarely met with." To 
his brother Gilbert, 11th January, 1790, he 
described him as " a man of apparent worth," 
adding that he spouted the nrolofcue *^ to his 
audience with applause." *' I shall not be in 
the least mortined," wrote Bums, ** though 
they are never heard of, but if they can be of 
any serrice to Mr. Sutherland and his friends, 
I shall kiss my hands to my Lady Muse, and 
own myself much her debtor." 

No song nor dance I bring from yon great 

city 
That qneens it o'er our taste — the more 's 

the pity 1 
Tho', by the bye, abroad why will you 

roam? 
Good sense and taste are natives here at 

home. 
Bnt not for panegyric I appear: 
I come to wish yon all a good New Tear I 
Old Father Time deputes me here before 

yet 
Not for to preach, but tell his simple story. 

The sage, grave Ancient cough'd, and bade 

me say: 
" Ton 're one year older this important 

day." 
If wiser too — he hinted some snggestion, 
But 't wonld be mde, yon know, to ask the 

question; 
And with a would-be-roguish leer and wink 
He bade me on you press this one word — 

Think I 

Te sprightly youths, quite flush with 
hope and spirit, 
TTho think to storm the world by dint of 
merit, 



To you the dotard has a deal to say. 

In his sly, dry, sententious, proverb way ! 

He bids you mind, amid your thoughtless 

rattle. 
That the first blow is ever half the battle; 
That, tho' some by the skirt may try to 

snatch him. 
Yet by the forelock is the hold to catch 

him; 
That, whether doing, suffering, or forbear- 

iugt 
You may do miracles by persevering. 

Last, tho' not least in love, ye youthful 
fair. 

Angelic forms, high Heaven's peculiar care ! 

To you old Bald-Pate smoothes his wrinkled 
brow. 

And humbly begs you '11 mind the impor- 
tant — Now I 

To crown your happiness he asks your 
leave, 

And offers bliss to give and to receive. 

For our sincere, tho' haply weak endeav- 
ours. 

With grateful pride we own your many 
favours; 

And howsoe'er our tongues may ill reveal 
it. 

Believe our glowing bosoms truly feel it. 



SCOTS PROLOGUE FOR MRS. 
SUTHERLAND 

ON HER BENEFIT-NIGHT AT THE THEA- 
TRE, DUMFRIES, MARCH 3, 1790 

What needs this din about the town o* 

Lon'on, 
How this new play an' that new song ia 

comin ? 
Why is outlandish stuff sac meikle courted ? 
Does Nonsense mend like brandy — when 

imported ? 
Is there nae poet, burning keen for fame, 
Will bauldly try to gie us plays at hame ? 
For Comedy abroad he need na toil: 
A knave and fool are plants of every soil. 
Nor need he stray as far as Rome or Greece 
To gather matter for a serious piece: 
There 's themes enow in Caledonian story 
Would show the tragic Muse in a' her glory 



THE RIGHTS OF WOMAN 



'S» 



fell? 
Where nre the Miuei fled th>t ooald pro- 

A drnma worthy o' the name o* Bruce ? 
Boir here, CTeu here, he flnt umheath'd 

the Bvord 
'G«inBt miglit; England and her guiltj 

And after monie a bloodj, deathleis doing, 
Wrench'd bii dear oouutiy from the jawa 

of Ruin I 
O, for a Shafceipeare, or an Otway scene 
To paint the lovely, hapleu Scottish Queen I 
Vain all th' omnipotence of female charms 
'Gainst headlong, ruthless, mad Rebellion's 

She fell, but fell with spirit truly Roman, 
To glnt the vengeance of a rival woman: 
A woman (tho' the phrase may seem nncivil) 
As able — and as cruel — as the Devil I 
One Douglas lives in Home's immortal 

P»Ste, 
But Douglasses were heroes every an; 
And tho' your fathers, prodigal of lire, 
A Douglas fallowed to the martial strife. 
Perhaps, if bowls row right, and Right 

succeeds, 
Te yet may follow where a Douglas leads I 

As ye hae generons done, if a' the land 
Would take the Muses' servants by the 

Net only hear, hut patronize, befriend them. 
And where ye justly can commend, com- 

raend them; 
And aiblins, when they winna stand the test, 
Wiuk hard, and say: " The folks hae done 

their best)" 
Wonld a' the land do this, then 1 11 be 

caition 
To 11 soon hae Poets o' the Scottish nation 
Will gar Fame blaw until her tmmpet crack, 
And warsle Time, an' lay him on his back 1 

For QS and for oar stage, should onie 

"Whase aught thee chicls moks a' this 

bastle here 7 " 
My best leg foremost, 1 11 set np my 

" We have the honor to belong to yon I " 
We 're yonr ain biunu, e'en guide us as ye 
lUte, 



But like good mithers, shore before ye 

And gratefu' still, I trust ye '11 ever find us 
For gen'rous patronage and meikle kindneM 
We >e gt frae a' professions, setts an' 



THE RIGHTS OF WOMAN 

AN OCCASIONAL J 



Sent to Miss Pontenelle in a oomplinieTitary 
letter: '^ Yonr charms ■■ ■ wonuin would ■»- 
onre i^pplaase to the moat iniliffereDt actnH, 
and your theatrical talents wonld Hnore admi- 
radon Ic the plainest firure." She is also the 
subject of a flattering Epigram (p. 189). Hias 
PontensUe won some applanee on the London 
boards. Her name appean in the obituary of 
Tht Oenllemaa't Magazine for September, 1800: 
" In Charlee-lcwn, South Carolina, ■ viatdm to 
the yellow fever. Mis* Fontenelle, who made 
her dflml many jean ago at Covent Gardan, 
and afterwards performed at the Haymarket. 
In America she played under the name of His. 
Wilkinson." 

Wbiu Europe's eye is flx'd on roighty 

thinn. 
The fate ol empires and the fall of kings; 
While quacks of State mnst each produee 

And even children lisp the Rights of Man; 

AmlJ fh:. n*:#hl-*r ttimm jnal- la* ygg mCntlOn, 

ne attention. 



i\tiu evHiJ ouijunrn iiop boe nigiiia ui mnv. 
Amid this mighty fuss just let me mention. 
The Rights of Woman merit k - ■ ■' 

First, in the seiea' intermiz'd connexion 
One sacred Right of Woman is Protection: 
The tender flower, that lifts iU bead elate, 
Helpless mnst fall before the blasts of fats, 
Sunlc on the earth, defac'd its lovely form, 
Unless your shelter ward th' impending 



Our second I 



— but needless here ii 



To keep that right inviolate 's the fashion: 
Each man of sense has it so full before him, 
He'd die before be 'd wrong it — 'tis De- 



»s« 
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There was, indeed, in far less polish'd days, 
A time, when rough rude Man had naughty 

ways: 
Would swagger, swear, get drunk, kick up 

a riot, 
Nay, even thus invade a lady's quiet I 
Now, thank our stars I these Gothic times 

are fled; 
Now, well-bred men — and you are all 

well-bred — 
Most justly think (and we are much the 

gainers) 
Such conduct neither spirit, wit, nor man- 
' ners. 

For Rieht the third, our last, our best, our 

aearest: 
That right to fluttering female hearts the 

nearest, 
Which even the Rights of Kings, in low 

prostration, 
Most humbly own — 't is dear, dear Admi- 
ration ! 
In that blest sphere alone we live and move; 
There taste that life of life — Immortal 

Love. 
Smiles, glances, sighs, tears, fits, flirtations, 

airs — 
'Gainst such an host what flinty savage 

dares? 
When awful Beauty joins with all her 

charms, 
Who is so rash as rise in rebel arms ? 

But truce with kings, and truce with con- 
stitutions, 
With bloody armaments and revolutions; 
Let Majesty your first attention summon: 
Ah! (:a ira ! the Majesty of Woman I 



ADDRESS 

SPOKEN BY MISS FONTENELLE ON HER 
BENEFIT NIGHT, DECEMBER 4, 1 793, 
AT THE THEATRE, DUMFRIES 

Still anxious to secure your partial favor, 

And not less anxious, sure, this night than 
ever, 

A Prologue, Epilogue, or some such mat- 
ter, 

T would vamp my bill, said I, if nothing 
better: 



So sought a Poet roosted* near the skies; 

Told him I came to feast my curious eyes; 

Said, nothing like his works was ever 
printed; 

And last, my prologue-business slily hinted. 

" Ma'am, let me tell you," quoth my man 
of rhymes, 

" I know your bent — these are no laugh- 
ing times: 

Can you — but, Miss, I own I have my 
fears — 

Dissolve in pause, and sentimental tears ? 

With laden sighs, and solemn-rounded sen- 
tence, 

Rouse from his sluggish slumbers fell Re- 
pentance ? 

Paint Vengeance, as he takes his horrid 
stand, 

Waving on high the desolating brand. 

Calling the storms to bear him o'er a guilty 
land ? " 

I could no more ! Askance the creature 

eyeing: — 
<' D' ye think," said I, " this face was made 

for crying ? 
I '11 laugh, that 's poz — nay more, the 

world shall know it; 
And so, your servant I gloomy Master 

Poet I " 

Firm as my creed. Sirs, 't is my fix'd be- 
lief 
That Misery 's another word for Grief. 
I also think (so may I be a bride I) 
That so much laughter, so much life en- 
joy'd. 

Thou man of crazy care and ceaseless sigh. 
Still under bleak Misfortune's blasting eye; 
Doom'd to that sorest task of man alive — 
To make three guineas do the work of five; 
I^augh in Misfortune's face — the beldam 

witch — 
Say, you '11 be merry, tho' you can't be 

rich I 

Thou other man of care, the wretch in lovef 
Who long with jiltish arts and airs hast 

strove ; 
Who, as the boughs all temptingly project, 
Measur'st in desperate thought — a rope 

— thy neck — 
Or, where the beetling cliff o'erhangs the 

deep, 
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PeeiMt to meditate tbe bealing leap: 
Would'st thou be cur'd, thou sillf , mofang 

elf? 
Lttugh at her follies, laugh e'en at th;- 

Belf; 
Learn to despise those frowns now so ter- 

riflo. 
And love a kinder; that '» jour grand spe- 



To sum up all: be menj, I advise; 

And as we 're merry, ma/ we still be wise ) 



POLITICAL PIECES 
ADDRESS OF BEELZEBUB 

To tha RijTht Bonormbla Uw Bui of Bnutalbua, 

PrMldautot tha KiRht HsnonUatbaHlgblud aoeUly, 
which mC on tha -JSrA ot Ifnj iHt, at tha Shateyeim, 

SodetT wen Informsd bjr Mr. M'Kanila of AmiaoTom, 

lawful lords uid mutflrm ivbcHa proportT tbBV van, bj 
•Bilgnting from the ludi of Kr, Wudould ol Olm- 
fuy to tha idlda oF CaoadA, [n aoarch of that faDtaatia 
uiiif — Liberty. 

LoKQ life, my lord, an' health be yours, 
Unskaith'd by huiigar'd Higlilaud boors I 
Lord efaot nae duddie, desperate beggar, 
Wi' dirk, claymore, or rusty trigger. 
May twin auld Scotland o' a li(e 
She likes — as lambkius like a knifef 

Faith I you and Applecrosi w^re right 
To keep the Higbland hounds in night I 
I doubt na t they wad bid nae better 
Than let them ance out owre tbe water I 
Then up amang thae lakes and seat. 
They 'II mak what rules and laws they 

Some aariD|r Hancock, or a Franklin, 
May set their Highlaud bluid a-ntnklin; 
Some Washington ngain may head tbem. 
Or some Montgomerie, fearless, lead them; 
Till (God knows what may be effected 
When by such heads and hearts directed) 
Poor dunghill sons of dirt an' mire 
May to I^trieian rights aspire I 
Nae sage North now, nor si^r Sackville, 
To wntch and premier owre the pack vile f 
An' whnre will ye get Howe* and Clin- 



Td bring them to a right repentance ? 

To oowe tbe rebel geuenttlun. 

An' save the honor o' the nation 7 

They, an' be damn'd I what right bae they 

To meat or sleep or light o' day. 

Far lera to riches, pow^r, or freedom. 

But what your lordship likes to gie them 7 

But hear, my lord I Glengary, hear I 

Your hand 'a owre light on tbem, I fear: 

Tour faotora, grieves, trustees, and bailies, 

I canua say but they do gayliCB : 

They lay aside a' tender mercies. 

An' tirl the bullions to the birses. 

Yet while they 're only poind and herriet. 

They'll keep their stubborn Higbland spirit. 

But smash them I ernsh them a* to spalls. 

An' rot the dyvors i' the jails I 

The young dogs, swinge them to tbe labour: 

Let wark an' hunger mak them sober t 

Tbe hiizies, if they 're augbtlins fawiont. 

Let them in Drury Lane be lesson'd I 

An' if tbe wives an' dirty brats 

Come thiKgiu at your doors an' yetts, 

FlafBn wi" duds an' grey wi' beas', 

Frightin awa yoor deuks an' geeae, 

Get ont a horsewhip or a jowler, 

Tbe laugest thong, the fiercest erowler. 

An' gar the tatter'd gypsies padc 

Wi' a' their bastards on their bade I 

Go on, my Lord t 1 lang to meet yoD, 
An' in my " bouse at hauie " to greet 70a 
Wi' common lords ye ahanna mingle : 
The benmoet neuk beside tbe ingle. 
At my rieht bau' assigned your aeat 
'Tween Herod's hip an' Polycrate, 
Or (if you on your station tatrow) 
Between Alm^^o and Pizarro, 
A seat, I 'm sure ye 're weel deserrin 't; 
An' till ye come — your bumble servant. 



VithoD 



anthority, Cnrie ae- 



Snog 
> piH 

on tha Slit December he (Bnms) attended a 
meetiiw to eelebiats the birthday of tha lineal 
deaeendant of tha Scottiah nice of kings, tbe 
late qnfarth^a FiiaDS, Qharles Edward." 
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More he knew not ; but he assumed the *' per- 
fect loyalty to the reigning aovereign of all 
who attended the meeting/' and he withheld a 
large portion of the Ode iMcaose it was ** a kind 
of rant, for which indeed precedent may be 
cited in varioas other odes, but with which it 
is impossible to go along/* 

Afar the illustrious Exile roams, 

Whom kingdoms on this day should 
hail, 
An inmate in the casual shed, 
On transient pity's bounty fed. 

Haunted by busy Memory's bitter tale 1 
Beasts of the forest have their savage 
homes, 
But He, who should imperial purple 
wear. 
Owns not the lap of earth where rests his 
royal head: 
His wretched refuge dark despair, 
While rayening wrongs and woes pursue. 
And distant far the faithful few 
Who would his sorrows share I 

False flatterer, Hope, away. 

Nor think to lure us as in days of 
yore I 
We solemnize this sorrowing natal day. 
To prove our loyal truth — we can no 
more — 
And, oinqiing Heaven's mysterious sway, 

Submissive, low, adore. 
Ye honored, mighty Dead, 

Who nobly perish'd in the glorious 

cause. 
Your King, your Country, and her 
laws: 
From great Dundee, who smiling Victory 

led 
And fell a Martyr in her arms 
(What breast of northern ice but 

warms 1), 
To bold Balmerino's nndying name. 
Whose soul of fire, lighted at Heaven's 
high flame. 
Deserves the proudest wreath departed 
heroes claim ! 

Not unrevenged your fate shall lie, 

It only lags, the fatal hour: 
Your blood shall with incessant cry 

Awake at last th' unsparing Power. 
As from the cliff, with thnndering course, 

Th^ snowy rain smokes along 
With doubling speed and gathering force, 



Till deep it, crushing, whelms the cottage 
in the vale, 
So Vengeance' arm, ensanguined, 
strong, 
Shall with resistless might assail. 
Usurping Brunswick's pride shall lay. 
And Stewart's wrongs and yours with ten* 
fold weight repay. 

Perdition, baleful child of night. 
Rise and revenge the injured right 

Of Stewart's royal race I 
Lead on the unmuzzled hounds of Hell, 
Till all the frighted echoes tell 
The blood-notes of the chase I 
Full on the quarry point their view, 
Full on the base usurping crew. 
The tools of faction and the nation's curse I 
Hark how the cry grows on the wind; 
They leave the lagging g^le behind; 
Their savage fury, pity less, they pour; 
With murdering eyes already they de* 

vour I 
See Brunswick spent, a wretched prey. 
His life one poor despairing day, 
Where each avenging hour still ushers in m 
worse I 
Such Havoc, howling all abroad, 

Their utter ruin bring, 
The base apostates to their God 
Or rebels to their King I 



OD^ TO THE DEPARTED 
REGENCY BILL 

George HI. began to show signs of mental de- 
rangement on 22d October, 1788 ; and on 5tli 
December his physicians reported that, al* 
though he was not incurable, it was impossible 
to predict how long his illness might last. Fox 
and the *' Portland Baud *' (t. e. the Whigs) who 
hoped to return to power through the Prince 
of Wales, maintained that the Heir-Apparent 
mnst take up the Regency with plenary sov- 
ereign powers ; but on 16th December Pitt 
brought in resolutions for appointing him Rik 
g^nt with restricted authority. The Bill passed 
the Commons on 11th February, 1789, but its 
prepress was suspended by the annonnceroent 
of the Chancellor on the 19th that the 
was convalescent; and on 10th March he 
sumed his state. 

Daughter of Chaos' doting years. 
Nurse of ten thousand hopes and fean I 
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Whetlier thy lury, utwubstaDtial sb«l« 
(TLa riglita of tfopultura now dulf paid) 
Sptead abroad its bideous form 
(>a the roaring civil atoFm, 
Deafening diu and warring rage 
Factions wild with factioua wage; 

Or Uodergrouud 

Deep-sunk, profound 
Among the demons of the earth, 

Wi£ groans that make 

The mountains shake 
Thou mourn thj ill-starr'd hlight«d birth; 
Or iu the uncreated Void, 

Where seeds of future beiug flght, 
With lighteu'd step thou wander wide 

To greet thy mother — Ancient Night — 
And as each jarring mouster'mass is past. 
Fond recollect what nnce thou wait; 
Iu manner due, beneath this sacred oak, 
Hear, Spirit, hear I thj pretence I ia- 

By a Monarch's heaven-struck fate; 

By a disunited State; 

By a generous Prince's wrongs; 

By a Senate's war of tongues; 

By a Premier's sullen pride 

Louring on the changing tide; 

By dread Thurlow's powers to awe — 

Rhetoric, blasphemy,and law; 

By the turbulent ocean, 

A Nation's commotion; 

By the harlot-caresses 

Of Borough addresses; 

By days few and evil; 

(Thy portion, poor devil !), 

By Power, Wealth, and Shoic — the Gods 

by men adored; 
Bynameleis Poverty their Hell abhorred; 

By all they hope, by all they fear, 

Hear I and Appear t 

Stare nut on me, thou ghostly Fower, 
Nor, grim with chnin'd deftnncp, lour I 
No Babel-structure would I build 

Where, Ord^r eiil'd from his native sway. 
Confusion might the Regent-sceptre wield. 

While all would rule and none obey. 
Go, to the world of Man relate 
The story of thy sad, eventful fate; 
And call presnmptiioiis Hope to hear 
And bid him check his blind career; 
And tell the sore-prest sonii of Cara 

Never, never to despair I 



Paint Charles's speed on wings of fire, 
The object of his fund desire. 
Beyond bis boldest hopes, at hand. 
Paint eJI the triumph of the Purtlaud Band 
(Hark I huw they lift the joy-eiulting voice. 
And how their uum'rous ortiditois rejoice I); 
But just at hopes to warm enjoymeut rite, 
Cry " Convalescence 1 " and Uie visiuu Uiea. 

Then ueit pourtray a dark'uing twilight 
gloom 

Eclipsing sad a gay, rejoicing mom, 
While proud Ambition to th' untimely tomb 

By gnashing, grim, despairing flendi it 

Paint Rnjn, in the shape of high Dundaa 

Gaping with giddy terror o^r the brow: 
In vaiD he sttuggles, the Fates behind him 

And clamorous Hell yawns (or her prejr 

How fallen That, whose pride latr scaled 

the skies 1 
And ThU, like Lucifer, uo more to rise I 



Then know this truth, ye Sons of Men 
(Thus ends tby moral talc); 

Yonr darkest terrors may be vain, 
Your brightest hopes may fail I 



In akttCT to Mn. Dnnhip of 4th April, ITfW, 
[probably tor 4th May], Bnnw wrot^ : " The 
following are a few stanus of new Psalmody 



> a London newspaper with the date and 
prafaoe fallowing; ^ Kilmuncwk, 2.^th April. 
Hr. Printar, — In a certain ohapfl, not fifty 
IflagnM froRi the market ctimb of this good 
town, the foUowing staniat of Psalmody, it i* 
said, were oompoeed for, and deTontlv nnir ou, 
the late jovf nl lolflninity of the 2.'M.' " The 
inper was Sduit's Morning Star, where pamdy 
and letter, dated " Kilmamook, April DOth." 
and aigned "Dnnoaa M'Leraie" — the hero 
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he of an old Kilmarnock long nreserved in 
The Merry Mtues — appeared on May 14th. 



O, 8IN6 a new song to the Lord ! 

Make, all and every one, 
A joyful noise, ev'n for the King 

Ilis restoration ! 



II 



The sons of Belial in the land 

Did set their heads together. 
** Come, let us sweep them off," said they, 

** Like an overflowing river I " 



III 



They set their heads together, I say, 
They set their heads together: 

On right, and left, and every hand. 
We saw none to deliver. 



IV 



Thou madest strong two chosen ones, 
To quell the Wicked's pride: 

That Toung Man, great in Issachar, 
The burden-bearing tribe; 



And him, among the Princes, chief 

In our Jerusalem, 
The Judge that 's mighty in Thy law, 

The man that fears Thy name. 

VI 

Tet they, even they with all their strength, 

Began to faint and fail; 
Even as two howling, rav'ning wolves 

To dogs do turn their tail. 

# VII 

Th* ungodly o'er the just prevail'd; 

For so Thou hadst appointed, 
That Thou might'st greater glory g^ve 

Unto Thine own anointed ! 

VIII 

And now Thou hast restored our State, 

Pity our Kirk also; 
For she by tribulations 

Is now brought very low I 

IX 

Consume that high-place. Patronage, 
From off Thy holy hill; 



I 



And in Thy fury bum the book 
Even of that man M«Gill 1 



Now hear our prayer, accept our song, 
And light Thy chosen's battle I 

We seek but little, Lord, from Thee: 
Thou kens we get as little I 



INSCRIBED TO THE RIGHT 
HON. C. J. FOX 

Enclosed to Mrs. Dunlop in the same letter 
as the preceding piece : *' I have another poetic 
whim in my head, which I at present deoicate, 
or rather inscribe, to the Hon. Charles J. Fox ; 
but how lonc^ the fancy may hold I can't say. 
A few of the first lines I have just rough 
sketched as follows.*' 

How Wisdom and Folly meet, mix, and 
unite, 

How Virtue and Vice blend their black 
and their white. 

How Genius, th' illustrious father of fiction, 

Confounds rule and law, reconciles contra- 
diction, 

I sing. If these mortals, the critics, should 
bustle, 

I care not, not I : let the critics go whistle! 

But now for a Patron, whose name and 
whose glory 
At once may illustrate and honour my 
story : — 

Thou first of our orators, first of our wits, 

Yet whose parts and acquirements seem 
mere lucky hits; 

With knowledge so vast and with judg- 
ment so strong, 

No man with the half of 'em e'er could go 
wrong; 

With passions so potent and fancies so 
bright, 

No man with the half of 'em e'er could go 
right; 

A sorry, poor, misbegot son of the Muses, 

For using thy name, offers fifty excuses. 

Good Lord, what is Man 1 For as simple 
he looks, 
Do but try to develop his hooks and his 
crooks ! 



ON GLENRIDDELL'S FOX BREAKING HIS CHAIN 



With hU depths and his sballowB, hia good 

and b» eril, 
AU in all he 'a a problem must puizle the 

Devil. 

On bis one ruling pauion Sir Pope hugelj 

Hat, like th' old Hebrew watking-awiteh, 

eata up its neighbours. 
Uunuui Nature 's his ehow-box — jowt 

friend, would jon kuoir him 7 
Full the strinc, Ruline Passion — the pio- 

ttir« wul Bhow him. 
What pit;, in rearing so beanteons a sjs- 

Ou« trifling particulfiT — Tmtb — should 

have miss'd biin I 
For, Bpit« of fait fine theoretio positions, 
Maukiod is a science deBes defiDitions. 

Some sort all our qualities each to its 
And think Human Nature they trulj de- 
Have you found this, or t'other? There's 

more in the wind, 
As by one drunken fellow bis comrades 

yon '11 find. 
But snch is the flaw, or the depth of the plan 
In the make of that wonderful creature 

called Man, 
No two virtues, whatever relation they 

Nor even two different shades of the same, 
Though like as was ever twin brother to 

brother. 
Possessing the one shall imply you *ve the 



But truce with abstraction, and tnice 

with a Muse 
Whose rhymes you II perhaps, Sir, ne'er 

deign to peruse t 
Will you leave your justings, yonr jars, 

and your quarrels, 
Contending with Billy for proud-nodding 

laurels ? 
My much-honour'd Patron, believe yonr 

poor Poet, 
Tour courage much more than your pru- 
dence you show iL 
In Tun with Squire Billy for laurels jon 

struggle: 
He II have them by fair trade — it not, be 

will smuggle; 



Nor cabinets even of kings would conoeol 

He 'd np the bock-ataits, and by God he 

would steal 'em 1 
Then feats like Squire Billy's, yon ne'er 

can achieve em; 
It is not, outju him — tbe task it, onU 

thieve him I 



A FRAGMENT, I79I 

Thou, Liberty, tboa art my tbeme ; 
Not such as idle poets dream. 
Who trick thee up a heathen goddesa 
That a fantastic cap and rod has t 
Sueb stale conceits are poor and silly ; 
I paint tbee out a Highland filly, 
A sturdy, stubborn, handsome dapple. 
At sleek 's a mouse, as round 's an apple, 
That, when thou pleosest, can do wonders, 
But when thy luckless rider blunders, 
Or if thy fancy should demur there, 
Wilt break thy neck ere thon go further. 

These things premis'd, I sing a Fox — 
Was caught among bit native rooks. 
And to a dirty kennel chained — 
How be bis liberty regained. 

Olenriddell t a Whig witbont a stain, 
A Whig in principle and grain. 
Could 'st thou enslave a free-bom erek 

A native denizen of Natnre ? 

How coiild'st thou, with a heart so good 

(A better ne'er was sluioed with blood). 

Nail a poor devil to a tree. 

That ne'er did harm to thine or tbee ? 

The sUnncbest Whig Glpuriddel was. 
Quite frantic in hia conntrv's cause; 
And oft was Reynard's pnion passing. 
And with his brother- Whigs canrAssing 
The rights of men, the powers of woment 
With all the dignity of Freemen. 

Sir Reynard dsily heard debMtea 
Of princes', kings', and nations' fatei^ 
With many rueful, bloody stories 
Of tyrants, Jacobites, and Tories 1 
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From liberty how angels fell, 
That now are galley-slaves in Hell; 
How Nimrod tirst the trade began 
Of binding Slaver^s chains on man; 
How fell Semiramis — God damn her I — 
Did first, with sacrilegious hammer 
(All ilb till then were trivial matters) 
For Man dethroned forge hen-peck fetters; 
How Xerxes, that abandoned Tory, 
Thought cutting throats was reaping glory, 
Until the stubborn Whig^ of Sparta 
Taught him great Nature's Maena Charta; 
How mighty Rome her fiat han*d 
Resistless o'er a bowing world. 
And, kiuder than they did desire, 
Polish'd mankind with sword and fire: 
With much too tedious to relate 
Of ancient and of modern date, 
But ending still how Billy Pitt 
(Unlucky boy I) with wicked wit 
Has gag^d old Britain, drained her coffer, 
As butchers bind and bleed a heifer. 

Thus wil^ Reynard, by degrees 
In kemiel listening at his ease, 
Suok'd in a mighty stock of knowledge, 
As much as some folks at a college; 
Knew Britain's rights and constitution. 
Her aggrandisement, diminution; 
How Fortune wrought us good from evil: 
Let no man, then, despise the Devil, 
As who should say: "I ne'er can need 

him," 
Since we to scoundrels owe our Freedom. 



ON THE COMMEMORATION OF 
RODNEY'S VICTORY 

king's arms, DUMFRIES, I2TH APRIL, 

1793 

Rodney's action off Dominica, 12th April, 
1792, was for some time celebrated year by 
yeaii 

Instead of a song, boys, 1 11 give you a 

toast: 
Here 's the Mem'ry of those on the Twelfth 

that we lost I — 
We lost, did I say? — No, by Heav'n, 

that we found I 
For their fame it shall live while the world 

goes round. 



The next in succession I '11 give you: the 

King I 
And who would betray him, on high may 

he swing I 
And here 's the grand fabric, our Free 

Coustitutiou 
As built on the base of the great Revolu^ 

tiou I 
And, longer with Politics not to be cramm'dy 
Be Anarchy curs'd, and be Tyranny 

damn'd ! 
And who would to Liberty e'er prove 

disloyal. 
May his son be a hangman — and he his 

first trial ! 



ODE FOR GENERAL WASHING- 
TON'S BIRTHDAY 

^I am just going to trouble your critical 
patience with the first sketch of a stanza I 
have been framing as I paced along the road. 
The subject is Liberty : you know, my honoured 
friend, how dear the theme is to me. I de« 
sign it as an irregular ode for General Wash- 
ington's birthday/' (R. B. to Mrs. Dunlop^ 
25th June, 1794.) 

No Spartan tube, no Attic shell. 

No lyre ^olian I awake. 
'T is Liberty's bold note I swell: 

Thy harp, Columbia, let me take ! 
See gathering thousands, while I sing, 
A broken chain, exulting, bring 
And dash it in a tyrant's face. 
And dare him to his very beard. 
And tell him he no more is fear'd. 
No more the despot of Columbia^ 
race I 
A tyrant's proudest insults brav'd. 
They shout a People freed I They hail an 
Empire sav'd I 

Where is man's godlike form ? 
Where is that brow erect and bold, 
That eye that can unmov'd behold 
The wildest rage, the loudest storm 
That e'er created Fnry dared to raise ? 
Avaunt I thou caitiff, servile, bas^j 
That tremblest at a despot's nod. 
Yet, crouching under the iron rod. 
Canst laud the arm that struck th' iosolt* 
ing blow 1 



THE FfeTE CHAMPfeTRE 



IS9 



Art thou of man's Imperial Hue ? 
Dost boast that countenanoe divine ? 

Each skulking feature answers: No ! 
But come, ye sous of Liberty, 
Columbia's offspriug, brave as free, 
In danger's hour still flaming in the van, 
Te know, and dare maintain the Royalty 
of Man I 

Alfred, on thy starry throne 

Surrounded by the tuneful choir. 

The Bards that erst have struck the 

patriot lyre. 
And rous'd the freebom Briton's soul of 
fire. 
No more thy England own I 
Dare injured nations form the great design 
To make detested tyrants bleed ? 
Thy England execrates the glorious 

deed I 
Beneath her hostile banners waving. 
Every pang of honour bravinjr, 
England in thunder calls: ** The tyrant's 

cause is mine I " 
That hour accurst bow did the fiends rejoice, 
And Hell thro' all her confines raise th' 

exulting voice ! 
That hour which saw the generous English 

name 
Link't with such damnM deeds of ever- 
lasting shame ! 

Thee, Caledonia, thy wild heaths among, 
Fam'd for the martial deed, the heaven- 
taught song, 

To thee I turn with swimming eyes ! 
Where is that soul of Freedom fled ? 
Immingled with the mighty dead 

Beneath that hallow'd turf where Wallace 
lies I 
Hear it not, Wallace, in thy bed of death I 

Ye babbling winds, in silence sweep ! 

Disturb not ye the hero's sleep, 
Nor ^ve the coward secret breath I 
Is this the ancient Caledonian form, 
Firm as her rock, resistless as her storm ? 
Show me that eye which shot immortal hate, 

Blasting the Despot's proudest bearing I 
Show me that arm which, nerv'd with 
thundering fate, 

Crush'd Usurpation's boldest daring I 
Dark-quench'd as yonder sinking star, 
No more that glance lightens afar. 
That palsied arm no more whirls on the 
waste of war. 



THE FETE CHAMPETRE 



Tune : Kiliucrankis 

This is the earliest of a series of electiaii 
ballads, all in some sort parodies of popnlav 
pieces. Rerarding the genesis of this one, see 
ante, p. 75, Prefatory Note to When Guilford 
Good, and post, p. 227, Prefatory Note to TAs 
Battle of Sherramuir, It celebrates an enter-, 
tainment nven by William Cunningham of 
Annbank m 1788, on attaining his majority, 
bat intended (so men held) to serve a political 
end as welL 



O, WHA will to Saint Stephen's Hoose, 

To do our errands there, man ? 
O, wha will to Saint Stephen's House 

0' th' merry lads of Ayr, man ? 
Or will ye send a man o' law ? 

Or will ye send a sodger ? 
Or him wha led o'er Scotland a' 

The meikle Ursa-Major ? 

II 

Come, will ye court a noble lord. 

Or buy a score o' lairds, man ? 
For Worth and Hononr pawn their word« 

Their vote shall be Glencaird's, man. 
Ane gies them coin, ane gies them wine, 

Anither gies them clatter; 
Annbank, wha gue^s'd the ladies' taste. 

He gies a Fete Champetre. 

Ill 

When Love and Beauty heard the news 

The gay green-woods amang, man. 
Where, gathering flowers and basking 
bowers, 

They heard the blackbird's sang, man; 
A vow, they seal'd it with a kiss. 

Sir Politics to fetter: 
As theirs alone the patent bliss 

To hold a Fete Champetre. 

IV 

Then mounted Mirth on gleesome wing. 

O'er hill and dale she new, man; 
nk wimpling bum, ilk crystal spring. 

Ilk glen and shaw she knew, man. 
She summon'd every social sprite, 

That sports by wood or water, 
On th' bonie banks of Ayr to meet 

And keep this Fete Champetre. 
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Cauld Boreas wi' his boisterous crew 

Were bound to stakes like kye, man; 
And Cynthia's car, o' silver fu\ 

Clamb up the starry sky, man: 
Beilected beams dwell in the streams, 

Or down the current shatter; 
The western breeze steals through the 
trees 

To view this Fete Champetre. 

VI 

How many a robe sae gaily floats. 

What sparkling jewels glance, man, 
To Harmony's enchanting notes. 

As moves the mazy dance, man I 
The echoing wood, the winding flood 

Like Paradise did glitter. 
When aneels met at Adam's yett 

To hold their Fete Champetre. 

VII 

When Politics came there to mix 

And make his ether-stane, man. 
He circled round the magic ground, 

But entrance found he nane, man: 
He blush'd for shame, he quat his name, 

Forswore it every letter, 
Wi' humble prayer to join and share 

This festive Fete Champetre. 



THE FIVE CARLINS 

Tune : Chevy Chase 

The Five Carlins were of conrse the Damfries 
Parliamentary Burghs. On 20th October, 1780, 
soon after the beginning of the contest, Bnms 
sent a copy of Uiis brilliant pastiche of the folk- 
ballad to Mn. Dunlop, prefacing it with a mi- 
n-jte account of the state of parties, and indicat- 
ing pretty plainly that his sympathies were with 
Sir James Johnstone of Westerhall, who had 
represented the Burghs in the previous parlia- 
vn**nt. The other candidate. Captain Patrick 
Miller — a young officer of twenty — the son 
of his landlord, he describes as the creature " 
of the Duke of Queensberry. To Graham of 
Fintry he wrote on 0th December that he was 
'* too little a man to have any political attach- 
ments ; " that he had '* the warmest veneration 
for individuals of both parties ; " but ** that a 
man who has it in his power to be the father 
if a country, and who is only known to that 



country by the mischiefs he does in it, is a chais 
acter that one cannot speak of with patience." 
Captain Miller won the election, and repre- 
sented the Burghs till 1796. It was throi^ 
him that Mr. Perry of The Morning ChronicU 
proposed that Burns should join his staff in 
1794. 



There was five carlins in the South: 

They fell upon a scheme 
To send a lad to Lon'on town 

To bring them tidings hame: 

II 

Nor only bring them tidings hame. 

But do their errands there: 
And aiblins gowd and honor baith 

Might be that laddie's share. 

Ill 

There was Msggie by the banks o* Nitht 

A dame wi' pride eneugh; 
And Marjorie o' the Monie LochSy 

A carlin auld and teugh; 

IV 

And Blinkin Bess of Annandale, 
That dwelt near Solway-side; 

And Brandy Jean, that took her gill 
In Galloway sae wide; 



And Black Join, f rae Crichton Feel^ 

O' gipsy kith an' kin: 
Five wighter carlins were na found 

The South countrie within. 

VI 

To send a lad to London town 

They met upon a day; 
And monie a knight and monie a laird 

This errand fam wad gae. 

VII 

O, monie a knight and monie a laird 

This errand tain wad gae; 
But nae ane could their fancy please^ 

O, ne'er a ane bnt tway ! 

VIII 

The first ane was a belted Knight, 

Bred of a Border band ; 
And he wad gae to London Town, 

Might nae man him withstand; 



ELECTION BALLAD FOR WESTERHA' 



And be wad do their errands ir«el. 
And meikle he md m;; 

And ilka ivne at London court 
Wad l)id to bim giad-dty. 



Tha ueist cam in, a Soger bojr, 
And spak wi' modest grace; 

And he wad gme to London Town, 
If aae their pleasure was. 



He wad na hecht them courtly ^tt. 
Nor meikle speech pretend ; 

But be wad hecht on honett heart 
Wad ne'er desert his friend. 



Now wham to cbuse and wham refuse 

At strife tfaoe earlins fell; 
For some had gentle folk to please, 

And some mi please themsel. 



Then out spafc mim-mou'd Meg o' Nith, 

And she spak up wi' pride, 
And she wad send the Soger lad, 

Whatever might betide. 
XIV 
For the aald Guidman o' London court 

Sbe didna care a pin; 
But she wad send the Soger lad 

To greet his eldest son. 



Then up sprang Bew o' Annandale, 

And swore a deadly aitfa, 
Sayi: — "I will send the belted Knight, 

Spite of you oarlins baith I 



" For far-aff fowls bae feathers fair. 
And foob o' chan^ are fain; 

But I hae tried Ihis^rder Knight: 
ni try him yet f^ain." 



Then Brandy Jean spak owre her drink. ~ 

" Ye weel ken, fcimmers a'. 
The auld Guidman o' London conrt, 

His back's been at the wa'; 



" And monie a friend that kiss'd his oanp 

Is now a fremit wight; 
But it 's ne'er be sae wi' Brandy Jean — 

I '11 send the Border Knight^* 



Says Black Jotln frae Ciichton Peel, 

A cailin stoor and grim: — 
"The auld Guidman or the young Guidman 

For me may sink or swim I 



« For fools will prate o' right or wrang, 
While knaves laugh in their slieve; 

Bnt wha blaws best the bom shall win — 
1 11 spier nae couitier'a leave I " 



Then slow raise Marjorie o' the Loehl, 
And wrinkled was her brow. 

Her andent weed was russet gray. 
Her auld Scots heart was tme: — 



" There 's some great folk set .light by m 

I set aa light by them; 
But I will send to London town 

Wham I lo'e best at hame." 



Sae how this stnrt end strife may end, 

Tbeie 'a naehody can tell. 
God grant the King and ilka man 

Hay look weel to themsel I 



Written nn behalf of Sir Jamei JohiBtans, 
and modrllad on the Jaoobits ballad Up and 
Waur Mem A'. Willit. In the lettor to_Mra. 
Dan lop enclosin 
wrote of (he I 



Up and waur them a', Jamie, 

Up and waar them a' 1 
The Johnstones hae the gnidin O^i 

Ye turncoat Whigs, awa I 
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THELaddies by the banks o' Nith 
Wad trust his Grace wi' a\ Jamie; 

But he '11 sair them as he sair'd the King 
Turn tail and rin awa, Jamie. 



II 



The da^ he stnde his country's friendi 
Or gied her faes a claw, cJamie, 

Or free puir man a blessin wan — 
That day the Duke ne'er saw, Jamie. 



Ill 



But wha is he, his country's boast ? 

Like him there is na twa, Jamie ! 
There 's no a callant tents the kye 

But kens o' Westerha', Jamie. 

IV 

To end the wark, here 's Whistlebirk — 
Lanf may his whistle blaw, Jamie ! — 

And Maxwell true, o' sterling blue, 
And we 11 be Johnstones il, Jamie. 

Upand waur them a', Jamie, 

Up and waur them a' I 
The Johnstones hae the gnidin o't: 

Te turncoat Whigs, awa ! 

AS I CAM DOON THE BANKS 
0' NITH 

William DongrUw, fourth Duke of Queens- 
berry 0724-1810), the notorious "Old Q.," is 
** his Omoe " of the last ballad and is satirist 
afifain in the following not hitherto^ printed. 
Queensberrr supported the proposal tnat the 
Prince of Wales should assume the froyem- 
ment, with full royal prerogatives, during the 
King's illness. 

As I cam doon the banks o' Nith 
And by Glenriddell's ha', man. 

There I heard a piper play 
Turri'^oat Whigs atoa, man, 

Dmmlanrig's towers hae tint the powers 
That kept the lands in awe, man: 

The engle s dead, and in his stead 
We 've gotten a hoodie-craw, man. 

The turn-coat Duke his King forsook, 
When his back was at the wa', man: 

> Thst is, IWore ths Csntensry Edition. 



The rattan ran wi' a' his clan 

For fear the house should fa', man. 

The lads about the banks o' Nith, 
They trust his Grace for a', man: 

But he '11 sair them as he sair't his King, 
Turn tail and rin awa, man. 



ELECTION BALLAD 

AT CLOSE OF THE CONTEST FOR REPRB 
SENTING THE DUMFRIES BURGHS, I790 

ADDRESSED TO ROBERT GRAHAM OF FINTRY 

For Qraham of Flntry, see ante, p 85. 



FiNTRY, my stay in worldly strife. 
Friend o' my Muse, friend o' my life, 

Are ye as idle 's I am ? 
Come, then ! Wi' nncouth kintra fleg 
O'er Pegasus I '11 fling my lee, 

And ye shall see me try him ! 

II 

But where shall I gae rin or ride, 
That I may splatter nane beside ? 

I wad na be uncivil: 
In mankind's various paths and ways 
Tliere 's av some doytm body strays. 

And I ride like a devil. 

Ill 

Thus I break a£P wi* a' my birr, 
An' down yon dark, deep alley spur. 

Where Theologies aander: 
Alas ! curst wi' eternal fogs. 
And damn'd in everlasting bogs. 

As sure 's the Creed I '11 blunder 2 

IV 

I 'II stain a band, or jaup a gown, 
Or rin my reckless, g^iilty crown 

Against the haly door I 
Sair do I rue my luckless fate. 
When, as the Muse an' Deil wad hae % 

I rade that road before I 



Suppose I take a spurt, and mix 
Amang the wilds o* Politics — 
iSectors and elected — 



ELECTION BALLAD 



Wbere doga at Court (sad aoua o' tntobM I) 
SeptenDiBll J a madDesa tonohea, 
mi all the laud 'a infected ? 



All hail, Dmmlanrig'a haughty Gnea, 
Discarded remnaiit uf a race 

Once godlike — great in sto^ I 
Thy father*' virtues all oontTMted, 
The veiy name of DougUs blasted, 

Thine that inverted glory I 

VII 

Hate, envy, oft the Donglaa bore; 
But thou hast superadded raore, 

And sunk them in contempt I 
Follies and crimes have atain'd the name; 
But, Queensberrj, thine the Tirgio clairo. 

From aught that '» good eiemptl 



I 'II alng the leal Drumlanrig bears, 
Who left the all-important cares 

Of flddlers, whores, and hunters. 
And, bent on buying Borough Towns, 
Came shaking bands wi' wabstei^loooa, 

And kiaaing bareflt hunters. 



Combustion thro' our boroagfaa rode. 
Whistling his roaring pack abroad 

Of mad nnmuEzIed lions. 
As Queensberry kiiff-and-blue nnfnrl'd. 
And Westerha and Hopeton hurl'd 

To every Whig defiance. 



But cautioua Queensberry left the war 
(Th' nnnoanner'd duat might soil his itarj 

Besides, he hated bleed inj;), 
But left behind him heroes bright. 
Heroes in Cesarean fight 

Or Ciceronian pleading. 



O, for a throat like huge Mon*-Heg, 
To muster o'er each anient Whig 

Beneath Dmmlanrig's banner ! 
Heroes and heroines commix. 
All in the field of politics, 

To win immortal honor I 



M'Hardo and his lovely sponse 

(Hi' enaiiioiir'd iMnIa kin ber btowi 1) 



Led on the Loves and Gnuses: 
She won each gaping buivess' heart, 
While he, tub ro»d, played his p«rt 

Among their wives and buses. 



Ciaigdarroch led a light-Brm'd coro: 
Tropes, metaphors, ud figures pour, 

Like Hecla streaming thunder. 
Glenriddell, skill'd in msty coins, 
Blew up each Tory's dark designs 

And bared tbe treason unoei. 



In either wing two cbampiona fought: 
Redoubted Staig, who set at nought 

The wildcat aavage Tory ; 
And Welsh, who ne'er yet flinch'd hit 

High-wav'd his magnnm-bonnm roond 
With Cyclopeian fury. 



Miller brought np th' artillery ranks, 



While Muwelton, that baron bold, 
'Mid Lawson'a port entrencb'd bis hold 
And threaten'd worse damnation. 



To these what Tory boats oppos'd, 
With these what Tory warriors cloa'd, 

Surpasses my deKcHving : 
SouadroQs, extended long and larf:e. 
With furious speed rush to the charge, 

like furiooB devils driving. 



What verse can sing, what prose narrate 
The butcher deeds of blonder Fate 

Amid this mighty tulvie ? 
(rrim Horror gimM, jiale iTerror roar'd. 
As Mnrtber at his thrapple shor'd. 

And Hell miz'd in the brulyie. 



down with crashing rattle, 
As flames among a hundred woods. 
As headlong foam a hundred floods — 
Such is the rage of Battle I 
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XIX 

The stubborn Tories dare to die : 
As soon the rooted oaks would fly 

Before th' approaching fellers I 
The Whigs come on like Ocean's roar, 
When all his wintry billows pour 
• Against the Buchan BuUers. 

XX 

Lo, from the shades of Death's deep night 
Departed Whigs enjoy the fight, 

And think on former darine I 
The muffled murtherer of Charles 
The Mag^a Charter flag unfurls, 

All deadly gules its bearing. 

XXI 

Nor wanting ghosts of Tory fame : 
Bold Scrimgeour follows gallant Graham, 

Auld Covenanters shiver . . . 
Forgive ! forgive I much-wrong'd Mon- 
trose I 
Now Death and Hell engulph thy foes, 

Thou liv'st on high for ever ! 

xxn 

Still o'er the field the combat burns; 
The Tories, Whigs, give way by turns; 

But Fate the word has spoken; 
For woman's wit and strength o' man, 
Alas ! can do but what they can : 

The Tory ranks are broken. 

XXIII 

O, that my een were flowing bums I 
My voice a lioness that mourns 

Her darling cubs' undoing 
That I might greet, that I might cry, 
While Tories fall, while Tories fly 

From furious Whig^ pursuing I 

XXIV 

What Whig but melts for good Sir James, 
Dear to his country by the names. 

Friend, Patron, Benefactor ? 
Not Pulteney's wealth can Pulteney save; 
And Hopeton falls — the generous, 
brave ! — 

And Stewart bold as Hector. 

XXV 

Thou, Pitt, shalt rue this overthrow. 
And Thnrlow growl this curse of woe. 
And Melville melt in wailing 1 



Now Fox and Sheridan rejoice. 
And Burke shall sine;: — " O Prince, arise \ 
Thy power is all prevailing I " 

XXVI 

For your poor friend, the Bard, afar 
He sees and hears the distant war, 

A cool spectator purely: 
So, when the storm the forest rends, 
The robin in the hedge descends. 

And, patient, chirps securely. 

XXVII 

Now, for my friends' and brethren's sakes. 
And for my dear-lov'd Land o' Cakes, 

I pray with holy fire: — 
Lord, send a rough-shod troop' o* Hell 
O'er a' wad Scotland buy or sell. 

To grind them in the mire ! 



BALLADS ON MR. HERON'S 
ELECTION, 179s 

BALLAD FIRST 

In ihb Election for the Stewartry of Kirk- 
ondbright, Heron of Kerroughtrie, the Whig 
candidate, was opposed bv Thomas Gordon of 
Balmaghie. Bums, who had visited Heron in 
Jane, 1704, warmly supported him, not merely 
for friendship's sake but out of a special dis- 
like to the more conspicuous among Balmagh. 
ie's supporters. This ballad and the next hb 
enclosed in a letter to Mr. Heron, stating that 
he had distributed them '* among friends all 
over the country." 



Wham will we send to London town. 

To Parliament and a' that ? 
Or wha in a' the country round 
The best deserves to fa' that ? 
For a' that, and a' that, 
Tliro' Galloway and a' that. 
Where is the Laird or belted Knight 
That best deserves to fa' that ? 

II 

Wha sees Kerronghtree's open yett — 

And wha is 't never saw that ? — 
Wha ever wi' Kerroughtree met, 
And has a doubt of a' that ? 
For a' that, and a' that, 
Here 's Heron yet for a' that I 
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Tbo' wit and worth, in either sex, 
Saint Mary's Isle can ahaw tliat, 
Wi' Lords and Dukes let Selkirk mix. 
And weel does Selkirk fa' that. 
Fill a' that, and a' that. 
Here 'b Heron yet for a' that I 
All indeptindeiit commoner 
Shall be the uian for a' that. 



But why shonid we to Noblea jeuk, 

And it HgHinst the law, that, 

And eien a Lord may be a gowk, 

Wi' ribban, star, and n' that 7 

For a' that, and a' that. 

Here 's HeroQ yet for a' that 1 

A Lord may be a lousy loon, 

Wi' ribban, star, and a' that. 



A beardlesR boy conies o'er the bilU 

Wt '■ uucle's purse and a' that; 
But w« 'II has ane frae 'niang ourselB, 
A man we ken, and a' that. 
For a' that, and a' that. 
Here 'a Heron yet for a* that I 
We are na to be bought and Rold, 
Like nowte, and naigs, and a' that. 



Then let na driuk: — " The Stewartry, 

Kerroughtree's laird, and a' that, 
Our representative to be;" 
For weel he's worthy a' that I 
For a' that, and a' that, 
Here 's Heron yet (or a' that I 
A House of CommoiiR such aa he, 
They wad be bleat that saw that. 



TuHB : Fy, Ln Ui A' U Tht Bridal 

A parodv of Ttc Bliilhtonu Wtdding, tha 
olanio, in Watwn's FiPBt Part (1708), attrib- 
uted to Frueii Sempte : — 



To nlUi ■ k«t ot (ood Ab." 



Fy, let ua a' to Kirkcudbright, 

For there will be bickeriu there; 
For Murray's ligbt horse are to muster. 

An' O, bow tha heroes will swear t 
And there will be Murray commander, 

An' Gordon the battle to win: 
Like brothers, they *11 itan' by each other, 

Sae knit in alliaJioe and kin. 

II 
An' there 1] be blaek-nebbit Jolinie, 

The tongue o' the trump to tbem a!i 
Gin be get pa Hell for his haddin. 

The Deil gets nae justice ava I 
And there '11 be Kempleton'a birkie, 

A boy no sae black at the bane ; 
But as to his fine nabob fortune — 

We 'II e'en let the subject alane t 



An' there 'U be Wigton's new sheriff — 

Dame Jastioe fu brawly has sped: 
She 's gotten the heart of a Buahby, 

But Lord I what 's beoome o' the bead ' 
An' there '11 be Cardoness, Esquire, 

Sae mighty in Cardoness' eyes: 
A wight that will weather damnation. 

For the Devil the prey would despise. 



An' there 11 be Dotigtassea doughty. 

New christening towns far and near: 
Abjuring their democrat doings 

An' kissing the arse of a peer I 
An' there 'II be Kenmore sae generoai, 

Wba's honor it proof to the storm : 
To save them front stark reprobation 

He lent them his name to the Brtn I 



But wB winna mention Redcastle, 

The body — e'en let him escape I 
He 'd Tenture the gallows for siller. 

An' 't were na the cost o' the rape t 
An' wbare is oar King's Lord Lieutenant^ 

Sae famed for his gratefu' retom ? 
The billie is getting bis Questions 

To aay at St. Stephen's the mom J 
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VI 

An* there '11 be lads o' the 'jgfotopel: 

Muirhead, wha 's as guid as he *s true; 
An' there *11 be Buittle's Apostle, 

Wha 's mair o' the black than the blue; 
An' there '11 be folk f rae St. Mary's, 

A house o' ereat merit and note: 
The Deil ane but honors them highly, 

The Deil ane will gie them his vote I 

VII 

An' there 11 be wealthy young Richard, 

Dame Fortune should hang by the neck: 
But for prodigal thriftless bestowing, 

His merit had won him respect. 
An' there '11 be rich brither nabobs; 

Tho' nabobs, yet men o' the first ! 
An' there '11 be Collieston's whiskers. 

An' Quinton — o* lads no the warst ! 

VIII 

An' there 11 be Stamp-Office Johnie: 

Tak tent how ye purchase a dram I 
An' there '11 be gay Cassencarry, 

An' there 11 be Colonel Tam ; 
An' there '11 be trusty Kerrouehtree, 

Wha's honour was ever his law: 
If the virtues were paok't in a parcel, 

His worth might be sample lor a' ! 

IX 

An' can we forget the anld Major, 

Wha '11 ne'er be forgot in the Greys ? 
Our flatt'ry we '11 keep for some other: 

Him only it 's justice to praise ! 
An' there 11 be maiden Kilkerran, 

An also Barskimming's g^id Knight. 
An' there '11 be roaring Birtwhistle — 

Tet' luckily roars in the right 1 



An' there frae the Niddlesdale border 

Will mingle the Maxwells in droves: 
Tench Johnie, Staunch Geordie, and Wattie 

That girns for the fishes an' loaves ! 
An' there 11 be Logan's M'Doual — 

Sculdudd'ry an' he will be there I 
An' also the wild Scot o' Galloway, 

Sogering, g^npowther Blair I 

XI 

Then hey the chaste interest of Broughton, 
An' hey for the blessings 't will bring I 

It may send Balmaghie to the Commons — 
In Sodom 't would niaJL him a King ! 



An' bey for the sanctified Mhrray 
Our land wha wi' chapels has stor'd; 

He founder'd his horse among harlots, 
But gie'd the auld naig to Uie Lord I 



BALLAD THIRD: 
JOHN BUSHBY'S LAMENTATION 

Tune : Bales In the Wood 

For John Bushby, see poA^ p. 108, Prefatory 
Note to Epitaph on John Buihbff; and for the 
personages referred to in the ballad, see Notes, 
p. 343, and also Notes to Ballad Second^ pp. 
342,343. 



'T WAS in the Seventeen Hnuder yeai 

O' grace, and Ninety-Five, 
That year I was the wae'est man 

Of ouie man alive. 

n 

In March the three-an'-twentieth mom. 
The sun raise clear an' bright; 

But O, I was a waefu' man, 
Ere to-fa' •' the night I 

III 

Terl Galloway lang did nile this land 

Wi' equal right and fame. 
Fast knit in chaste and holy bands 

With Brougbton's noble name. 

IV 

Teri Galloway's man o' men was I, 
AAch chief o' Brougbton's host: 

So twa blind begears, on a string. 
The faithfu' tyke will trust ! 



But now Terl Galloway's sceptre 's broke^ 
And Broughton 's wi' the slain. 

And I my ancient craft may try, 
Sin' honesty is gane. 

VI 

'T was by the banks o' bonie Dee, 
Beside Kirkcudbright's towers. 

The Stewart and the Murray there 
Did muster a' their powers. 

VII 

Then Murray on the auld grey yand 
Wi' winged spurs did ride: 
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That anld grer T»ad a' NidMlale nde, 


Save on a wand'rer lame and blind. 


He Btaw upon Nidaide. 


To drive bim fiae bit door. 


VIII 


XVII 


An' there had db been the Terl hinuel, 


And last cam creepin Collieston, 


0, there bad been nae pUj 1 


Was mair in feat than wrath; 


Put Garlies wa« to Loodon gane. 


Ae knave was constant in his mind- 


And MM the kj« might itray. 


To keep that knave trae scaith. 


And there wu Balmaghie, I ween — 
Id front rank he wsd ihine; 

Bat Balmagbie bad better been 
DrinkiiAUdeiTa wine. 




THE TROGGER 


Tune: Bu^ Bnom Bjtemt 


And ftae GlenkeDi cam to oar aid 

A chief o'donghty deed: 
In ease that worth should wanted be, 


Written tor Bonn's electioD for Eirkeod- 
bright in '06. [Sm ante, p. 164, Pnfatorr 
Note to Fira fiiron Election BaUad.] Bnn» 
died before the result was known. On this 


0' Kenmure we bad need. 


occasion Haron was opposed hj the Hon. Mont- 




gomery Stewart, son of the Earl of Oallow.;. 




A troBger is a travBllinfr hawker or pukman. 


And bj oar banner* march'd Mnirbeitd, 
AndBuitdewaanaBlaok, 


For the persons, we posi, pp. 342,343, Notes to 






Foe wha could dye the blaok? 


CHORUS 


XII 


Buy braw troggin 

Ftae tbe banks o' Dfw I 
Wha wants troggin 

Let bim come to me 1 


Look'doDtilfa'waadoDe: 


A bowlet tits at uoon. 


I 


XIII 


Wha will buy my troggin. 


And there led I the Biuhby elan: 


Fine election ware, 
A' in high repair 7 


Mj gamesome biOie, WiU, 
And my ion Maitland, wise as brare, 


11 


XIV 


There's a noble Eari'i 


'The DoDglas and the Heron's name, 
We set nought to their score; 

The DoiigUs and the Heron's name 
Had felt our weight before. 


Fame and high renown. 
For an auld sang — it '■ tbougU 
Tbe gnids wore stown. 


ni 




Here '■ tbe worth o' Broariiton 




Id a needle's e'e. 


Bat Donglassei o' weight had we: 


Here 'b a repiitatioD 
Tint by Balmaghie. 


The pair o' lusty Uirds, 








IV 




Here's its staff aDdlinini^ 






And then Redcaatle drew his sword 


Fine for a soger. 


That ne'ei was itain'd wi' gore 


A' tbe waU o' lead. 
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Here 'a a little wadset — 
Buittle's scrap o' truth, 

Pawn'd in a gin-shop, 
Quenching holy drouth. 



VI 



Here 's an honest conscience 
Might a prince adorn, 

Frae the downs o' Tiuwald — 
So was never worn ! 



VII 



Here 's armorial bearings 
Frae the manse o* Urr: 

The crest, a sour crab-apple 
Rotten at the core. 



VIII 



Here is Satan's picture, 
Like a bizzard gled 

Pouncine poor Redcastle, 
Sprawlin like a taed. 



IX 



Here 's the font where Douglas 
Stane and mortar names, 

Lately used at Caily 
Christening Murray's crimes. 



Here 's the worth and wisdom 
Collieston can boast: 

By a thievish midge 

They had been nearly lost. 

XI 

Here is Murray's fragments 
O' the Ten Commands, 

Gifted by Black Jock 

To get them a£P his hands. 

XII 

Saw ye e'er sic troggin ? — 
If to buy ye 're slack, 

Homie 's tumin chapman: 
He '11 buy a' the pack I 

CHORUS 

Bny braw troggin 
Frae the banks o' Dee 

^Tha wants troggin 
Let him come to me I 



THE DEAN OF THE FACULTY 

A NEW BALLAD 

Tune: Tkt Dragon of WantUy 

Bums chaiged the squib on learning that 
Robert Dundas of Amiston — against whom 
he had a gradge — (see po»<, p. 174, Pk«f atory 
Note to On tA« DfoM of Lord President Dun- 
das) — had, on 12th January, 1796, been elected 
Dean of the Faculty of Advocates by a latge 
majority over Henry Erskine. Dundas, the 
son of the Lord President, was bom fith June, 
1758 ; appointed Lord Advocate in 1780 ; from 
1790 to 1796 sat for Edinbnigh; in 1801 was 
made Baron of the Exchequer ; and died 17th 
June, 1819. For Erskine, see posty p. 326, Note 
to The Author^ s Earnest Cry and Prayer ^ stanxa 
xiv. line 1; and also i>of<, p. 183, Prefatory 
Xote to In the Court of Session. 
\ 

I 

Dire was the hate at Old Harlaw 

That Scot to Scot did carry ; 
And dire the discord Laneside saw 

For beauteous, hapless Mary. 
But Scot to Scot ne'er met so hot. 

Or were more in fury seen. Sir, 
Than 'twixt Hal and JSob for the famous 
job. 

Who should be the Facidty's Dean, Sir. 

II 

This Hal for genius, wit, and lore 

Among the first was number'd; 
But pious Bob, 'mid learning's store 

Commandment the Tenth remember'd. 
Tet simple Bob the victory got. 

And won his heart's desire: 
Which shows that Heaven can boil the pot, 

Tho' the Deil piss in the fire. 

Ill 

Squire Hal, besides, had in this case 

Pretensions rather brassy ; 
For talents, to deserve a place, 

Are qualifications saucy. 
So their worships of the Faculty, 

Quite sick of Merit's rudeness, 
Chose one who should owe it all, d' ye see. 

To their gratis grace and goodness. 

IV 

As once on Pisgah purg'd was the sight 
Of a sou of Circumcision, 
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So, may be, on this Pisgah height 
Bob's purblind mental Yision. 

Nay, Bobby's moath may be open'd yety 
Till for eloquence you bail him, 

And swear that he has the Angel met 
That met the Aas of Balaam. 



In your heretic sins may ye live and die, 

xe heretic £ight4ind-Tbirty ! 
But accept, ye sublime majority, 

My congratulations hearty 1 
With your honors, as with a certain King, 

In your servants this is striking, 
The more incapacity they bring 

The more they're to your liking. 



MISCELLANIES 

THE TARBOLTON LASSES 

I 

If ye nie up to yon hill-tap, 
Te '11 there see bonie 




She kens her father is a laii 
And she forsooth *b a leddy. 



II 



There 's Sophy tight, a lassie bright, 
Besides a handsome fortune: 

Wha canna win her in a night 
Has little art in courtin. 



ni 



6ae down by Faile, and taste the ale, 

And tak a look o' Mysie: 
She 's dour and din, a deil within, 

But aiblins she may please ye. 



IV 



If she be shy, her sister try. 
Ye '11 may be fancy Jenny: 

If ye '11 dispense wi' want o' sense, 
She kens hersel she 's bonie. 



As ye gae up by yon hillside, 

Spier in for bonie Bessy: 
She '11 gie ye a beck, and bid ye light. 

And handsomely address ye. 

VI 

There 's few sae bonie, nane sae guid 
In a' King Greorge' dominion: 



If ye should doubt the truth of this. 
It 's Bessy's ain opinion. 



THE RONALDS OF THE BEN- 
NALS 

The Bennals was a farm in Tarholton parish. 
Miss Jean refused GKlbert Bams. Tlie father, 
supposed to have " Braid money to tocher then 
a*, man/* went bankrupt in 1780, when Robert 
wrote to his brother William : ** You will 
easily guess that from his insolent vanity in his 
sunshine of life, he will now feel a little retalia- 
tion from those who thought themselves eclipsed 
by hun." 

I 



In Tarholton, ye ken, there are proper 

young men. 

And proper young lasses and a', man: 

But ken ye the Ronalds that live in the 

Bennals ? 

They carry the gree frae them a', man. 

II 

Their father's a laird, and weel he can 
spare 't: 
Braid money to tocher them a', man; 
To proper young men, he '11 clink in the 
hand 
Gowd guineas a bunder or twa, man. 

Ill 

There's ane they ca' Jean, 111 warrant 
ye 've seen 
As bonie a lass or as braw, man; 
But for sense and g^id taste she 11 vie wi' 
the best, 
And a conduct that beautifies a', man. 

IV 

Hie charms o' the min', the langer they 

shine 

The mair admiration they draw, man; 

While peaches and cherries, and roses and 

lilies. 

They fade and they wither awa, man. 



If ye be for Miss Jean, tak this frae a 
frien', 
A hint o' a rival or twa, man: 
The Laird o' Blackbyre wad gang through 
the fire. 
If that wad entice her awa, man* 
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VI 

The Laird o' Braehead has been on his 
speed 
For mair than a towmond or twa, man: 
The Laird o' the Ford will straught on a 
board, 
If he canna get her at a', man. 

VII 

Then Anna comes in, the pride o' her kin, 
The boast of our bachelors a', man: 

Sae sonsy and sweet, sae fully complete, 
She steals our affections awa, man. 

VIII 

If I should detail the pick and the wale 
O' lasses that live here awa, man. 

The faut wad be mine, if they didna shine 
The sweetest and best o' them a', man. 

IX 

I lo'e her mysel, but darena weel tell. 
My poverty keeps me in awe, man; 

For making o' rhymes, and working at 
times. 
Does little or naething at a', man. 



Yet I wadna choose to let her refuse 
Nor hae 't in her power to say na, man: 

For though I be poor, unnoticed, obscure. 
My stonuich 's as proud as them a', man. 

XI 

Hiottgh I canna ride in well-booted pride. 
And flee o'er the hills like a oraw, man, 

I can hand up my head wi' the best o' the 
breed, 
Though fluttering ever so braw, man. 

XII 

My coat and my vest, they are Scotch o' 
the best; 
O' pairs o' g^id breeks I hae twa, man. 
And stockings and pumps to put on my 
stumps. 
And ne'er a wrang steek in them a', 
man. 

XIII 

My sarks they are few, but five o' them 
new — 
Twal' hundred, as white as the snaw, 
man! 



A ten-shillings hat, a Holland cravat— 
There are no monie Poets sae biaw^ 
man I 

XIV 

I never had frien*s weel stockit in meaoSy 
To leave me a hundred or twa, man; 

Nae weel-tocher'd aunts, to wait on theii 
drants 
And wish them in hell for it a', man. 

XV 

I never was cannie for hoarding o' money. 
Or claughtin 't together at a , man; 

I Ve little to spend and naething to lend. 
But devil a shilling I awe, man. 



I'LL GO AND BE A SODGER 

Inspired, it may be, by the destrootion of 
the shop at IrvinOf when the writer was ** left, 
like a true poet, not worth sixpence." 



O, WHY the deuce should I repine, 

And be an ill foreboder ? 
I 'm twenty-three and five feet nine, 

1 11 go and be a sodger. 

II 

I gfit some gear wi' meikle care, 

I held it weel thegither; 
But now it 's gane — and something mair: 

1 11 go and be a sodger. 



APOSTROPHE TO FERGUSSON 

INSCRIBED ABOVE AND BELOW HIS 
PORTRAIT 

The copy of Ferg^usson bearing this panioa- 
ate but Anglified and imitative protest was 
given by Bums, while in Edinbuigh in 1787, 
to a young woman, herself a writer of vene : 
*^ This copy of Fergxuisona Poems is presented 
as a mark of eflteem, friendship and regard to 
Miss R. Carmichael, poetess, by 

ROBEBT BUBNB. 
•* EoonuBOR, 19tb Harcb, 1787." 

A Tolame of Terse by Rebekah Carmiehael, 
printed and sold by Peter Hill, appeared in 
1790; and in 1806, nnder the name of Bebekah 



INSCRIBED ON A WOJIK OF HANNAH MORE'S 



»7i 



Hay, the same penon et^doied a orii^fedjwem, 
Oh Seeing the Funeral of Sir WiUiam Forbei, 
in a letter (nowr in the British Museum) pre- 
Bumably to some of Furbes's relations, in which 
she stated that she ** was weak and ill," and 
begged for assistance. 

Curse on ungrateful man, that can be 

pleas'd 
And yet cau starve the author of the 

pleasure 1 

O thou, my elder brother in misfortune, 
By far my elder brother iu the Muse, 
With tears I pity thy unhappy fate ! 
Why is the Bard unfitted for the world, 
Yet has so keeu a relish of its pleasures ? 



THE BELLES OF MAUCHLINE 

Miss Miller is the '' Nell *' of A Mjuchline 
Wedding (see ante, p. 114); Miss Markland 
married Mr. James Findlay, [an exciseman, 
formerly but wrongly snpposed to be the hero 
of] Wha is That at My Bower Door (poet^ p. 
2^)0) ; Miss Smith, the witty sbter of the witty 
James Smith (see ante^ p. 16), became the wife 
of another of Burns^s especial friends, Jamjs 
Candiish, an I the mother of a famous Free 
Church leader, the Rev. Dr. Candlbh of Eiin- 
bnrgh ; Miss Batty was the "' Eliza** of Burns's 
song (f>ee ante^ p. 52) and the ** Bess ** of A 
Mauchline Wedding aforesaid ; Mr. Paterson, a 
Mauchline merchant, got Miss Morton ; and of 
the other Burns noted in the Glenriddell Book : 
^' MiHS Armour is now known by the designation 
of Mrs. Burns.'' 



In Mauchline there dwells six proper young 
belles. 

The pride of the place and its neighbour- 
hood a'. 

Their carriage and dress, a stranger would 
guess, 

In Lon on or Paris they 'd gotten it a'. 

II 

Miss Miller is fine, Miss Markland 's di- 
vine. 

Miss Smith she has wit, and Miss Betty is 
braw, 

There 's beauty and fortune to get wi' Miss 
Morton; 

Bat Armour 's the jewel for me o' them a*. 



AH, WOE IS ME, MY MOTHER 

DEAR 

Jeremiah, chap. xv. ver>e lo 



Ah, woe is me, my Mother dear 
A man of strife ye 've bom me. 

For sair contention I maun bear; 
They hate, revile, and scorn me. 

II 

I ne'er could lend on bill or band, 
That five per cent, might blest me; 

And borrowing, on the tither hand, 
The deil a aue wad trust me. 

Ill 

Yet I, a coin-deny^d wight. 
By Fortune quite discarded, 

Ye see how I am day and night 
By lad and lass blackguarded I 



INSCRIBED ON A WORK OF 
HANNAH MORE'S 

PRESENTED TO THE AUTHOR BY A LADY 

** I received your kind letter With double 
pleasure on account of the second flattering 
instance of Mrs. C.*s notice and approbation. 
I assure you I 

' Turn out the bnmt dde o* my shin,* 

as the famous Ramsay, of jingling memory, 
says, of such a patroness. Present her my 
most grateful acknowledgments in your very 
best manner of telling the truth. I have 
inscribed the following stanza on the blank 
leaf of Miss Morels works." (R. B. to Robert 
Aiken, 8d April, 1786.) Mrs. C. is not identi- 
fied. Scott IX>ngl8s suggested Mrs. Cunning- 
hame of Enterkine, but discovered that she wss 
not married until 1704. He then bethought 
him of the wife of Sir William Cunningham of 
Robertland, forgetting that she had a handle 
to her name. Mrs. Cnnninghame of Lainshan 
subscribed for two copies of the First Ediir 
burgh. 

Thou flatt'ring mark of friendship kin^ 
Still may thy pages call to mind 
The dear, the beanteoui donor I 
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Tho' sweetly female ev'ry part, 

Yet such a head and — more — the heart 

Dues both the sexes honor: 
Bhe show'd her taste refin'd and jost. 

When she selected thee. 
Yet deviating, own I must. 
For so approving me: 

But, land still, I mind still 

The giver in the gift; 
1 11 bless her, and wiss her 
A Friend aboon the lift. 



LINES WRITTEN ON A BANK 

NOTE 

Wae worth thy power, thou cursed leaf ! 

Fell source of a* my woe and grief, 

For lack o' thee I 've lost my Xrss, 

For lack o' thee I scrimp my glass ! 

I see the children of afflictiou 

Unaided, through thy curs'd restriction. 

I 've seeu the oppressor's cruel smile 

Amid bis hapless victims' spoil; 

And for thy potence vainly wish'd 

To crush the villain in the dust. 

For lack o' thee I leave this much-lov'd 

shore, 
Never, perhaps, to greet old Scotland more. 

R. B. 
Kjim, 



THE FAREWELL 

The TalUnt, in hlmtelf. what can h« raffer T 

Or what does he regard hi* single woes ? 

But wlieOf alas 1 he multipliee himself , 

To dearer selTes, to the lov'd tender fair, 

To those whose bliss, whose beings hang upon him. 

To lielpless children, — then, oh then he feels 

The point of misery festering in his heart. 

And weakly weeps his fortunes like a coward: 

Buch, such am I ] — undonn ! 

Thom80H*s Edward and Eleanora, 

Pabliflhed in Hamilton Paul (1819). The 
piece may contain the germ of 71^« Gloomff 
Night is Gathering Fast ; but it is so conven- 
tional and commonplaoe withal that one is 
tempted to doubt its fcenuineneas, despite the 
fact that Paul's authority is of some account 



Farewell, old Scotia's bleak domains, 
Fkr dearer than the torrid plains. 

Where rich ananas blow I 
Farewell, a mother's blessing dear» 



A brother's sigh, a sister's tear, 

AJy Jean's heart-rending throe I 
Farewell, my Bess 1 Tho^ thou 'rt bereft 

Of my paternal care, 
A faithful brother I have left. 
My part in him thon 'It share t 
Adieu too, to you too. 

My Smith, my bosom frien'; 
When kindly you mind me, 
O, then befriend my Jean I 

II 

What bursting anguish tears my heart ? 
From thee, my Jeany, must I part ? 
Thou, weeping, answ'rest: " J^o I ^ 
Alas ! misfortune stares my face, 
And points to ruin and disgrace— 

I for thy sake must go 1 
Thee, Hamilton, and Aiken dear, 

A grateful, warm adieu: 
I with a much-indebted tear 
Shall 'Still remember you ! 
All-hail, then, the gale then 

Wafts me from thee, dear shore t 
It rustles, and whistles — 
1 '11 never see thee more ! 



ELEGY ON THE DEATH OF 
ROBERT RUISSEAUX 

'' Ruiaseanz " — French for *' brooks " (t. «. 
" bums'*) — is an innocent play on the writer's 
name. 



Now Robin lies in his last lair. 

He '11 gabble rhyme, nor sing nae mair; 

Cauld Poverty wi' hungry sUre 

Nae mair shall fear him; 
Nor anxious Fear, nor cankert Care,^ 

E'er mair come near him. 

11 

To tell the truth, they seldom fash'd him. 
Except the moment that they crush'd him ; 
For sune as Chance or Fate had hush'd 'em, 

Tho' e'er sae short. 
Then wi' a rhyme or sang he lash'd 'em| 

And thought it sport. 

Ill 

Tho' he was bred to kintra-wark, 

And counted was baith wight and starici 
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Tet that was never Robin's mark 

To mak a man; 
But tell him, he was learned and clark, 

Ye roos'd him then I 



VERSES INTENDED TO BE WRIT- 
TEN BELOW A NOBLE EARL'S 
PICTURE 

A specia] oonipliment (and a grross) to the 
writer ■ patron, the Earl of Glencaim (see ante^ 
p. 87, Prefatory Note to Lament for James 
Marl of Glencaim)^ who declined, being' a per- 
son of taste, to have it included in Edition 
'87. 



Whose is that noble, dauntless brow ? 

And whose that eye of fire ? 
And whose that generous princely mien, 

Ev'n rooted foes admire ? 

II 

Stranger ! to justly show that brow 

And mark that eye of fire. 
Would take His hand, whose yemal tints 

His other works admire 1 

III 

Brieht as a cloudless summer sun, 

With stately port he moves; 
His guardian Seraph eyes with awe 

The noble Ward he loves. 

IV 

Among the illustrious Scottish sons 
That Chief thou may'st discern: 

Mark Scotia's fond-returning eye — 
It dwells upon Glencaim. 



ELEGY ON THE DEATH OF SIR 
JAMES HUNTER BLAIR 

Sir James Hunter Blair, son of John Hunter, 
bailie in Ayr, was bom 2d February, 1741 ; 
was apprenticed in the banking honse of the 
brothers Contts, Edinbnrgrh ; b^ame, wil^ Sir 
William Forbes, joint partner in the bank ; as- 
sumed the name of Blair when his wife — a 
daughter of John Blair of Dnnskey, Wigton- 
shire — succeeded to her estates in 1777; 
greatly improved the estates in agrioiUtnre and 



trade ; partly rebuilt Portpatriok, and started 
a packet service to Ireland ; was also an active 
citizen of Edinbuigh, for which he was chosen 
M. P. in 1781 and 1784, and in 1784 Lord Pro- 
Toet ; was created a baronet, 1786 ; and died of 
putrid fever Ist July, 1787. 

To Robert Aiken, Bums wrote : ^ The mel- 
ancholy occasion of the foregoing poem affeets 
not only indiridnals but a country. That I 
have lost a friend is but repeating after Cale- 
donia." Further, in the Glenriddeil Book he 
thus prefaces his Elegjf : '* This performance is 
but mediocre, but my g^ef was sincere. The 
last time I saw the worthy, pnblic>spirited man 
— a man he was ! how few of the two-legged 
breed that pass for such deserve the designa- 
tiou I — he pressed my hand, and asked me 
with the most friendly warmth if it was in his 
power to serve me ; and if so, that I would 
oblige him by telling him how. I had nothing 
to ask of him ; but if ever a child of lus should 
be so unfortunate as to be under the necessity 
of asking anything of so poor a noan as I am it 
may not be in my power to grant it, but by 
God I shall try." 



The lamp of day with ill-presaging glare, 
Dim, cloudy, sank beneath the western 
wave; 
Th' inconstant blast howl'd thro' the dark« 
ening air. 
And hollow whistled in the rocky cave. 

II 

Lone as I wander'd by each cliff and dell, 
Once the lov'd haunts of Scotia's royal 
train; 
Or mus'd where limpid streams, once hal- 
low'd, well. 
Or mould'ring ruins mark the sacred 
Fane. 

Ill 

Th' increasing blast roared round the bee* 
tling rocks, 
The clouds, swift-wing'd, flew o'er the 
starry sky. 
The groaning trees untimely shed their 
locks. 
And shooting meteors caught the startled 
eye. 

IV 

The paly moon rose in the livid east. 
And 'mong the cliffs disclos'd a stately 
form 
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In weeds of woe, that fnmtic beat her 
breast, 
And mix'd her wailings with the ranng 
storm. 



Wild to my heart the filial poises glow: 
T was Caledonia's trophied shield I 
Tiew'd, 
Her form majestic droop'd in pensire woe, 
The lightning of her eye in tears im- 
bued; 

VI 

Beyers'd that spear redoubtable in war, 
Reclined that banner, erst in fields un- 
furled. 
That like a deathful meteor gleam'd afar. 
And brav'd the mighty monarchs of the 
world. 

VII 

** My patriot son fills an untimely grave 1 ** 
Witn accents wild and lifted arms, she 
cried; 
^Low lies the hand that oft was stretch'd 
to save, 
Low lies the heart that swell'd with hon- 
or's pride. 

vni 

^ A weeping country joins a widow's tear; 
The help^ss poor mix with the orphan's 
cry; 
The drooping Arts surround their patron's 
bier; 
And grateful Science heaves the heart- 
felt sigh. 

DC 

* I saw my sons resume their ancient fire; 
I saw fair Freedom's blossoms richly 
blow. 
Bnt ah I how hope is bom but to expire ! 
JEUlentless fate has laid their guardian 
low. 



** My patriot falls, but shall be lie unsung, 
While empty greatness saves a worthless 
name ? 
No: every Muse shall join her tuneful 
tongue. 
And future ages hear his growing fame. 



XI 

** And I will join a mother's tender cans 
Thro' future times to make his virtues 
last, 
That distant years may boast of other 
Blairs!" — 
She said, and vanish'd with the sweeping 
bkst. 



ON THE DEATH OF LORD PRE- 
SIDENT DUNDAS 

Robert Dandas of Amiston, descended from 
an old Scottish family, and eldest son of Rob- 
ert DundaSf who also was Lord President of 
the Court of Session, was bom 18th July, 1713. 
He was appointed Lord Advocate in 1754, and 
in 1760 became Lord President, in which capa- 
city he acquired a high repute for ooortesy, 
fairness, and ability. He died l8Ui December, 
1787. In a letter to Alexander Cunnii^ham, 
11th March, 1701, Bums states that he wrote 
the verses at the suggestion of Alexander 
Wood, SuTKeon, and that Wood left them, to- 

g ether with a letter from the author, in the 
ouae of the Lord President*8 son (see ante, p. 
168, Prefatory Note to The Dean of the FaaiUJ); 
that Mr. Dandas ** never took the smallest no- 
tice of the letter, the poem, or the poet ; '* and 
that since then he (Bums) never saw the name 
of Dnndas in a newspaper but his ** heart felt 
straitened " in his ** boaom.** He makes a sim- 
ilar statement in an interleaved copy of his 
Poems p^sented to Bishop Geddes, but adds : 
**Did the fellow — the gentleman — think I 
looked for any dirty gfratuity?*' No donbt 
Dandas did think so : none, either, that Bums, 
by this time a person of importance, was hope- 
ful of — not apresent in money but a place. 
In a letter to Charles Hay, Advocate, published 
in The Scott Magazine (June, 1818), where the 
piece appeared, Bums gives a different ao- 
ooant of its origin: ** The enclosed poem waa 
written in consequence of your suggestion, 
last time I had the pleasure of seeing you. It 
cost roe an hour or two of next morning's sleep, 
bat did not please me ; so it lay by, an ill- 
digested effort, till the other day that I gave 
it a critic brudi. These kind of subjects are 
much hackneyed ; and besides, the wailings of 
the rhyming tribe over the ashes of the great 
are . . . out of all character for sincerity : ** 
which well enough describes both the quality 
and the effect of a performance meritu^ no 
better reception than it got. 



ELEGY ON WILLIE NICOL'S MARE 
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Lone on the bleaky hilLi, the straying 

flocks 
Shan the fierce storms among the shelter- 
ing rocks; 
Down foam the rivnlets, red with dashing 

rains; 
The gathering floods burst o'er the distant 

plains; 
Beneath the blast the leafless forests 

ffroan; 
The hofiow caves retnm a hollow moan. 
Te hills, ye plains, ye forests, and ye caves, 
Te howling winds, and vrintry swelling 

waves, 
Unheard, unseen, by human ear or eye, 
Sad to your sympatiietic glooms I fly. 
Where to the whistling blast and water's 

roar 
Pale Scotia's recent wound I may de- 
plore I 
O heavy loss, thy country ill could bear I 
A loss these evil days can ne'er repair ! 
Justice, the high vicegerent of her God, 
Her doubtful balance eyed, and sway'd her 

rod; 
Hearing the tidings of the fatal blow, 
She sank, abandoned to the wildest woe. 
Wrongs, injuries, from many a darksome 

den. 
Now gay in hope explore the paths of 

men. 
See from his cavern grim Oppression rise, 
And throw on Poverty his cruel eyes ! 
Keen on the helpless victim let him fly, 
And stifle, dark, the feebly-bursting cry ! 
Mark Ruffian Violence, distain^ with 

crimes. 
Rousing elate in these degenerate times 1 
View unsuspecting Innocence a prey. 
As guileful Fraud points out the erring 

way; 
While subtile Litigation's pliant tonc^e 
The life-blood equal sucks of Right and 

Wrong I 
Hark, injur'd Want recounts th' nnlisten'd 

tale, 
And much-wrong'd Mis'ry pours th' unpit- 

ied wail ! 

Te dark, waste hills, ye brown, unsightly 

plains, 
Congenial scenes, ye soothe my mournful 

strains. 
Te tempests, rage I ye turbid torrentSi 

loUl 



Te suit the joyless tenor of my soul. 

Life's social haunts and pleasures I re- 
sign; 

Be nameless wilds and lonely wanderings 
mine, 

To mourn the woes my country must en- 
dure: 

That wound degenerate ages cannot cnie. 



ELEGY ON WILLIE NICOL'S 

MARE 

Probably William Nicol (see pott, p. 195, 
Epitaph /or William Nicol) bought the nag 
for use in his holidays at Moffat. She got into 
poor condition, and Bnnw offered to take her 
to EUisland to recmit. When, however, he 
had got her into g^ood enough condition for 
Damlries Fair, she suddenly died of an unsus- 
pected affection of the spine. . In the letter, 
9th February, 1700, enclosing the Elegy he 
wrote : *^ I have likewise strung four or five 
barbarous stanzas to the tune of Chevy Chase, 
by way of Eleg^ on your poor unfortunate 
mare, beginning (the name she got here was 
Peg Nicholson) : * Peg Nicholson,' " etc. No 
doubt, the mare was named after liargaret 
Nicholson* who, being insane, tried to stab 
Geor^ III. on 2d August, 1786. 



Peg Nicholson was a good bay mare 

As ever trod on aim ; 
But now she 's flonting down the Nith, 

And past the mouth o' Cairn. 

II 

Peg Nicholson was a good bay mare, 
An' rode thro' thick an' thin; 

But now she *s floating down the Nith^ 
And wanting even the skin. 

in 

Peg Nicholson was a good bay mare. 
And ance she bore a priest; 

But now she 's floating down the Kith, 
For Solway fish a feast. 

IV 

Peg Nicholson was a good bay mare. 
An* the priest he rode her sair; 

And much oppress'd, and bruis'd she 
Ai priest-rid cattle are. 
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LINES ON FERGUSSON 



Ill-fated geniuB ! Heayen-taught Fergus- 
son ! 
What heart that feels, and will not yield 
a tear 

To think Life's sun did set, e'er well be- 



gun 
shed 



To shed its influence on thy bright 
career 1 

n 

O, why should truest Worth and Genius 
pine 
Beneath the iron grasp of Want and 
Woe, 
While titled knaves and idiot -greatness 
shine 
In all the splendour Fortune can be- 
stow? 



ELEGY ON THE LATE MISS 
BURNET OF MONBODDO 

Elizabeth Bnmet, the '* fair Bnmet '* of the 
Address to Edinburgh (ante, p. 73), was the 
younger daughter of James Burnet, Lord Mon- 
boddo. Bums was a frequent visitor to Mon- 
boddo's house in 1786-7; and almost wor- 
shipped the fair hostess. *' His favourite for 
looks and manners/* wrote Mrs. Alison 
CockVurn, **is Bess Burnet — no bad judge 
indeed/' In a letter to William Chalmers 
(27th December, 1786), he describes her as 
" the heavenly Miss Burnet," and declares that 
" there has not been anything nearly like her 
in all the combinations of beauty, grace, and 
ffoodnesB the great Creator has formed, since 
Slilton's Eve on the first day of her existence." 
BeinsT asked, after his first visit to the house, 
by Father Geddes, if he admired the young 
lady, ** I admired Qod Almighty more than 
ever," he replied; **Miss Burnet is the most 
heavenly of all His works.*' This fair and 
eracious creature died (of consumption) 17th 
Jnne, 1790, in her twenty-fifth year. In the 
JElegy Bums once more " falls to his English ; " 
and with the wonted result. Tet it was long 
on the anvil. In enclosing a copy to Alexander 
Cunningham, 2M Janaary, 1791, he states that 
he had been hammering at it for months ; and 
so dissatisfied is he with the result that he still 
calls it a fragment. He was wise enough not 
to include it in Edition '08. 



Life ne'er exulted in so rich a prize 
As Burnet, lovely from her native skies; 
Nor envious Death so triumphed in a blow 
As that which laid th' accomplished Burnet 
low. 

II 

Thy form and mind, sweet maid, can I 

forget ? 
In richest ore the brightest jewel set t 
In thee high Heaven above was truest 

shown. 
For by His noblest work the Grodhead best 

is known. 

m 

In vain ye flaunt in summer's pride, ye 
groves ! 
Thou crystal streamlet with thy flowery 
shore, 
Te woodland choir that chaunt your idle 
loves, 
Te cease to charm: Eliza is no more. 

IV 

Te heathy wastes immix'd with reedy fens, 
Te mossv streams with sedge and rushes 
stord, 

Te rugged cliffs o'erhanging dreary glens. 
To you I fly: ye with my soul accord. 



Princes whose cumb'rous pride was all 

their worth. 

Shall venal lays their pompous exit hail, 

And thou, sweet Excellence ! forsake our 

earth, 

And not a Muse with honest grief bewail ? 

VI 

We saw thee shine in youth and beauty's 
pride 
And Virtue's light, that beams beyond 
the spheres; 
But, like the sun eclips'd at morning tide, 
Thou left us darkling in a world of tears. 

VII 

The parent's heart that nestled fond In 

thee. 

That heart how sunk, a prey to grief 

and care f 

So deokt the woodbine sweet yon aged treey 

So, rudely ravish'd, left it bleak and barOi 



ON GENERAL DUMOURIER'S DESERTION 
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PEGASUS AT WANLOCKHEAD 

Written in Ramage's Inn while the maker*B 
honeys shoes were frosting. On arriving at 
the village with a companion, John Sloan, he 
found the smith too busy to attend immediately 
to his wants. Sloan thereupon applied to Mr. 
John Taylor, a person of influence, to speak to 
the smith : ** Sloan^s best compliments to Mr. 
Taylor, and it would be doing him and the 
Ayrshire Bard a particular favour if he would 
oblige them instanter with his agreeable com- 
pany. The road has been so slippery that the 
riders and the brutes were equally in danger 
of getting some of their bones broken. For 
the Poet his life and limbs are of some conse- 
quence to the world; but for poor Sloan it 
matters very little what may become of him. 
The whole of this business is to ask the f a- 
Tour of getting the horses' shoes sharpened." 
Bums presented the verses — which, to be 
sure, are poor enough — to Taylor before he 
left the inn. 



With Pegasus upon a day 

Apollo, weary flying 
(Through frosty hills the journey lay), 

On foot the way was plying. 

II 

Poor slip-shod, giddy Pegasus 

Was but a sorry walker; 
To Vulcan then Apollo g^s 

To get a frosty caulker. 

Ill 

Obliging Vulcan fell to work, 
Threw by his coat and bonnet. 

And did Sol's business in a craok — 
Sol paid him in a sonnet. 

IV 

Ye Vulcan's sons of Wanlockhead, 

Pity my sad disaster 1 
My Pegasus is poorly shod — 

I '11 pay you like my master t 
Ramaob**, 3 o^ehck. 



ON SOME COMMEMORATIONS 
OF THOMSON 



Bui 

Km 



A trifle — produced extempore — which 

, as he acknowledged to Graham of 

try, 5th January, 1793, had sent to Captain 



Johnstone's " extremist sheet," The Edinburgh 
Gaxettur. To publish it was almost to stultify 
himself ; for had he not made the verses re- 
cited at the Earl of Buchan's ceremony (see 
arde^ p. 03) ? iStill, on reading an account of 
the proceedings, he may have recognised that 
the ridiculous Earl had simply utilised him for 
his own glorification. 



D06T thou not rise, indignant Shade, 

And smile wi' spuming scorn. 
When they wha wad hae starved thy life 

Thy senseless turf adorn ? 

II 

They wha about thee mak sic fuss 

IVow thou art but a name. 
Wad seen thee danm'd ere they had spar'd 

Ae plaok to fill thy wame. 

Ill 

Helpless, alane, thou clamb the brae 

Vy i' meikle honest toil. 
And claucht th' unfadine garland there. 

Thy sair-won, rightful spoiL 

IV 

And wear it there f and call aloud 

This axiom undoubted: — 
Would thou hae Nobles' patronage ? 

First learn to live without it ! 



*< To whom hae much, more shall be given * 

Is every great man's faith ; 
But he, the helpless, needful wretch, 

Shall lose the mite he hath. 



ON GENERAL DUMOURIER'S 
DESERTION 

FROM THE FRENCH REPUBLICAN ARMY 

Charles Francis Dumonriez, being recalled 
by the Convention aft4»r Neerwinden (January, 
1793), and menaced with a chaige of treason, 
took refuge in the Austrian camp. After 
many wanderings he settled in England (1804) 
at Turville Park, near Henley-on>Thames, and 
died there 14th March, 1828. [Dampierre, one 
of his generals, and Benmonville, an emissary 
of the Convention but a friend of Dumouries, 
had disappointed him by retaining their alle- 
giance to the Republic Dampierrs beoame 
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■npenoT a 



Jef on the defpcdan of tui 
_.., . ■ IdlltKl ia ball la aoon mfter. 

BvnrnoDVille lived to become > peer and Hin- 
kterof ^tute andet Loui* XVIII.] 

Tbe piece u a roasb fant spiriti^ and cbar- 
•Gteriitio parody of uie tdd baechmtalim «et of 
Sobin Adair. 



You 'bk welcome to Deapot^, 



Tou'r 



Dui 



^r! 



e welcome to Despots, 
Duiiiourier I 
How does D&iupierre do ? 
Aj, and Beuruonville too 7 
Why did they not come along with yon. 



I will figfat France with yon, 

Dumouri.r, 

I will Sgiit France with you. 



I will fight France with yon, 
I will take my cliance with you, 
By my soul, I '11 dance wilh you. 



111 
Then let as fight about, 

Dumourier I 
Then let lu fight nbont, 

Dumourier) 
Tlien let ve fight about 
Till Freedom's spark be out, 
rhen we 11 be damn'd, no doubt, 

Di 



ON JOHN M'MURDO 

Cnnii!D([hiun italea that the venea (aach u 
tiiej am) " neFompanied ■ preMDt of books or 
vene ; " and that afterwanLi Bnnu, being on 
a viait lo tbe bomw. took ant s diamond, and 
wrote them, as ha wm fond of doing, on a pane 
ofjrljuw, FwM'M-irdoseeanM, p. ]43,Prefa- 
tory Note lo To John M'ilatdii. 

Blebt be M'Mnrdo to his latest day t 
Ko envioiii cloud o'ereast his evening ray I 
No wrinkle furrow'd by the band of care. 
Nor ever sorrow, add one lilver hair I 
O may no son the father's honor stnin, 
Not ever daughter give the mother pain t 



ON HEARING A THRUSH SING 
IN A MORNING WALK IN JAN- 
UARY 

Emlosed in a letter to Alexander Cnonin^- 
ham, 20th Febi-oarf , 1703 : " I made the ftJ- 
lowiag KHUiet the other day, which !■■■ been an 
fortnnate an to obtain tbe approbation of no 
ordinary jui%e. our friend Sime." It waa alio 
sent to Maria Itiddell aa "a imall but aiueere 
mark of esteem." 

SiNO on, sweet thrush, upon the leftfleH 

Sing on, sweet bird, I listen to thy stnun: 
See Bged Winter, 'mid bis Burly reign. 
At thy biythe carol clean hb furrowed 

brow. 
So in lone Poverty's dominion drear 
Sits meek CouteDt with light, unaoxiooi 

Welcomes tbe rapid moments, bids them 



Nor asks if tbey bring ought to hope or 

I Ibank Thee, Author of this opening day. 
Thou whose brigbt sun now gilds yon orieut 

skies I 
Riches denied, Thy boon was purer joys: 
What wealth could never give nor take 

Yet come, thou child of Poverty and Care, 
The mite high UenT'o bestow'd, that mite 
with thee 1 '11 share. 






1793 



Mn. Waller Riddull, whose mudon nam* 
was Maria Woodley, was the dauchler of 
William Woodley, Commander Btid Governor 
of St. Kitla and liie Leeward lalands. She 
married in tlis West Indies Walter Riddcll, 
ynun^pr brutlit^r of Captain Robert Riddell, 
who had an estate in Antjfrna. In 17tH the 
cnnpis HHitled at Ooldielea, near Dumfries, 
which Riddell booght, and which he named 
Woodley Park in honoDr of bin wife. Bnna 
became a favnored viaiior and a warm friend 
and admirer of tbe lady, who was bandfome, 
clever, and highly accomplished. In AprU, 
1793, be made a song in her boaour. [SeepM^ 



SONNET ON THE DEATH OF ROBERT RIDDELL 
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f). 2SD, Prefatory Note to FareweLU thou Stream.'] 
t reads like a reoklets avowal of paBsioo ; but 
he disarmed the lady^B criticism and resent- 
ment — a fact not hitherto ^ set forth — by de- 
scribing it as ** cold and inanimate," and pro- 
testing that ** to write a line worth reading on 
the subject," it ** would be absolutely neoes- 
sary '* for him ** to get in love." Then, at a 
party at Woodley Park, in January, 17^, he 
and the men got drunk in the dining-room. 
The talk ran on the Rape of the Sabines, and 
they seem to have gone to the drawing-room 
with the design of g^iving a friendly imitation 
of the Romans. Thii, so far as can be divined, 
they did: Bums — who was in liquor, and 
may well have lost his head in other ways — 
laying rude hands on his hostess. On the mor- 
row he sent her a desperate apology ** from 
the regions of hell, amid the horrors of the 
damned." ** To the men of the company," he 
added, ** I will make no apology : — Your hus- 
band, who insisted on my drinking more than 
I chose, has no right to blame me; and the 
other gentlemen were partakers of my guilt." 
But the indignant lady disregarded this and 
other overtures, and Woodley Park was for 
some time shut to him. Also, when Mrs. Rid- 
dell disliked or disdained, she was apt (as 
Bums had noted in a letter to Smellie, 22d 
January, 1702) **to make no more secret of 
it" than when she respected and esteemed; 
and he was rewarded for his too-too practical 
proof of admiration, not only with the loss of 
Captain Riddell's friendship, but with estrange 
ment also from Maria's intimates. This roused 
the cad in him, and he perpetrated the ignoble 
Eaopui to Maria {arUej p. 123), and a number of 
** epig^rams " on her husband and herself (see 
|K>s/) which have neither wit nor decent feel- 
ing. These notwithstending, by the February 
ot ^795 Mrs. RiddelFs anger had begun to cool. 
She sent her Bard a book, together with a song 
of her own inditing : — 



ti 



For there he rovM that broke my heart, 
Tet to that heart, ah I stiU how dear I " 



and the old, broken friendship, howbeit in a 
more chastened strain, was g^radually renewed. 
While he was at Brow, Mrs. Riddell, who was 
staying in the neighbourhood, invited the dy- 
ing man to dinner. His greeting was : ** Well, 
madam, have you any commands for the other 
world ? " He expressed to her *^ great concern 
about the care of his literary fame ; " regretted 
the existence of ** letters and verses written 
with unguarded and improper freedom ; " and 
lamented ** that he had written many epigrams 
on persons against whom he entertained no 
enmity, and whose characters he should be 
sorry to wound." After his death she wrote 
a slntch of his charaoter so admirable in tone, 

> That is, bsf ore the Centenary Kditton. 



and withal so discerning and impartial in under- 
standing, that it remains the beist thing written 
of him by contemporary critic Being left a 
widow (Walter Riddell, who was something 
of a wastrel, had got rid of Woodley Parl^ 
Maria married (1807) Philippe Lloyd Fletcher, 
a Welsh gentleman ; but died on the 15th De- 
cember, 1806. She published (1) Voyages to 
the Madeira and Leeward and Caribbean Isles, 
with Sketches of the Natural History of these 
Islands (Edinburgh, 1792), printed by William 
Smellie, to whom she dedicated the book ; and 
(2) The Metrical Miscellany (1802), with eigh- 
teen songs of her own. 



Old Winter, with his frosty beard, 
Thus once to Jove his prayer preferred: — 
** What have I done of all the year, 
To bear this hated doom severe ? 
My cheerless suns no pleasure know; 
Night's horrid oar drags dreary slow; 
My dismal months no joys are crowning, 
But spleeny, English hanging, drowning. 

II 

Now Jove, for once be mighty ciyil: 

To counterbalance all this evil 

Give roe, and I 've no more to say, 

Give roe Maria's natal day ! 

That brilliant gift shall so enrich me. 

Spring, Summer, Autumn, cannot match 



me. 
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" *T is done I " says Jove; so ends my story. 
And Winter once rejoiced in glory. 



SONNET ON THE DEATH OF 
ROBERT RIDDELL OF GLEN- 
RIDDELL 

For Captain Riddell, who died 20th April, 
1794, see ante, p. 142, Prefatory Note to /m- 
promptu to Captain Riddell, 

No more, ye warblers of the wood, no more, 
Nor pour your descant grating on my soul I 
Thou young-eyed Spring, gay in thy ver- 
dant stole. 
More welcome were to me grim Winter's 

wildest roar ! 
How can ye charm, ye flowers, with all 

your dyes ? 
Ye blow upon the sod that wraps my 
frieno. 
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How can I to tlie tuefnl ftam aUead ? 
Tbai stnua flows roasd the unrimrlj Umah 

wfaeie RifddeU lies. 
Tciy poor, je warblers* poor the doIcs of 

woe. 
And iooth the Vixtnes weeping o'er bos bier ! 
The mail of worth^aad ''hath not left 

hispeer''!^ 
Is in his " narrow boose ** for erer darid j 

low. 
Thee, Spring, again with joj shall others 



lie, memory of m j loss will onl j meet. 



A SONNET UPON SONNETS 

We hsTe done our ntmost to deiermiae 
whether this copy of t cims — one of the 
crowd of pieees pvodneed in imitsrioa of Lope 
de Vega oa the Sonnet : — 



or of Voitnie on the Roodesn : — 

be Terr Bnnis or merely a eopy of Boms** 



; and we hsTo aleo taken eooneel 
rith soeh ejip er t* as Dr. Gamett and Mr. 
Austin Dobton. It e e enis to be unknown ; and 
we have aesomed that it m one of hti few 
metrical experiments (see amie, p. 144, Prefa^ 
tory Note to Sonnet, eto.). 

Fourteen, a sonneteer thy praises sines; 
What mag^e myst'ries in that number ue ! 
Tour ben bath fourteen eggs beneath her 

wings 
That fourteen chickens to the roost may fly. 
Foorteen full pounds the jockey's stone 

ronst be; 
His age fourteen — a horse's priipe is past. 
Fourteen long hours too oft the Bard most 

fast; 
Foorteen bright bumpers — bliss he ne'er 

must see ! 
Before fourteen, a dozen yields the strife; 
Before fourteen — e'en tbirteen's strength 

is Tain. 
Fourteen good years — a woman gives us 

life; 
Fourteen eood men — we lose that life 

again. 
What lucubrations can be more upon it ? 
Fourteen good measur'd verses make a 

sonnet 



FRAGMENTS 
TRAGIC FRAGMENT 



" la mr earir yens anthiag leas woold 
BM thaa eamtta^ the Ti^ie Moae. I 
I think, ahoat cighteea or aiarfffii when I 
aketehed the ootHnes of a tragedy, forsooth ; 
bat the Imndng of a eload of familT misfer- 
whieh hmA for soote time threatfeaed as, 
'Tented mj further pr o gi e — . In those days 
tT^r wrote dovn aajthing; so. ezeept a 
speeeh or two. the whole has escaped my 
menxHy. The foUowiag, which I OMSt dis- 
tinctly remember, was an exelamatio 
great character — great in occasiooal 
of geaerositr and daring at times in rillanies. 
He is snppowd to meet with a child of misery, 
and exclaims to himeelf : * All rillaia,' ^ ete. 
(R. B.) Scott Donglas refers this 'prentiee ess- 
ereiM — Ac calls it a '* pathetic addrcai"^ to 
family misfortunes and the stadr of Shake- 



i^ware. Bums's own dcacri ptioa m preferabls 
as regards the intention <if the thing. 

All Tillain as I am — a damnM wretch, 
A hardened, stubborn, nnrepenting sin- 
ner — 
Still my heart melts at human wretched- 
ness. 
And with sincere, tho' unaTailing, sighs 
I view the helpless children of distress. 
With tears indignant I behold the oppres- 
sor 
Rejoicing in the bcnest msn*s destruction. 
Whose unsubmitting heart was all his 

crime. 
Ev'n you, ye hapless crew ! I pity yon; 
Te, whom the seeming good think sm to 

pity : 
Te poor, despised, abandoned vagabonds. 
Whom Vice, as usual, has tum'd o'er to 

ruin. 
Oh ! but for friends and interposing Hea- 
ven, 
I bad been driven forth, like you forlorn. 
The most detested, worthless wretch among 

you! 
O injured God ! Thy goodness has en- 

dow'd me 
With talents passing most of my com- 
peers, 
Which I in just proportion have abused. 
As far surpassing other cpmmon villains 
As Tbou in natural parts has given me 
more. 



ON WILLIAM SMELLIE 
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REMORSE 

" 1 eotirely agpree with that jadioioas Philo- 
sopher, Mr. Smith, in his excellent Theory of 
Moral Sentiments^ that Remorse is the most 
painful sentiment that can embitter the human 
bosom. Any ordinary pitch of fortitude may 
bear up tolerably well under those calamities, 
in the procurement of which we ourselves have 
had no hand ; but when our own follies or 
crimes have made us miserable and wretched, 
to bear it up with manly firmness, and at the 
same time have a proper penitential sense of 
our misconduct, is a glorious effort of self- 
command.*' (R. B.) 

Of all the numerous ills that hurt our 

peaoe, 
That press the soul, or wring the miud with 

anguish, 
Beyond comparison the worst are those 
By onr own folly,' or our g^iilt brought on: 
In ev'ry other circumstance, the mind 
Has this to say: — <'It was no deed of 

mine." 
But, when to all the evil of misfortune 
This sting is added: — " Blame thy foolish 

self I " 
Or, worser far, the pangs of keen remorse. 
The torturing, gnawing consciousness of 

guilt. 
Of guilt, perhaps, where we Ve involvM 

others. 
The young, the innocent, who fondly lov'd 

us; 
Nay, more, that very love their cause of 

ruin ! 
O burning Hell ! in all thy store of tor- 
ments 
There 's not a keener lash ! 
Lives there a roan so firm, who, while his 

heart 
Feels all the bitter horrors of his crime, 
Can reason down its agonizing throbs. 
And, after proper purpose of amendment. 
Can firmly force bis jarring thoughts to 

peace? 
O happy, happy, enviable man I 
O glorious magnanimity of soul ! 



RUSTICITY'S UNGAINLY FORM 

Enclosed in a volume of sonji^ sent to Mrs. 
Lawrie of Newmilns. Chambers states that it 
was intended as a justification of the writer's 



defenoe of Biiss Peggy Kennedy (see Ycung 
Peggy, pott^ p. 201), when he toncned on the 
topic of her '* fall " in such a fashion as to 
make Mrs. Lawrie forbid discussion. But Miss 
Kennedy's " fall " was still to come. 



RnsTiCTTT's ungainly form 
May cloud the highest mind; 

But when the heart is nobly warm, 
The good excuse will find. 

II 

Propriety's cold, cautious rules 
Warm Fervour may o'erlook; 

But spare poor Sensibility 
Th ungentle, harsh rebuke. 



. ON WILLIAM CREECH 

Sent to Mrs. Dunlop, 23d October, 1788, with 
the fragment on WQliam Smellier '* These," 
he wrote, *'are embryotio fragments of what 
may one day be a poem." Another instalment, 
sent on the 29th, he afterwards incorporated in 
To Robert Graham of Fintry {ante, p. 85). His 
subject was his publisher (see ante, p. 1 18, Pre- 
fatory Note to Lament, etc.). 

A UTTLE upright, pert, tart, tripping wight, 
And still his precious self his dear delight; 
Who loves his own smart shadow in the 

streets 
Better than e'er the fairest She he meets. 
Much specious lore, but little understood 
(Veneering oft outshines the solid wood), 
His solid sense by inches you must tell. 
But mete his subtle cunning l>y the ell ! 
A man of fashion, too, he made his tour, 
Leam'd <* Vive la bagatelle et vive 

1' amour:" 
So travell'd monkies their g^mace improve, 
Polish their grin — nay, sigh for ladies' 

love ! 
His meddling vanity, a busy fiend. 
Still making work his selfish craft must 

men(L 



ON WILLIAM SMELLIE 

William Smellie was, says Boms (undated 
letter tx> Peter Hill), **a man positively of the 
first abilities and fpreatest strengfth of mind, as 
well as one of the best hearts and keenest wits " 
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that he had *'eyer met wiUi." The son of 
Alexander SSmellief an Ediubnrgh architect, he 
inras boi-n in the Pleaaanoe (Edinburgh) in 1740. 
Being apprenticed to a firm of priuters, he yet 
contrived to attend the Qreek, Latin, and He- 
brew claMes at the University, and to achieve 
distinction in them all. His love of knowledge 
once awakened, he was not content till he had 
completed the round of literary and scientific 
study, including the full Medical Course. In 
1705 he became partner in a firm which some 
3'ears later, as Balfour and Smellie, was ap- 
pointed Printers to the University ; and on its 
dissolution in 1782 he took in Creech, engaging 
himself the while in literature and — especially 
—science. He was credited with at least the 
preparation for the press of Buchan^s Domestic 
Meaicine^ 1770; he supervised and in great 
part compiled the first Encyclopadia Britan- 
nicOj 1777; he edited The Edinburgh Magazine 
and lieview^ 1773-1776 ; he translated BufFon^s 
Natural Historic, 9 vols. 17K)-1781 ; he wrote 
tlie Philosophy of Natural History y 2 vols. 1790- 
1799 — to name but these. He died 24th June, 
1795. He was the life and soul of the club 
known as **The Crochallan Fencibles," for 
whose *' use ^* the collection called The Merry 
Muses of Caledonia is stated (on the title-page) 
to have been '* selected,'' and which met in an 
historic tavern kept by the Highlander David 
Douglas. This same Douglas occasionally en- 
tertained his guests by singing the Gaelic song 
Chro Challin = " CatUe of (Jolin ;" and in a 
whimsical spirit Smellie appropriated the song*s 
name to the brotherhood. 

Crochallan came: 
Tlie old cock'd hat, the brown surtont the 

sarae; 
I lis grisly beard just Imstling in its might 
('T was four lohg nights and days to shav- 
ing-night) ; 
His nnconib'd, hoary locks, wild-staring, 

thatch'd 
A head for thought profound and clear 

unmatch'd; 
Yet, tbo* his caustic wit was biting rude, 
His heart was warm, benevolent, and good. 



SKETCH FOR AN ELEGY 

Probably the original form of the elegy on 
Capt^n Matthew Henderson, although his name 
b not mentioned. 



Craiodarroch. famM for speaking art 
And every virtue of the heart. 



Stops short, nor can a word impart 

To end his sentence, 

When mem'ry strikes him like a dart 

With auld acquaintance. 

II 

Black James — whase wit was never laith, 
But, like a sword had tint the sheath, 
Ay ready for the work o' death — 

He turns aside, 
And strains wi' sufiFocating breath 

His grief to hide. 

Ill 

Even Philosophic Smellie tries 

To choak the stream that floods his eyes: 

So Moses wi' a hazel-rice 

Came o'er the stane; 
But, tho' it cost him speaking twice, 

It gush'd amain. 

IV 

Go to your marble g^raffs, ye g^at. 
In a' the tinkler-trash of state I 
But by thy honest turf 1 '11 wait, 

Thou man of worth, 
And weep the ae best fallow's fate 

E'er lay in earth ! 



PASSION'S CRY 

The earlier written part, beginning line 19, 
" I bum, I bum," etc., was px^ucea in 1787, 
after hearing the end of a divorce case in 
which, on Much 7th, the Court of Session de- 
cided that the husband might proceed against 
the lover without divorcing his wife. (The 
oratorical methods of the leading counsel are 
quizzed in In the Court of Session^ p. 183.) 
The lady, who was heiress of Skerrington, 
Ayrshire, bore a child to Captain Montgomerie 
in November, 1784; and the husband chose not 
to interfere with the marriage settlements, but 
punished the lover, and maintained the matri- 
mony as of old. Bums^s sympathies were 
strongly with the lover and the lady. "O all 
ye powers of love unfortunate, and friendless 
woe," he writes to Gavin Hamilton, " pour the 
balm of sympathising pity on the nief-wom, 
tender heart of the hapless fair one!'* 

Mild zephyrs waft thee to life's farthest 

shore, 
Nor thiiik of me and my distresses more I 



EXTEMPORE IN THE COURT OF SESSION 
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Fabehood Mount I Not StiU I beg a 

place. 
Still near tbj heart some little, little traee I 
For that dear trace the world I would re- 



B7 all I lov'd, neglected, utd forgot, 

No friendly fuse e'er light* m; eqiiBlid 

ShuDu'd, hated, wrong'd, oopitied, nnre- 

The mock'd qnotation of the Mortier'B jeit; 
Ev'n the poor support of my wretched life, 
Snatohed bjr the Tiolenoe at legal atrife; 
Oft grateful for my Terj daily bread. 
To those my famUj'a onoe large bonotj 

fed; 
A welcome iamate at their homely tax*, 
Uy griefo, nty woea, my ughs, my tears 

they ihare: 
Their ralgar aoula unlike the mdI* re- 
fined, 
The faahion'd marble of the polish'd mind. 

"I burn, I bum, as when thro' ripen'd 

By driring winda the oracklitig flames ore 

Now, maddening-wild, I corse that fatal 

night. 
Now bless the bonr that chorm'd my guilty 

light. 
In vaiu the Laws theii feeble force op- 



Chai 



.in'diU h 



his feet, they groan Lore's 



In vain Religion meets my shrinking eye: 
I dare not combat, but I turn and &j. 
Conscience in vain upbraids th' unhallow'd 

Ore. 
Love grasps his aonrpioni — stifled tbey 

Reason arops headlong from his sacred 

throne. 
Tonr dear idea reigns, and reigns alone; 
Each thought intoxicated homage yields. 
And riots wanton iu forbidden fields. 

By all on high adoring mortals know. 
By all the eonscioua TiUoin fears below; 
By what, alas t much more my soul 

Uy doubtful hopes once more to fill thy 



Et'd sbonldst thou, false, forswear the 
live and die t 

IN VAIN WOULD PRUDENCE 

III Tain would Fmdence with deoorom 

Ptrint out a censuring world, and bid ma 

Above that world on wings of love I rise, 
I know its worst, and can that worst de- 

" Wrong'd, injur'd, shann'd, nnpitied, ub- 

Tbe mock'd quotation of the soomer's 

jest," 
Let Prudence' direst bodements on me 

faU, 
Clarinda, rich reward I o'erpays them alL 

THE CARES O' LOVE 



The eores o' Lore are sweeter for 
Than onie other pleasure; 

And if sae dear its sorrows are, 
Enjoyment, what a ti 



I fear to try, I dare na try 
A passion sae ensnaring; 
For light's her heart and blytbe's her 



_ . _ Cth atid Prantr, i. 

Line '2), and Henrj Enkine, Dean al Faculty 
(for Gnkine, sue ib. Lina 1), in a certain diTorea 
ooe (1787), u to which He safe, p. 182,PiefB' 
tarj Note to Fositm'i Ciy. 



r84 



POSTHUMOUS PIECES 



LORD ADVOCATE 

He dench'd his pamphlets in his fist, 

He quoted and he hinted, 
Till in a declamation-mist 

His argument, he tint it: 
He gapM for % he grapM for 't, 

He land it was awa, man; 
But what bis common sense came short, 

He ek^ out wi' law, man. 

MR. ERSKINE 

Collected, Harry stood awee. 

Then open'd out his arm, man; 
His lordship sat wi' ruefu' e'e. 

And ey'd the gathering storm, man; 
Like wind-driv'u bail it did assail. 

Or torrents owre a linn, man; 
The Bench sae wise lift up their eyes, 

Hauf-wauken'd wi' the din, man. 



AT ROSLIN INN 

Chambers states that Bums breakfasted at 
the inn after a ramble in the Pentlands with 
Alexander Nasmyth, the painter. He further 
relates that the ramble was taken after trans- 
gressing *' the rules of sobriety " in Edinburgh, 
and sitting ** till an early hour in the morn- 
ing." Part of this on the authority of a gos- 
sip who ** lived at Roslin at the time." 

Mt blessings on ye, honest wife ! 

I ne*er was here before; 
Te Ve wealth o' gear for spoon and knife: 

Heart could not wish for more. 
Heav*n keep you clear o' sturt and strife, 

Till far ayont fourscore, 
And by the Lord o' death and life, 

I '11 ne'er gae by your door ! 



TO AN ARTIST 

Chambers states that Bums, entering a 
studio in Edinbnrjirh, found the occupant en- 
gagped on a Jacob' g Drtam, and wrote the lines 
on the back of a little sketch. 

Dear , I '11 gie ye some advice, 

Tou '11 tak it no uncivil: 
You shouldna paint at angels, man. 

But try and paint the fievil. 



To paint an angel 's kittle wark, 
Wi' Nick there 's little dai^r: 

You '11 easy draw a lang-kent face. 
But no sae weel a stranger. 

R. B. 



THE BOOK-WORMS 

Said to have been written on a splendidly 
bound but worm-eaten volume of Shakespeare 
in a nobleman's library. 

Through and through th' inspired leaves. 
Ye maggots, make your windings; 

But O, respect his lordship's taste. 
And spare the golden bindings I 



ON ELPHINSTONE'S TRANSLA- 
TION OF MARTIAL 

James Elphinstone — bom 1721, died 1809, 
— published his egregious translation of Bfar- 
tial's Epigrams in 1782. '*A Mr. Elphin- 
stone," wrote Bums to Clarinda, **has gfiven 
a translation of Martial, a famous Latin poet. 
The poetry of Elphinstone can only equal his 
prose notes. I was sitting in a merchant's shop 
of my acquaintance waiting somebody ; he 
put Elphinstone into my hand, nud asked my 
opinion of it. I begged leave to wiite it on a 
blank leaf, which I did." A facsimile of the 
inscription — below £lphinstone*s ** Rhymed 
Address to the Subscribers*' — was published 
in The Burns Chronicle for 1894. The epigram 
was doubtless suggested by the old one which 
served as a model for On Thatdcsgiving far a 
National Victory (see post, p. 190). 

O THOU whom Poesy abhors. 

Whom Prose has turned out of doors. 

Heard 'st thou yon groan? — Proceed no 

further ! 
'T was laurel' d Martial calling '< Murther I " 



ON JOHNSON'S OPINION OF 
HAMPDEN 

Inscribed on a copy of Johnson's Lives, pre- 
sented by Bums to Alexander Cunningham. 
A comment on Johnson *s remark : " His mother 
was the daughter of John Hampden of Hamp- 
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Fob Bhame I 
Let Folly and Kuavety 

Freedom oppoM: 
'T is tnicide, GemiiB, 
To miz with her foea. 



Ceahe, je prtirl^'', your enrioiu railingt 
Lovelv Bums lias diarmi: confeu 1 

True it it ali: Ii :U ae failing: 
Had a« woman erer len 7 



ON MISS AINSLIE IN CHURCH 

Mils Ainalie waa taatec to Boms'i friend, 
BobartAiiMlie. Bnnia, on hia Border Tonr, 
arrived at Berrjwell. Berwiokihire, the farm 
of AinsLa'i futher, on 5th May, 1787. On the 
Kandsj, at related in hi* Joarnal, he acconi- 
panied the family to choreh at Dona, and, 
being BBBted next Min AiniliB, wrote the 
linei ia her Bible, npropoa of iier Mareh for a 
teit a^uM the iiupenitent denoted by the 
preacher. In his Jovrnai he aketohea the 
yoang; lady thus : " Uer person a little cmion- 
poinJ, bnt handsome ; herfacetpartdoularlyher 
•yes, fnll of siraetneu and good hamonr ; she 
Dnit«a three qualities rarely to be fonnd to- 
gether: keen, solid penetration ; sly, witty ob- 
Mrraticm and remark ; and the gentleat, moat 
nnaffeeted female modesty." 

Fair maid, yoa nesd not take the hint. 

Nor idle texts pursue; 
'Twas guilty sinners that he meant, 

Not angels such as you. 



AT INVERARAY 

Published in Stewart's Pormt Ateribrd to 
BobfTl Bums (IROI), with the explanation 
that Bnina fnund " himaalf and his companion 
entirely neftlected by the iimkeeper, whoaa 
whole attention seamed to be oocnpied " by 
''some company" on a Tiiit to the Dnke of 



Wboe'er he be that sojourns here, 
I pity much his case. 



There 's uaetbing here bat Highland prktt 
And Highland scab and himgec: 

If Providence has sent me here, 
T was surely in an ajiget. 



AT CARRON IRONWORKS 
Written OD tha window of the inn at Caiioo. 

Wk cam na here to view your warks 

In hopes to be mair wise, 
But only, lest we gang to Hell, 

It may be nae surprise. 

But when we tirl'd at your door 
Tour porter dought na bear us: 

Sae may, shonld we to Hell's yetts come, 
Your billie Satan sair us. 



Bums reached Stirling on the afternoon of 
the SQnday (2(itli Angnst) which saw him 
"tirling" at the door of Carron Ironworks. 
Visiting Harvieston on the Monday, ha re- 
turned to Stirling that evening. Not improba- 
bly these lines were writt™ after the jolly 
anpper mentioned in his Jourfui. The inacrip. 
■ion was published, with the intention of ahow- 

Animadiimiont on Some Porta aiuf Potlailen 
(17S8). and it appears in Cnnning:ham (1634). 
As we learn from a letter to Clariuda. Janoaiy, 
17K1, Bums, on applying for a place in the 
Eicise, was severely queotioaed about it. 

Hkre Stewarts once in glory teien'd. 
And lawB for Scotland's weal ordun'd; 
But now nnroord their palaoe stands. 
Their sceptre fallen to other hands: 
Fallen inaeed, and to the earth, 
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The iojared Stewart line ii gone, 

A race oatlandish fills their throne: 

An idiot race, to honour lost — 

Who know them best despise them most 



ADDITIONAL LINES AT STIR- 
LING 

Published by Cnimingham (1834), who states, 
bat, as nsaal, without griTiiigr his authority, that 
Bums wrote the preceding inscription on the 
Monday morning, and, being remonstrated with 
by Nicol on his return from Harrieston, added 
this mock ** reproof to the author/* 

Rash mortal, and slanderous poet, thy 

name 
Shall no longer appear in the records of 

Fame I 
Dost not know that old Mansfield, who 

writes like the Bible, 
Says, the more 't is a truth, Sir, the more 

'tis a libel? 



VERSICLES ON SIGN-POSTS 



REPLY TO THE THREAT OF A 
CENSORIOUS CRITIC 

With .Ssop's lion, Bums says: — " Sore I 

feel 
Each other blow: but damn that ass's 

heell'' 



A HIGHLAND WELCOME 

When Death's dark stream I ferry o'er 
(A time that surely shall come). 

In Heaven itself 1 11 ask no more 
Than just a Highland welcome. 



AT WHIGHAM'S INN, SAN- 
QUHAR 

Envt, if thy jaundiced eye 
Through this window chance to spy, 
To thy sorrow thou shalt find 
All that 's generous, all that 's kind. 
Friendship, virtue, every grace, 
Dwelling in this happy plaoe. 



<(i 



The everlasting surliness of a 
Saracens head,** etc. — thus does Bums pre- 
face them — ^* or the nnchsnging blandneas of 
the landlord welcoming a traveller, on some 
sign-posts, would be no bad similes <rf the con- 
stant affected fierceness of a Bully, or the 
eternal simper of a Frenchman or a FuUller.*' 



He looked 
Just as your sign-post Lions do. 
With aspect fierce and quite as harmleaa 
too. 



(patient stupidity) 

So heavy, passive to the tempest's shocks, 
Dull on the sign-post stands the stupid oz. 



His face with smile eternal drest 
Just like the landlord to his guest, 
High as they hang with creaking din 
To index out the Country Inn. 



A HKAD, pure, sinless quite of brain and 

soul. 
The very image of a barber's poll: 
Just shews a human face, and wears a wig. 
And looks, when well friseur'd, amazing big. 



ON MISS JEAN SCOTT 

O, HAD each Scot of ancient times 
Been, Jeauie Scott, as thou art. 

The bravest heart on Euglisb ground 
Had yielded like a coward. 



ON CAPTAIN FRANCIS GROSE 

The Devil got notice that Groae waa 

a^ying. 
So whip ! at the summons, old Satan came 

flying; 
But when he approach'd where poor Francis 

lay moRning, 
And saw each bed-post with its bortheii 

a-groaning, 



IN LAMINGTON KIRK 



Ait(miifa'd,ooiifouutted,eriesSkUn: — *'Bt 

God, 
I'd wuit bim era take soeh & damnable 



Th* appointmant wu nude in Angott, 1789. 

Skabcrinq Buld wivel' barrela, 

Ochon, the dajr 
That elartj Win afaould Itaio raj laurels 1 



Wad move the terj hearts o' atanu. 



ON MISS DAVIES 



Ask whj Grod made the gem to biiiaII, 
And why m huge the granite ? 

Because God meant mankind ahould H 
That higher value on it. 



For Hazvell of CardonsM, Me 
Prefotor; Note to On a QaBovag 






Wk grant they 're thine, thoM beantiea all, 

So lovely in our eye: 
Keep them, thou ennuch, CardoneH, 

For othen to enjoy. 



THE TYRANT WIFE 
Curs'd be the nian, the poorest imtoh In 

life. 

The crouching nusal to the tyrant wife 1 
Who baa no will but by her high permia- 



Who hai not tixpenoe but id her powea- 

Who iDuai to her bu dear friend'* aecret 

teU; 
Who dreads a onrtaiu lecture worse than 

belli 
Wera such the wife bad fallen to tay 

pert, 
I 'd break her ipint, or I 'd break her heart; 
1 'd charm bee with the magio of a switch, 
I 'd kiss her maids, and kick the perrene 

bitch. 



AT BROWNHILL INN 

[A pUj upon the nam* of the landlord, 
" honest BaooQ " of To William SleiBort, ante, 
p. 148.] 

At Brownhill we alwayi get dainty good 

And pleuty of bacon each day in the year; 
We 've a' thing that '■ nice, and moctly in 

But why always baoon ? — oome, tell me 



THE TOADEATER 

Or Lordly aoquaiotanoe you boaat. 

And the Dukes that yon dined witii 

Tet an insect's an insect at most, 
Tho' it crawl on the onrl of a Qneen I 



IN LAMINGTON KIRK 

The mlidater was Tlionus MItehell. Ha wm 
mvHated (1772) to KingUnie bj tho VaA of 
RoChw: bnt, as the pttishionen wore unani- 
moulT against htm, it *aa ananjciHl that he 
should aiohaiwa with the orifcinal pnaantMi to 
Lnmin^n. He ia deaoribad as "aa aooom- 
I^ished soholec." He died l£th Maioh, 1811. 

Ab oanld a wind na ever blew, 
A caald kirk, and in 't but few. 
As canld a miniater'a ever spak — 
Ye 'sa a' be bet or I come iMok I 
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THE KEEKIN GLASS 

Written extempore at DaUwinton, and 
handed by Bums to Miss Miller, hiB landlord's 
dai]£^hter, on her informing him that one of the 
Lords of Justiciary had got so drunk the night 
before that, coming into the drawing-room, he 
pointed at her, and asked her father : *' Wha 'a 
yon hoolet-faced thing i* the comer ? ** 

How daur ye ca' me " Howlet-face," 
Ye blear-e'ed, withered spectre ? 

Ye only spied the keekin-glass, 
An' there ye saw your picture. 



AT THE GLOBE TAVERN, DUM- 
FRIES 



The greybeard, old Wisdorn, may boast of 
his treasures, 
Give me with gay Folly to live ! 
I grant him his calm-blooded, time-settled 
pleasures, 
But Folly has raptures to give. 



0) 

1 MURDER hate by field or flood, 

Tho' Glory's name may screen us. 
In wars at hame I '11 ppend my blood 

Lifp-piving wars of Venus. 
The deities that I adore 

Are Social Peace and Plenty: 
I *m l>etter pleas'd to make one more 

Than be the death of twenty. 

(n) 
I would not die like Socrates, 

For all the fuss of Plato; 
Nor would I with Leonidas, 

Nor yet would I with Cato; 
The zealots of the Church and State 

Shall ne'er my mortal foes be; 
But let me have bold Zimri's fate 

Within the arms of Cozbi. 



My bottle is a holy pool, 

That heals the wounds o' care an' dool, 



And pleasure is a wanton trout •» 
An ye drink it, ye '11 find him out 

4 
In politics if thou would'st mix 

And mean thy fortunes be; 
Bear this in mind: Be deaf and blind. 

Let great folks hear and see. 



YE TRUE LOYAL NATIVES 



The " Loyal Natives Club " of Dumfries 
formed in January, 1703. It celebrated the 
King's birthday on 4th June with a dinner and 
a baJl. Bums's lines were in reply to these : — 

THK LOTAL HATIVM* VSB8M 

** Te Sons of Sedition, frire ear to my song, 
Let Byrne, Bums, and ICaxwell perrade erery throng, 
Witb Craclcen, the attorney, and Mundell, the quack. 
Send Willie, the monger, to hell with a amack.*' 

Ye true "Loyal Natives,'' attend to my 
song: 

In uproar and riot rejoice the night long ! 

From Envy and Hatred your core is ex- 
empt, 

But where is your shield from the darts of 
Contempt ? 



ON COMMISSARY GOLDIE'S 
BRAINS 

Goldie was President of the Loyal Natiyes. 

Lord, to account who does Thee oall^ 
Or e'er dispute Thy pleasure ? 

Else why within so thick a wall 
Enclose so poor a treasure ? 



IN A LADY'S POCKET BOOK 

Grant me, indulgent Heaven, that I may 

live 
To see the miscreants feel the pains they 

give ! 
Deal Freedom's sacred treasures free as 

air, 
Till Slave and Despot be but things that 

were ! 



ON MISS FONTENELLE 



Bnnu went > jaont thtmigli Gkllowaj, with 
John Sjme, in tha lut week of Jul;, ITU-S. 
BetwsflD Kenmnre and Qatehoiue the pair got 



Nei 



listed on getting 






shreds. " Mercj oi 
9 did fame and ngt I 



{futhing- eould reiaitate him in temper. I tned 
Vario-JB expedient!, and at last hit on one that 
•ncnevded. I showed htm the hoUDe of Qar- 
lieston. acnMs the baf uf Wigton. AgaiiM the 
EbiI of aaUownj, with whom bs wu offended, 
he expectorated his apleen, and legained ■ 
moat agreeable temper." 

John Slewert, ssTenth Earl of Qallowa;, bom 
IJtb Much, 1736, (ucceeded to the peera^ 24th 
Septembwr, lTI3l wasarepreHntatiTeScHiHish 
Peer from 1TT4 to IltlO; sapported Pitt, and 
In 1784 wa.- cboaen a Lord of the Bedchamber ; 
was i^reat^ a Peer of Great Britain Sth Jane, 
nm ; and died l^th NaTember, 1S06. Being 
of puritan repule and habit, ha wna t ptrtona 
ingrala Co Burns, who saldriaad him in Tht 
Heron Eitxtim Balladi. See nafa, p. 166. 

What dost thou Id that maiuion fur ? 

Flit, G«Uowar, and Bnd 
Some DRiTow, dirty, dungeon Okve, 

The picture of tbj mind. 

ON THE SAME 

No St«irart art tbou, Gallowaj: 
The Stewnrts all were brare. 

Besides, the Stewarts were but fools. 
Not one of them a kuave. 



ON THE SAME 

Briobt ntn th; line, Gnllowaj, 
Thro' many a far-tamed aire I 

So ran tbe fnr-famed Roman way. 
And ended in a mire. 



ON THE SAME. ON THE AU- 
THOR BEING THREATENED 
WITH VENGEANCE 

Spakk me thy Tengeance, Galloway I 
In quiet let me live: 



ON THE LAIRD OF LAGGAN 

Written daring ths same tonr as tbe Epi- 
grams rreteding. Haring settled Lord Gal- 
loway, he afterwards, wrote Sjnie, ^^ fell on 
humbler gazno. There is one MdHne whom bo 
does not lore. He had a ] — r~F blow at him.*^ 
Murine had bonght ths fanu of Ellislaod. 

Wbxm Moiine, deceaa'd, to the De?il went 

T wai nothing wonld terre him but Sfttan's 

own crown. 
"Thy fool's head," qnoth Satan, "that 



ON MARIA RIDDELL 



k of a draft 



"On ray 



loMiibed on ti 
Scott Wha Hat. t 
Locker-Lampsoo. The heading ii 
Lord BnchaJi's Toeiferating in ac 
that 'Women must alway* be flattered gmad* 
or not spolcen to at alL' " For Mana Kiddell 
see ante. p. 178 pTefalor; Nota b 
on Mr,. RidddTi BirMay. 

" Praibb Womsn still," his lotdship n 

" Deserv'd or not, no matter I " 
But thee wbnrn all my soul adores. 

There Flattery cannot flatter I 
Uaria, all my tboQght and dream. 

Inspires my tocu shell; 
The more I praise my lovely tlienM, 

The more tbe tmth Z tell. 



ON MISS FONTENELLE 

"If Miss Fontencllg," wrote Bnma, "will 
aoeept this honest oompliraent to her peisonat 
charms, amiable manners, and gentle heart 
from a man too proud to flatter, though too 
poor to have his oompliment of an; eonae 
quenoa, it will nncerely oblige her amdous 
friend and most devoted humble nTrant." 

SwKiT nsivft* of feature. 
Simple, wild, eiu'haiiiiug elf. 
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Not to thee, but thanks to Natare 
Thou art actiug but thyself. 

Wert thou awkward, stiff, affected, 
Spuming Nature, torturing art, 

Loves and Graces all rejectea, 
Then indeed thou 'dst act a part. 



KIRK AND STATE EXCISEMEN 

Written on a window in the King^s Arms, 
Dumfries. 

Yk men of wit and wealth, why all this 
sneering 

'Crainst poor Excisemen ? Give the cause 
a hearing. 

What are your Landlord's rent-rolls ? Tax- 
ing ledgers I 

What Premiers ? What ev'n Monarchs ? 
Mighty Gangers I 

Nay, what are Priests (those seeming godly 
wise-men) ? 

What are they, pray, but Spiritual Excise- 
men 1 



ON THANKSGIVING FOR A 
NATIONAL VICTORY 

The victory was probably Howe's, off Uahant, 
let June, 1794. 

Ye hypocrites I are these your pranks ? 
To murder men, and give God thanks ? 
Desist for shame I Proceed no further: 
God won't accept your thanks for Muiv 
ther. 



PINNED TO MRS. WALTER RID- 
DELL'S CARRIAGE 

Ir yoo rattle along like your mistress's 
tongue, 
Your speed will out-rival the dart; 
But, a fly for your load, you '11 break down 
on the road, 
If your stuff be as rotten 's her heart. 



TO DR. MAXWELL 

ON MISS JESSY STAIG'S RECOVERY 

For MiM Staig, see Prefatory Note to Young 
JtMsieipott, p. 276). 

Dr. William MazwfeU, son of a noted Jacobite, 
James Maxwell of KiikconDell, was bom in 
1700. He was educated at the Jesuits* College 
at Dinaat, and afterwards studied medicine 
at Paris. In 1792 he started a London sub- 
scription for the French Jacobins, and he b 
the Englishman said in Barkers speech (28th 
December, 1792) to have ordered three thou- 
sand daggers at Birmingham. As a National 
Guard he was present at the execution of Louis 
XVX, and is reported to have dipped his hand- 
kerchief in the King^s blood. When Bums 
wrote, he had just returned to Scotland and 
started a practice in Dumfries. Bums and he 
became last friends. He attended Bums 
during the last illneaa, when the dying man 
presented him with his pistols. He died 13th 
October, 1884. 

Maxwell, if merit here you craye. 

That merit I deny: 
You save fair Jessie from the graye t— - 

An Angel could not die 1 



TO THE BEAUTIFUL MISS ELIZA 

J N 

ON HER PRINCIPLES OF LIBERTY AND 

EQUALITY 

How, « Liberty I " Girl, can it be by thee 

nam'd ? 
<* Equality/' too I Hussy, art not ashamed ? 
Free and Equal indeed, while mankind 

thou enchainest, 
And over their hearts a proud Despot so 

reiguest. 



ON CHLORIS 

REQUESTING ME TO GIVE HER A SPRIG 
OF BLOSSOMED THORN 

« 

From the white-blossom'd sloe my dear 
Cbloris requested 
A sprig, her fair breast to adorn: 



TO JOHN SYME OF RYEDALE 



" No, by Heaven I " I exolaua'd, " le 

r Irish for ever, 
plant in that boaom a thorn I 



After tellinf; her that the Caledoniatu had 
been at Dumfriee for the laat fortnight, Boms 
adds : " One of ths corps provoked m; ire the 
other day, ' ' ' ■ ' " " 



bora 2Tth October, 1T71. He suooeeded to 
Puimiire on ths death of hit uncle, William 
Eul of Pmnmore. ia 1787, when be aeeumed 
the ■arumme of Maale ; served for •ome tims 
in the 1 1 th DrBKOon* ; wai choeen M. P. for 
Forfar ia 1700 a* a lupporter of Sax ; on 9th 
Septaniber, 1831, was raised 
Peerage aa Barou Paami 
April, 1852. He appears (with his horwj in 
Kar's Edinburgh Porlraiti ■• "m generons 
sportsman." In effect, be vas ardent in 
racing and cooking, mnob giren to obatrepei^ 
ous prscticsJ jokes, and not too eiemplary in 
his general babiU: at the same time th>t he 
vas generous to his dependnnts^ and iibenl in 
regard to schemeH for tbe public welfare. He 
bestowed an annultj of £50 on Buroi's widow. 



; and died 13th 



Tnou Fool, in thj phaeton towering. 



T is the pride of a Thiefi eibibition 
When higher his pillorj 'i i 



Hie ladj was Hia. Stephen Eemble, who 
appeared at the Domfries Theatre in Ootober, 

Kkhblk, thou eiir'st mv anbelief 

Of Moses and bis rod. 
At Yarico's street notes of grief 

The roek with teats bad tloVd. 



ON DR. BABINGTON'S LOOKS 

Bams, in a latter to His. Dnnlop, refers to 

the aabJKOt of his satire " as a well-known 

> Ib«> Is, tn Uw CsMsouj K-IUou. 



character here " — that ia, premmablf , Dom- 
fries. He eaplaius that it was in answer to 
one who aaid "than was falseliood in hia 



That there is a falsehood in his lool 

I must aud will denj: 
They say their Master ia a knave, 

Ajid sure they do not lie. 



ON ANDREW TURNER 

In Se'euteeu Himder 'n Forty-Nine 
The Deil gat stuff to mak a swine. 

An' cooet it in a comer; 
But wilily he changed his plan, 
An' shap d it soinetkiing like a man. 

An ca'd it Andrew Turner. 



Inscribed b; Bnms in the Dnmfrieeshire vol* 
nme of Sir John (iinclair's Staliilical AaMat 
of Scotland, in a footnote t« a narrativa of th* 
PeieeoatiDn in Balmaghie parish. 

The Solemn League and Covemnt 

Now brings a smile, now brines a tear. 

But SAored rreedom, too, was theirs: 
If thou *rt a slave, indulge thy sneer. 



TO JOHN SYME OF RYEDALE 

WITH A PRESENT OF A DOZEN OP PORTER 

John Synie, son of a Writer to the Kgnet in 
Edinhniirh, was bom in 1766. He entered the 
annj in his nineteenth jear, but after hla 
father's death i«dded an tlie little estate of 
Bamcailiie, Kirkcndbrightaliire. Conetrsined 
to sell bj the failnro of the Ayr Bank, he ob- 
tained the ofiioa of Diitribator of Stamps in 
Dnmfries in 1791. Boms inhabited the float 
immediately above his office, and presently ^ot 
to legard him aa his " supranie coort of onti- 
oal jndicatnTc " in literary matter*. Syme'i 
rather glowing deseription of a passane be- 
tween him and Barns <when, being rebnhsd 
for hia eiee«ie«, the Bard half drew on him) 
was made the matter of a piece of criticism bj 
Walter Soott in a review of Cromek's Rrlionf. 
In Jnlj, 1708) Bnma andSjme went lonring ia 
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Gidloway, (tee atUe, pp. 188, 189, Prefatory 
Kote to Against the Earl of Galloway, and FVe- 
fatory Note to On the Laird of Laggan), and 
after Boms's death Syme was Alexander 
Cunningham's chief oooperator in the work of 
starting a subscription for his friend's family 
and projecting the publication of his posthu- 
mous poems and letters. It ia much to be 
re^^tted that he did not undertake the editor- 
ship, as at one time it was thought he mifht, 
instead of Currie. He died 24th NoTember. 
1831. 

O, HAD the malt thy strength of mind, 
Or hops the flavour of. thy wit, 

'T were drink for first of human kind — 
A gift that ev'n for Syme were fit. 

Jbuialsm Tatvsm, 

DUMFSIU. 



ON A GOBLET 

The goblet belonged to Syme. 

There 's Death in the cup, so beware ! 

Nay, more — there is danger in touch- 
ing I 
But who can avoid the fell snare ? 

The man and his wine 's so bewitching ! 



APOLOGY TO JOHN SYME 

Published in Currie with the explanation: 
''On refusing to -dine with him, after having 
been promised the first of company and the 
first of cookery, l7th December, 1795.'* 

No more of your gueste, be they titled or 
not, 
And cookery the first in the nation: 
Who is proof to thy personal oonyerse and 
wit 
Is proof to all other temptation. 



ON MR. JAMES GRACIE 

Gracie, thou art a man of worth, 
O, be thou Dean for ever ! 

May he be damn'd to Hell henceforth, 
Who faute thy weight or measure I 



AT FRIARS CARSE HERMITAGE 

To RiDDKLL, much-lamented mail, 

This ivied cot was dear: 
Wand'r^r, dost value matohlesa worth ? 

This ivied cot revere. 



FOR AN ALTAR OF INDEPEN- 
DENCE 

AT KERROUGHTRIE, THE SEAT OF MR. 

HERON 

For Heron, see ante, p. 164, Prefatory Koto 
to First Heron Election Ballad, 

Thou of an independent mind, 
With soul resolv d, with soul resign'd, 
Prepared Power's proudest frown to brave. 
Who wilt not. be, nor ha^e a slave, 
Virtue alone who dost revere. 
Thy own reproach alone dost fear: 
Approach this shrine, and worship here. 



VERSICLES TO JESSIE LEWARS 

THE TOAST 

Inscribed on a crystal goblet presented to 
MIbs Lewars. 

Fill me with the rosy wine; 
Call a toast, a toast divine; 
Give the Poet's darling flume; 
Lovely Jessie be her name: 
Then thou mayest freely boast 
Thou hast given a peerless toast. 

THE MENAGERIE 

Written on the advertisement of a travelling 
show, which in May, 1796, was handed to Burm 
by Mr. Brown, Surgeon, in Jessicas presence. 



Talk not to me of savages 
From Af ric's burning sun I 

No savage e'er can rend my heart 
As, Jessie, thou hast done. 
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But Jessie's lovel j hand in mine 
A mutual fiuth to plight — 

Not even to Tiew the heavenlj ehoir 
Would be BO blest a sigbt 

JESSIE'S ILLNESS 

Sat, sageB, vbat 'b tbe cbarm on earth 
Can turn Death's dart aside ? 

It is not purity and worth. 
Else Jessie bad not died I 

HER RECOVERY 
But rarely seen since Nature's birth 

Tbe naCiTes of tbe sky I 
Yet still one lernpfa '« left on eartb, 

For Jessie did not die. 



ON MARRIAGE 

That hackne,T'd judge of humau life. 

The Preacber and tbe King, 
Observes ; — " The man that gets a wife 

He gets a noble thing." 
But how capricious are mankind. 

Now loathing, now desirous t 
We married men, bow oft we fiud 

Tbe best of things will tire ui I 



A POET'S GRACE 

BEFORE MEAT 

O Thou, wbo kindly doet provide 

For ev'r; creature's want I 
We bless the God of Nature wide 

For nil Tliy goodness lent 
And if it please Thee, hearenlj Guide, 

May never worse b«B sent; 
But, wbetbrr granted or denied, 

Lord, bless us with content. 

AFTER MEAT 

O Thou, in whom we live and more, 
Who made the sea and shore, 



Thy goodness constantly we prove. 
And, erateful, would adore; 

And, if it please Thee, Power above I 
Still grant us with such store 

Tbe friend we trust, the fair we Ion, 
And we desire no more. 



AT THE GLOBE TAVERN 

BEFORE MEAT 

O Lord, when hunger pinches sore. 

Do Tbou stand us in stead. 
And send us from Thy bounteous itora 

A tup- or wether-head. 

AFTER MEAT 

Lord, [Tbee] we tbank, and Thee aloos) 
For temporal gifts we little merit 1 

At present we will nsk no more: 

Let William Hislop bring the spirit. 

3 
O Lord, since we have feasted tlins. 

Which we so little merit, 
Let Meg now take the flesb away, 

And Jock bring in the B[Hrit. 



O Lord, we do Thee humbly thank 

For that we little merit; 
Now Jean may t&k the flesb nway, 

And Will bring in the spirit. 



Herb lies Boghead amang tbe dead 

Id hopes to get salvation; 
But if such as he in Heav'i) may he, 

Then welcome — hail 1 damnation. 
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William Uair. dncribea in the Fi'nf Comnon 
Piarr Hook an "niy ovn friend and mjr father's 
friend," yaa 1mm in n4.'>. HU mill at T>r- 
Iwlton ia nienlioii«l in Death and Ih. HornboJc 
iantt, p. G7, Btanu t. lioe i). Jean Amiour, 
Iwing eipeUed bur father'! hotae, found ihelter 
fur a time willi the lutUei'a wife (1787-6). 
Huir died in ITtiS ; and Gami, recalling this 
piece of kinilnesa, wrote tu Oavin Haiui]lou 
that, liBsring that Mn. Kluir was liki'lj to be 
^'inTolved in f^at difficulties'^ in regard te 
the aett] amenta, he was ready to " more heaven 
And earlh en her behalf." and would nnder- 
take, through his friends in Edinburfih, tc get 
her the beet legal aaaislance free of charge. 

.An honest man here lies at rest, 
As e'er God with Hi* iinn^ blest: 
The friend of man, the friend of tratb. 



Tew heads with knowledge go inforni'd; 
It there 'a another world, he lives in bliss; 
Xf tbcre is Done, be made tbe best of this. 



ON JOHN RANKINE 



Ae dnj, ns Death, that gruesome Cttrl, 
Was driving to the tither warl' 
A mixtie-mnxtie, motlej squad 
And munie a guilt-beHDotted lad: 
Black gowns «( each denomination, 
And thieves of every rank and station. 
From bim tbat wenra the star and garter 
To him that wintlea in a halter: 
Asbam'd himself to see the wretches, 
He miittera, glow'ring at the bitches: — 
" By God I '11 not lie seen behiiit tbem, 
Nor 'mang the ap'ritnnl cons present them 
Without nt least ae honest man 
To gTHce thh dainn'd infernal clan 1 " 
By Adamhill a glance be threw, 
" Lord God I " quoth he, " I have it now. 
There 's inst the man I want, i' faith I" 
And quiokly itoppit Rankine's breath. 



ON TAM THE CHAPMAN 

Ab Tarn the chapman on a Atij 

Wi' Death forgatber'd by the w»t, 

Weel pleas'd be greeli ft wight so fa- 

And Uenth waa nae less pleu'd wi' llioroas, 
Wha cbcerfultj lays down his pa«k. 
And there blaws up a heArtv crack: 
His social, friendly, honest heart 
Sae tickled Death, tbey could na part; 
Sne, after viewing knives and garters, 
Death takes him hamc to gie him quar- 



ON HOLY WILLIE 



Hf-rr Holy Willie's sair vrorn < 
Tiiks up its last abode; 

His saul has taen some other w 
I fear, tbe left-Laud road. 



Stop 1 there he is as snre '■ • gun I 

Poor, silly body, see him I 
Nae wonder be 's as blaek 's tbe gran— 



Tour bnmstane Devilnhip, I lee, 
Has got bin) there liefore ye I 

Bat baud yonr nine-tail-eat a weo, 
Till ance yoa 've heard my •totj. 






Totu- pity I wil 

For pity ye have imuD. 
Justice, alas I has gi'en him o'er. 

And mercy's day is gaoe. 

But hesr me, Sir, Deil m ye are, 
I-ook something to your credit: 

A cuif like him wad slain your nu 
If it were kent ye did it f 



FOR WILLIAM NICOL 



ON JOHN DOVE, INNKEEPER 
DoTe wu ludlord of tha Whitefoord Arms, 



Here \ie» Johnie Pigeoo: 
What WM Ma religiun 

Whoe'er deairea to kcD 
To aomo other wwl' 
Mnuii follow the carl, 

For here Johuie PigeoD h 



Strong He was ablution; 
Small heer, pcraecutio 



But a full flowing bowl 
Was the aaving hit soul. 

And port was celettid glory I 



ON A WAG IN MAUCHLINE 



Lament liim, Mauchline hnabands a', 

He aften did aaaiat ;e; 
For had ye atnid hale weeka awRi', 

Your wives they ne'er bad miased je 1 



Te Manchline bainu, as on je pai 
To achool in bnndg thegither, 

O, tread ye lightly on hia grasa — 
Perhaps he waa your father 1 



ON ROBERT FERGUSSON 



On thn ''th FpbmarT. 17R7. Bunu applied 
to the Kirk h[iina|;(«ra of the r>non|{atc pariih, 
Edinbnr^h, tnr p^rmJuion to " lay ■ (mail 
Mono" OTer the " re»f r«d ■•hes" of Farifii*- 
»on, to " iwmain an iralienahlo property to hia 
dealhlcM fams ; " and hta reqneat «aa uuani- 
mooaly giant«d on tha TiA uf din aame month. 
But tba mason whom Kubart Uunt, the arohi- 
taot, amployad aaa aw Uilaturj' tluit Um cms- 



To bB ^ 

not pay tbe Bccoaat (£5 10<.) antil Fsbmary, 
ITvrJ. On the Jlth Augmrt, 1780. the fallowii^ 
notioa appeared in 7^ Edinburgh Advtrtiiitr, 
and on the I3th in Tin Eotning CourajU: 
"Tbe Ayrahira Bard, Hr. Bnma, haa at bit 



ioacription," etc. On tbe teverae of the alone 
ii the daolaration ; " By apecial grant of the 
Haoagera to Robert Bnma, who eiveted tbia 
atone, this Burial Place in to remain for ever 
lacred to the memory of Robert Fei^guaaon." 



No Mnlptnr'd Marble here, nor pompous 

No storied Urn nor aaimated Bnat; 
This simple atone directa pale Scotia's way 
To pour her sorrow o'er the Poet's dust. 



ADDITIONAL STANZAS 

NOT INSCRIBED 



Shk mouma, sweet tnneful yonth, tbj 
hapless fate: 
Tho'sll the powers of aongthy fancy fit'd, 
Yet Luxury and Wealth Uy by in State, 
And, thankleaa, atarr'd what tbey ao 
much admir'd. 



FOR WILLIAM NICOL 

William Nicolwas bom in 1744 at Dumbret' 
ton. in the pnriih of Annan. In early child- 
hood he loet hia father; while still a mal« 
youth opened a aehool in Ua mntber'a bona* ; 
■tndied, at the Univerrity of Edinburgh, tint 
theology and then medicine ; took np traabin] 
again; and in ITM i 



p traabing 
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master in the Hi^h School of Edinburgh. 
Bums met him in that city as a Crochalian 
Clnb man, and in the autumn took him on his 
Highhmd tour. His visit to Nicol at Moffat in 
1789 is celebrated in O, Willie Brewed a Peck 
o* MatU {past, p. 229). After Nicol bought the 
little property of JjhggBn^ in Glencaim parish 
(1790), he and Bums met often in the holidays, 
Bums counting him his '* dearest friend '' after 
his own brother. In 1795 Nicol, having as- 
saulted the Hector of the High School, resigfned 
his mastership, and started on his own account ; 
but late hours and liouor had already under- 
mined his health, and he died 21st April, 1797. 

Ye Riaegots, feed on Nicors brain, 
For few sic feasts you 'ye gotten; 

And fix your claws in NicoFs heart, 
For deil a bit o't 's rotten. 



FOR MR. WVLLIAM MICHIE 

SCHOOLMASTER OF CLEISH PARISH, FIFE- 
SHIRE 

Here lie Willie Michie's banes: 

O Satan, when ye tak him, 
Gie him the scbulin o' your weans, 

For cleTer deils he '11 mak them ! 



FOR WILLIAM CRUICKSHANK, 

A. M. 

William Cruiokshank was appointed master 
of the Canongate High School, Edinburgh, in 
1770 ; was promoted to a classical mastership 
In the Edinburgh High School in 1772 ; and 
died 8th March, 17^. His only daughter, 
Jenny Cruickshank, was a prime favourite with 
the Poet. See Prefatory Note to To Miss 
Cruickshank^ arUe, p. 95. 

Now honest William *s gaen to Heaven, 
I wat na gin 't can mend him: 

The fauts he had in Latin lay. 
For nane in English kent them. 



ON ROBERT MUIR 

Robert Muir, son of William Muir, who had 
the litde estate of Loanfoot, near Kilmarnock, 
1 bom 8th August, 1758, and became a wine 



merchant at Kilmarnock. He subscribed witk 
g^reat liberality to both the Kilmarnock and 
the Edinburgh Editions, and letters to him are 
included in Burns's Correspondence, He died 
of consumption 22d April, 1788. 

'' Muir, thy weaknesses were the aberrations 
of human nature, but thy heart glowed with 
everything generous, manly, and noble ; and, if 
ever emanations from the all-good Beii^ ani- 
mated a human form, it was thine." (R. B.) 

What man could esteem, or what woman 
could love. 

Was he who lies under this sod : 
If such Thou refusest admission above. 

Then whom wilt Thou favour. Good God ? 



ON A LAP-DOG 

The lap-dog belonged to Mrs. Gordon of 
Kenroore. The little beast had died just 
before Bums visited her during his Galloway 
tour, and she was importunate that he should 
write its epitaph. 



In wood and wild, ye warbling throng. 

Your heavy loss deplore: 
Now half extinct your powers of song — 

Sweet Echo is no more. 

II 

Te jarring, screeching things around, 
Scream your discordant joys: 

Now half your din of tuneless sound 
With Echo silent lies. 



MONODY 

ON A LADY FAMED FOR HER CAPRICE 

The lady was Maria Riddell (see ante^ p. 178, 
Prefatory Note to Inqtromptu on Mrs. RidddVf 
Birthday). "The subject of the foregoing," 
Bums wrote to Clarinda, '^ is a woman of fash- 
ion in this country, with whom at one period I 
was well acquainted. By some scandalous con- 
duct to me, and two or three other gentlemen 
here as well as me, she steered so far to the 
north of my good opinion, that I have made 
her the theme of several ill-natured things." 
For a fairer statement of the case, see as above, 
the Prefatory Note to Imprompttf. 



ON A GALLOWAY LAIRD 



How cold u that bosom which F0II7 ouoa 
flwdl 
Uoir pals ij that cheek whera the rouge 
ktely glisten'd I 
How Biletit that tongue irhieb the Mhoea oft 
tired I 
How dull is that eu whieh to flott'ij to 
listen'd I 



If gorroir and aDruish their exit await. 
From friendship and dearest affection 

How doubly severer, Maria, thj fate 1 
Tlioa diedst nnwept, as Uioa livedst un- 



Loves, Graces, and Virtues, I call not on 

So shy, grave, and distant, je shed not a 

But come, all je offspring of Folly bo trae. 
And flowers let us oull for Muia's cold 
bier I 



We 11 search through the garden for each 
silly flower, 
We 'II roam thro' the forest for each 
idle weed. 



We 'U seulotiire the marble, we 1\ 
the lay: 

Here Vanity strums on her idiot lyre t 
There keen Indignation shall dart on bis 
prey, 
Wbich spuming Contempt shall redeem 
from, his ire I 

THE EPITAPH 

Here lies, now a prey to insulting negl«ct, 
What onee was a butterfly, gay in life's 

Want only of wisdom denied her respect. 
Want only of goodness denied her es- 



FOR MR. WALTER RIDDELL 
See ante. p. ITS, Prefatory Note to JnproMpIs 



Sjee aiOe. p. UK, nefstory X 
011 Urt. RiSddl't Birthdaf. 



So vile was poor Wat, such a miscreant 

That the worms ev'n damn'd him when laid 

in his grave. 
" In his Bcall there 's a famine," a starved 

reptile cries; 
" And hii heart, it is poison," another re* 



ON A NOTED COXCOMB 

CAPT. WM. RODDICK, OF COKBISTON 

Light lay the earth on Billie's breast, 
His chicken heart 's so tender; 

But build a castle on bis head — 
His scull wilt prop it under. 

ON CAPT. LASCELLES 

When Lascelles thought fit from this 

world to depart. 
Some friends wnrmly spoke of embalming 

his heart. 
A bystander whispers r — " Pray don't make 

BO much o t — 
The subject is poison, no reptile will tonoh 



ON A GALLOWAY LAIRD 

NOT QUITE SO WISE AS SOLOMON 

David Muwell of Cardonesi — dsMnbed to 
Mra. Dunlop MS" itDpid, money-loving dan- 
derpata." ssd allnded tn vith jrreat oonUmpt 
in on Epigram (see p. 1.'^), and in the Htron 
EUdion BaUadi {q. v.). urss created ■ baronet 
iu 1804, and <Ued in 1S25. 

Bless Jesns Christ, O Cardoness, 
With grateful lifted eyes, 

Who taught that not the soul alone 
But body too shall rise t 
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For had Jle said: — '* The soul alone 
From death I will deliver," 

Alas I alas I O Cardonessy 
Then hadst thou lain lor ever ! 



ON WM. GRAHAM OF MOSS- 
KNOWE 

''Stop thief I" Dame Nature call *d to 

Death, 
As Willie drew his latest hreath: 
*' How shall I make a fool again ? 
My choicest model thou hast taen." 



ON JOHN BUSHBY OF TINWALD 

DOWNS 

Bnahhy, the son of a spirit-dealer in Dmn- 
fries, became a lawyer ana afterwards a private 
banker in the same town. Business capacity 
and a g^ood marriage enabled him to purchase 
Tinwald Downs. He is severely satirised in 
two of the Heron Election Ballads^ more par- 
tacnlarly John BuMy*s Lamentation (ant€f p. 
166). 

Herb lies John Bushby — honest man I 
Cheat him, Devil — if you can I 



ON A SUICIDE 



Cunningliam says that Bums was seen to 
write the trash on a piece of paper, and '* thrust 
it with his fuigers into the rod mould of the 
grave. 



ti 



Here lies in earth a root of Hell 
Set by the DeiPs ain dibble: 

This worthless body damn'd himsel 
To save the Lord the trouble. 



ON A SWEARING COXCOMB 

Here cursing, swearing Burton lies, 
A buck, a beau, or " Dem my eyes ! ** 
Who in his life did little good. 
And his last words were: — " Dem my 
blood ! " 



ON AN INNKEEPER NICKNAMED 
"THE MARQUIS** 

The inn was in a Dumfries eloae. 

Here lies a mock Marquis, whose titles 

were shamm'd. 
If ever he rise, it will be to be damn'd. 



ON GRIZZEL GRIMME 

Mrs. Grizzel Toung was the widow of Thomas 
Toung of Linduden. The ancient nunnery of 
Linduden was converted into a college by 
Archibald the Grim, Earl of Douglas. 

Here lyes with Dethe auld Grizzel Grimme 

Lincluden's ugly witche. 
O Dethe, an' w^t a taste hast thou 

Cann lye with siche a bitche I 



FOR GABRIEL RICHARDSON 

Inscribed on a crystal goblet. Gabriel 
Richardson was the chief brewer of Dumfries, 
and Provost of the buigh in 1802-3. He was 
the father of Sir John Richardson, naturalist 
and traveller. 

Here brewer Gabriel's fire 's extinct, 

And empty all his barrels: 
He 's blest — if as he brew'd, he drink — 

In upright, virtuous morals. 



ON THE AUTHOR 

"Wrote by Bums, while on his deathbed, 
to John Rankine, Ayrshire, and forwarded to 
him immediately i^ter the Poet's death.*' 
Stewart. 

He who of Rankine sang, lies stiff and 

deid. 
And a green, grassy hillock hides his 

held: 
Alas I alas ! a devilish change indeed ! 
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SONGS FROM JOHNSON'S "MUSICAL MUSEUM" AND 
THOMSON'S "SCOTTISH AIRS" 



'■ 8aitti$h Airi 



reDce to ths jfiUfun ia 



Thk precent »otiD& oodbuH of loiigi Mnt 
B Muiicai MMttum mud 
ud dalj set forth in 
Unm oollectioDi. Same he tent whioh went 
not lund, and wma vers need whioh he did not 
•end. TheH appear in 

oantained in a, lettsr, written ai he WH lB>Tine 
EJinbnigh, of the 4th tUj, 1787. He telb 
Joboion tliat he isndi a King ("naier before 
known ") for hii pablioation, and that had the 
aoqaaintanoe been a little older, he would hare 
aalied the faronr of a " oomjapondeDDe." Onlj 
two of hii tonn appeared in Johnaon'a Fint 
Volnme, the Preface to which ia dated 22d 
May, 1787 ; and it ia pouible to obierve in de- 
tail neither the growth of hia acqnaintanoe 
with Johnaon bimaeU nor that of bu intareat 
in Johnaoa'a lenture. He aeema, howcTer, to 
hare made apecial arrang imanta witb Johnaon 
daring hia nut to Edinburgh in the antnnui : 
at anf rate, there are indicationa that be baa 
reuJred — entirely a* a labour of love — to do 
hii beat for both the man and the book. On 
the 2I)tli October he informa Mr. Hoy, eham- 
bsrlain to the Duka of Gordon, Chat, to " the 
utmojit of hia amoll power/' he asuata "in eol- 
'ecting tbe old poetry, or Bometimaa for a fine 
lur " mak» " a atansa when it haa no worda ; '^- 
on ths 2rith he confidaa to Skinner, the pai»n 
poat, that he haa " been absolnlaly crazed 
about" the project, and ia "collacting old 
■laniaa, and every information mpeotdng their 
origin, aathors," etc. ; aod in NoTember he ia 
faand aikinr hia friend Jamea Candliah to 
len 1 him " Pompen't (Short, worda and mnuo," 
and confduing tJiat he haa already " eollacted, 
begifid. borrowed, and stolen all the aonga" 
beconld. AUthiaiaiathebeKlaning;a^of 
itaelf it were enough to abow that, eyen had 
he done no more, atdll Johnaou'i debt to him 
had been cooaiderable. 

Dut thure ia evidence in plenty that he »aa 
Tory aoon a great deal raore than a mere oon- 
tribiitor, howcTer nnwearied and "" ' 



aenm); and (3) by certain draft-plaoa of *ol- 
nmea, liab of aonga, and other MS. acrapa now 
in the library of Mr, Qeoig« Oiayi Olaagow, 
whioh we bare been pririlegad to oonanlt for 
thia Edidon.! Thus, iu NoTember, 1781S, be 
telli Johnson that he haa ptepand a " flamii^ 
pmfaoe " for vol. iii. The tone of it la not, 
exactly that of the Pnfam to vol ii. ; but' 
Bntna waa a creature of mooda, and be may 
very well have written both. If he did, ha 
eoda the earlier thua : " Ignorance and Fie- 
jndioe may perhaps affect to aneer at the sim- 
plicity of the poetry or mnuo of aoma of thoaa 
pleoea, but their having been for ages the 
fBTonritas of Nature's judges, the (^mmon 
People, was to tbe Editor a solBcisDt teat of 
their merit." The next is less hnmble and 
more cynical as regards the Vol Popaii. " Aa 
thia ia not," it runs, " one of those many Pnb- 
licatioaa whioh are hourly ushered into tli« 
World merely to catch the eye of Faahioa in 
her freniy of a day, tbs Editor has little U 
hope or tear from the herd of readsrs. Crak- 
acionineaa of the well-luiown merit of onr 
Soottiah Mnaic, and the natural foodneM of a 
Scotchman for the prodnctiona of bia own 
Donntry, are at onoe the Editor's motive and 
apology tor tlie Undertaking ; and where any 
of ths Pieoea in the Collection may perliapa bo 
found wanting at the Critioal Bar of the Pint, 
appeala to the honeat preiudioea of the 
!_'' R. ~ 



who c 



neither 



write grammatioally nor even apell 
quite incompetant himself to edit the Uumm ; 
•id at flrat he wan helped by the elder Tytler. 
But diat Bumi waa rirtually editor of the 
work from tbe aotnnin «f 1T8T nntil hia health 
bigan to fail, ia proved ( I) by what ia left of 
his correspondence wirh Johnaon ; (2) by his 
MMOtaliana ob the Haatie MS& (Britiah Mb- 



L-it.'- 
fao 



vol. i 



Publication et 



a hand ia alao plain in the Pr^ 
v., whioh enda witl 
"To thoaa who obioi 






rho obioet that thia 
I of inferior or little 
value the Editor answers by referring to hia 
plan. All our sonfc* cannot have equal merit. 
Beaides, as ths world have (ii'c) not yet ac;r<>ed 
on any unerring balance, any andispntnl stand- 
ard, ia matters of Taste, what to one person 
yields no manner of pleasure, may to aootbar 
be a high' eiiioyment." He died bofore die 
appearance of toL t. (there were aix in all), 
but the Preface thereto conlaiaa an extract 
from a letter of his; "Tou may probably 
think tbat for some time past I have nef^ectad 
you and your work ; bnt alaa, the hand of pain 
and Borrow and care has these many monttia 
Ifun heavy on ma I Peraonal and doresatia 
afSiotioD have almort entirely baniabed tbat 
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George Thomson to oontribate to his Scottish 
AirSf a more ambitious and — musically speak- 
infl^ — a more elaborate adventure than the 
Jfuseum. He replied that, inasmuch as it 
would positively add to his euioyment to com- 
ply with the request, he would '* enter into the 
andertaking witli all the small portion of the 
abilities'' he had, *^ strained to the utmost 
exertion by the impulse of enthusiasm.'* ** As 
to remuneration,'* he added, *' yotf may think 
my songs either above or below price ; for they 
shall absolutely be the one or the other. In 
the honest enthusiasm with which I embark in 
your undertaking, to talk of money, wages, 
fee, hire, etc.. would be downright sodomy of 
aonl. A proof of each of the songs that I com- 
pose or amend I shall receive as a favour. In 
the rustic phrase of the season : * God speed 
the work.' Thomson returns his '^ warmest 
acknowledgment for the enthusiasm with 
which" Bums has '* entered into our under- 
taking ; " tut as he says nothing of Bums's 
admirable Generosity, it is reasonable to infer 
that the idea of payment would have been 
unwelcome to his mind. 

Even so, it is fair to add that the best of 
time had passed for Bums ere his connexion 
with Thomson began. Misfortunes, hardships, 
follies, excesses in fact and sentiment, success 
itself, so barren of lasting profit to him — all 
these had done some part of their work ; and 
alreadv his way of life was falling into the sere 
and yellow leaf. Though few, the years had 
been full exceedingly ; and his inspiration was 
its old rapturouA. irresistible self no longer. 
Moreover, ne had to content Thomson as well 
as to fiati<if y himself ; and Thomson, a kind of 
ppettst^^r, whose taste in verse was merely 
academic, persuA<led him to write more Ehiglish 
than was goo<l for him ; being in this matter 
wholly of his time, he could find nothing to 
** fin* Ww vocal rage " but the amatory ** effu- 
sions " of one of the least lyrical schools in 
letters ; and the consequences were disastrous 
to his ai-t. The Thotn»on son^s, indeed, some 
distinguished and delicfhtful exceptions to the 
ooiitrarv. are not in his happier vein. They 
have nof. the f renh sweetness and the unflagging 
spirit of his }fusf.um numbers. They are less 
distinctively Scots than these, for one thing; 
and for another, they are often vapid in senti- 
ment and artificial in effect Now, his work 
for the Mtumum consisted largely in the adap- 
tation of old rhymes and folk-songs to modem 
uses. Some he arranged, some he condensed, 
ifmie he enlarged, some he reconstmcted and 
Bowrote* Stray snatches, phrases, lines, thin 



echoes from a vanished past — noUuqg eamo 
amies to him, nor was there anything he oonld 
not turn to good account. His appreciatioift 
was instant and inevitable, his touch unerring. 
Under his hand a patchwork of catch-woraa 
became a living song. * He would take yon two 
fragments of different epochs, select the beat 
from each, and treat the matter of his choice 
in such a style that it is hard to know where 
its components end and begin : so that nothii^ 
is certain about his result except that here is a 
piece of art. Or he would capture a wanderinc 
old refrain, adjust it to his own conditions, ani 
so renew its lyrical interest and significance 
that it seems to live its true life for the first 
time on his lips. Here, in fact, is his chief 
claim to perennial acceptance. He passed the 
folk-song of his nation through the mint of hia 
mind, and he reproduced it stamped with hie 
image and lettered with his superscription : ao 
that for tlie world at large it exists, and will 

S» on existing, not as he found but as he left it. 
ums's knowledge of the older minstrelsy was 
unique ; he was saturate with its tradition, as he 
was absolute master of its emotions and effects ; 
no such artist in folk-song as he (so in other 
« ords Sir Walter said) has ever worked in lit- 
erature. But a hundred forgotten singers went 
to the making of his achievement and himseU. 
He did not wholly originate those master-qual- 
ities — of fresh and taking simplicity, of vigour 
and directness and happy and humorous ease, 
which have come to be regarded as distinctive 
of his verse ; for all these things, together with 
much of the thought, the romance, and the 
sentiment for which we read and love him, 
were included in the estate which he inherited 
from his nameless forebears : and he so assimi- 
lated them that what is actually those fore- 
bears' legacy to him has come to be regarded 
as his gift to them. Those forebears aiding, 
he stands forth as the sole great poet of the 
old Scots world ; and he thus is national as no 
poet has ever been, and as no poet ever will or 
ever can be again. Thns, too, it is that, being 
the " satirist and singer of a parish *' — a fact 
which only the Common Bumsite oonld be 
crazy enough, or pigheaded enough, to deny — - 
he is at the same time the least parochiiU -— 
the most broadly and genuinely human — 
among the lyrists of his race. 

[Many of the songs contributed to Johnson 
were afterward sent to Thomson, but in the 
collection which follows, Johnson's Mtueum ia 
practically the authority for all up to Wander" 
%ng Willie. That and the rest are from Thom- 
son's Scottish Airs-^ 



BONIE DUNDEE 



YOUNG PEGGY 

Uai^aret, dioghtcr of Robert KanDsd;, of 
Daljarrooh, ATnKire, and tutct of Hr. QaTia 
Himilton. WH bom 3a November, ITM ; feU 
in loTfl with {and Bnaiij niooambed tot Cap- 
tain, nfterwanlii Colonal, Andraw M'Doiul 
(" Scaldadd'rj M'DobbI" of the •econil Herm 
BaUad.- *ae anle, p. 160) in llAt; bora him ■ 
dangbter in Jaaaaxj, 1794; nuaed ao action 
for (1) deoUraCor of maniajfe. or (2) damages 
foe aednction; and died in Febrnarj. 17U6, 
before the caae «a* decided. Maanirhile, 
U*Doual, who denied paternitT M well ai mar- 
riage, hfd weddad anothuT ladj : bnt in IIDS 
the Conaietorial Canrt deelared a^ainit him on 
both iaaaes ; and the Court of Seanon, having 
aat aside ita judgment aa renrda the marriage, 
ordered him to provide for hia child in the nni 
of £30(10. 

Borne oflen met Miaa Kenned; at Oarin 
Hamitlfln'e. His aonff waa enclowd to her in 
an ondatad letter: " I hare in th«ia vena* at- 
tempted aome faint aketehes of jour portrait 
in the uaemhelliehed simple manner of dsKirip- 
tive tnith." Thii, and not The /JatJa o' Dwa, 
(po*t, p. 243). which it ia aaaal, but erroneona, 
to luppoae waa auggeeted b; the lad;' 



the "jorj of literati" in Edinburgh "found 
djfamatorj libeli against the faatidions powers 
of PoesT and Taste." Forbidden to print it 
(no doubt for <he same »awn M he was forbid- 
dau (o print The Lau o' BaUocAmfU, and not 
because it ia not better than uiiM tentha of the 
Bamsa; songi, of which it ia an imitatifBi) in 
the Edinbnif h Edition, the writer tent it to 
Johnson, where it appeiuB m alMroatiTe wordi 
to the tone. Loch ErrotJitidt, 



Toi'NO Perey blooms onr boniest laai: 

Her blush ia like the moming, 
The rosy dawn the aprin^ng gf* 

With early gems adorning; 
Her eyea outahino the radiant beams 

Tbat gild the paasing shower, 
And glitl«r o'er the crystal streama. 

And ebeer each f reab'ttiug flower. 
II 
Her lips, more than the chemea bright — 

A richer dye has graced them — 
They charm the admiring gslcr'a light, 

And Rweetly tempt to taate them. 
Her imile ia ai the erening mild, 



When feather'd pairs are ooiirting, 
And little lambkins wanton wild, 
In playfnl bands disporting. 



Of surly, savage V 
Detraction's eye uo aim can gain 

Her winning powers to lessen. 
And fretful Envy grins in vain 

The poison'd tooth to faiton. 



Ye Pow'n of Honour, Lore, and Tmth, 

From ev'ry ill defend her I 
Inspire the highly-favoor'd youth 

'rhe destinies intend her I 
Still fan the sweet connubial flame 

Responsite in each bosom. 
And bless the dear paternal name 

With many a filial blossom I 



BONIE DUNDEE 

A trattment of folk-ballad, with modifioa- 
Cions and additions. Cromek slates that Bums 
sent the draft of his veraion to Clegbom with 
Che fallowing note : " Dear CLEnROKN. — Ton 
will sea bv the aboTe that 1 have added a 
stanza to Bon»^ Diaidrr. It jon think it will 
do Ton may set it agoing upon a ten-stringed 
instrument and on the psalter;. — R. B," 



" 0, WHAR gat ye that bauver-meal ban- 
nock ? " 
<■ O silly blind body, O, dinna ye se« ? 
I rat it frae a young, brisk sodger laddie 
Between Saint Johnston and bonie Dun- 
de«. 
O, gin I saw the laddie that gae me 't t 

Aft has he doudl'd me up on bis knee: 
May Heaven protect my bonie Soots laddie. 
And send him hame to hia babie and 
me I 



"My blewin'a npon thy sweet, wee lippio I 
My blessin's upon thy bonie s'e brie I 

Thy smile* are sae like my biytbe sodger 
laddie, 
Tbon *s ay the deanr and dearer to me t 
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But 1 11 biff a bow'r on yon bonie ban^ 
Whare lay rins wimplin by sae dear; 

And I '11 deed thee in the tartan sae fine. 
And mak thee a man like thy daddie 
dear." 



TO THE WEAVER'S GIN YE GO 

^ The ehoms of this §oiig is old, the rest is 
mine. Here onee for all let me apolog^ for 
many silly compositions of mine in this work. 
Many beantifnl airs wsnted words, and in the 
hurry of other avocations, if I could string a 
parcel of rhymes togetiier, anything nesrly 
tolerable, I was fain to let them pass. He 
must be an excellent poet indeed whose erery 
performance is excellent." (R. B.) 

CHORUS 

To the wearer's gin ye go, fair maids. 

To the weaver^ gin ye go, 
I rede you right, gang ne'er at night, 

To the weaver's gin ye go. 



Ht heart was ance as blythe and free 
As simmer days were lang; 

But a bonie, westliu weaver lad 
Has gart me change my sang. 

II 

My mither sent me to the town, 

To warp a plaiden wab; 
But the weary, weary warpin o't 

Has gart me sigh and sab. 

Ill 

A bonie, westlin weaver lad 

Sat working at his loom; 
He took my heart, as wi' a net, 

In every knot and thrum. 

IV 

I sat beside my warpin-wheel. 

And ay I ca*d it ronn'; 
And every shot and every knock. 

My heart it gae a stoun. 



The moon was sinking in the west 
Wi' visage pale and wan. 

As my bonie, westlin weaver lad 
Convoy'd me thro' the glen. 



VI 

But what was said, or what was done 

Shame fa' me gin I tell; 
But O I I fear the kintra soon 

Will ken as weel 's mysel I 

CHORUS 

To the weaver's gin ye go, fair maids. 
To the weaver's gin ye go, 

I rede you right, gang ne'er at ni^t. 
To the weaver's gin ye go. 



O, WHISTLE AN' I'LL COME 
TO YE, MY LAD 

Thesoi^ has hitherto ^ been held pure Bumi^ 
But he found his chorus in the Hera XB. : — 

** Whistle and I *11 cum to ye, my lad I 
Whistle and I Ul cum to ye, my lad I 
Gin father and mither and a* should sae mad, 
Whistle and I *11 cum to ye, my lad I ** 

CHORUS 

O, whistle an' I '11 come to ye, my lad I 
O, whistle an' 1 11 come to ye, my lad ! 
Tho' father an' mother an' a' should gae 

mad, 
O, whistle an' 1 11 come to ye, my lad I 



But warily tent when ye come to court me. 
And come nae unless the back-yett be a-jee; 
Syne up the back-style, and let naebody see. 
And come as ye were na comin to me, 
And come as ye were na comin to me I 

II 

At kirk, or at market, whene'er ye meet me. 
Gang by me as tho' that ye car d na a flie; 
But steal me a blink o' your bonie black e'e. 
Yet look as ye were na lookin to me. 
Yet look as ye were na lookin to me I 

III 

Ay vow and protest that ye care na for me. 
And whyles ye may lightly my beauty a wee; 
But court na anither tho' jokin ye be, 
For fear that she wyle your fancy frae me, 
For fear that she wyle your fancy frae me I 

CHORUS 

O, whistle an' I '11 come to ye, my lad I 
O, whistle an' I '11 come to ye, my lad I 
^ That ia, by previotu oditorSi 



M'PHERSON'S FAREWELL 



Tba' ffttlier an' mother an' a' ihonld gao 
0, whistle an' 1 11 oome to je, my Ud I 



CHORUS 

[ 'm o'er yonnjf, I 'm o'er jonog*, 
I 'm o'er yoang to inanj jet I 

[ 'm o'ec youDg, t wad be a un 
To tak me ftae idt mammie vet 



Hallowmaia U come and gane. 
The nights are lang in winter, Sir, 

And yon an' t in ae bed — 

In tmwth, I dare na ventnre, Sir I 



Fu' loud and shrill the froetj wind 
Blaws thro' the leafless timnier, Sir, 

But if ye eome this gate again, 
1 11 aulder be gin simmer, Sir. 

CHORUS 
I 'm o'er young, I 'm o'er yoang, 
a'er young to marrj jet 1 
r yoang, '( ' ' 



I 'm oVr yoanf , 't wad be a 

To tak me trae my mammie yet. 



THE BIRKS OF ABERFELDIE 



,B.) 

CHORUS 
Bonie laiide, will je go, 
Will ye go, will ye go? 
Bonie lassie, will ye go 

To the birka of Aberfaldi* V 



Now simmer blinks on fiow'rj braea, 

Aod o'er the crystal streamlets plays. 

Come, let ns spend the lightsome days 

In the birlu of Aberfeldie I 



The little birdies blythely sing, 
While o'er their heads the baMla lung. 



The braes ascend like lofty wa's, 
The foaming stream, deep-manng, fa's 
O'er hung with fragrant-spreadiog shaw*, 
Tbeliirks of Aberfehlie. 



Tlie hoary cliffs are erown'd wi' flowen. 
White o'er the linna the bumie pour*, 
And, rising, weets wi* misty showers 
The Krka of Aberfeldie. 



Let Fortune's gifts at nndom flee. 
They ne'er shall draw a wish frae me, 



Bonie lassie, will ye go. 
Will ye go, will ye go? 
Bonie lassie, wilf je go 

To the l»rki of Aberfeldia ? 



M'PHERSON'S FAREWELL 

** M'Pheraea, a daring robber in the begin, 
nmg of this oentory, was eondemoed to be 
hanged at the asnws of Invemte*. He is v^d, 
when noder •enlence of death, to han eoni< 
pnaed this tane, which be oaUa his own Lamvnt 
or Farewell." (B. B.) 

The nputed •on of a Rip^, James M'Pher. 
son, ■ cataran of nouble atrength and proweas, 
WH appmhanded for robbery by the Laiid of 
Braoo. at Eeith Market ; and, betDK haled be- 
fore the Sheriff of Banff on 1st NoTenber, 
1700, was hani^d at th« CroM of Banff on the 
10th. The tmdirion thatheplayedtheldmMt 
on his liolln on the way to the tnw. or at the 

foot of it, 1« abanrd. It haa^ further, beea 
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>f 



pointed out that his legend may derive from an 
Irish story : of a tone called M'Pheraon^ with 
which its composer is said to have played him- 
self to the gfallows on the pipes. 

There is a set in Herd (1760), but it is 
plainly a cormptiou of the old broadside — 
J he Last Words of James Mackpherson^ Mur- 
derer — (which seems in part an imitation of 
CcijpiCatn Johnston^ s Farewell: he was handed 
at Tybnm in 1690: in the Pepys Collection, 
y. 523), and opens thus : — 

** I Bpent my time in rioting, 
DebMiciied my health and itreogth; 
I pillaged, plundered, murdered, 
But now, alas I at length 
I *m brought to puniahment condign; 
Pale death draws near to me: 
The end I ever did project, 
To hang upon a tree." 

The most notable lines, however, are the four 
last: — 

** Then wantonly and rantingly 
I am resolved to die ; 
And with undaunted courage I 
Shall mount this fatal tree : '* — 

which are the g^rm of Bnms*s refrain. Bnt 
Bums, while preserving throughout the spirit 
of his origfinal has expressed it in the noblest 
terms. 

CHORUS 

Sae rantingly, sae wantonly, 

Sae dauntingly gaed he, 
He play*d a spring, and danc'd it round 

Below the gallows-tree. 



Farewell, ye dungeons dark and strong, 

The wretch's destinie ! 
M'Pherson's time will not be long 

On yonder gallows-tree. 

II 

O, what is death bnt parting breath ? 

On many a bloody plain 
I Ve dar'd his face, and in this place 

I scorn him yet again ! 

Ill 

Untie these bands from off my hands, 

And bring to me my sword, 
And there 's no a man in all Scotland 

But 1 11 braye him at a word. 

IV 

I Ve liv'd a life of sturt and strife; 
I die by treacherie: 



It burns my heart I must depart, 
And not avenged be. 



Now farewell light, thou sunshine bright. 

And all beneath the sky ! 
May coward shame distain his name, 

The wretch that dare not die I 

CHORUS 

Sae rantingly, sae wantonly, 

Sae dauntingly gaed he, 
He play*d a spring, and danc'd it round 

Below the gallows-tree. 



MY HIGHLAND LASSIE, O 

"This was a composition of mine in yery 
early life, before I was known at all in the 
world My * Highland Lassie ' was a warm- 
hearted, charming young creature as ever 
blessed a man with eenerous love. After a 
pretty long tract of the most ardent recipro- 
cal attachment we met by app<nntment on 
the second Sunday of May, in a sequestered 
spot by the Banks of Ayr, where we spent 
the day in takingfarewell, before she should 
embark for the West Highlands to arrange 
matters for our projected change of life. At 
the close of the Autumn following she crossed 
the sea to meet me at Greenock, where she 
had scarce landed when she was seized with 
a malignant fever, which hurried my dear girl 
to the grave in a few days, before I could even 
hear of her illness." (R. B.) 

The "Highland Lassie" was Mary Camp- 
bell, daughter of one Archibald Campbell, a 
Clyde sailor. The year of her birth is uncer- 
tain ; its place is not beyond dispute ; the date 
of her death is matter of debate ; its exact 
circumstances are not authenticated; there ii 
room for conjecture as to the place of her bur- 
ial ; little or no independent testimony exists as 
to her person and character — unless she be 
identified with a certain Mary Campbell of in- 
different repute ; there is scarce material for 
the barest outlines of her biography. 

A part of My Highland Lassie, O is reminis- 
cent of the chorus of Ramsay's My Nannie O, 
which traces back to a blackletter in the Pepya 
Collection [with the following chorus] : — 



•* For Katy, Katy, Katy O, 
The loTe 1 bear to Katy : 
All the world aliall never know 
The love I bear to Katy O.** 



STRATHALLAN'S LAMENT 



Ano&ti ballmd, Tlu: Seelrh WoBtng of Willn 
and Nanit, hiu the lanie cbom*. vitli " Nauie " 
for "Katj." aail with this one Banuvu prob- 
ably u well kaqnUDled u Ruuuy himHlf. 
The old •ong', Ilighland Laiiie, eiiggeitsd to 
fi onu ■oBToe more than hia title ; but it faintly 
rjiembles The HigUaad Qiutn. 

CHORUS 

Within the glen sae bashy, O, 
Aboon tbo plain sae rash;, O, 
I set me dowo wi' right giiid will 
To »ing my Highland tnaais, t 



Nab gentle damea, tho' ne'er tae fair, 
Shall ever be my Muse's oare: 
Tlieic titles a' are empty show — 
Gie me my Highland lassie, 1 



O, were you hills and vallles mine. 
Yon palace and you gardens fine, 
Tiie world then the love shonld know 
I bear my Highland lassie, I 



But fickle Fortune frowns on me. 
And 1 maun cross tbe raging sea ; 
But while my cHinaou currents floi 
I 'II loTo my Highland lassie, O. 



Altho' thro' foreign climes I range, 
I kuow her heart will never change ; 
Fur her bosom burns witb bonoiir't glow, 
My faithful HighUod hwsie, O. 



For her 111 dare the billows' roar. 
For her I '11 trace a distant shore, 
That Indian wealth may lustra throw 
Around my Highland lassie, O. 



She has my heart, she has my hand, 
Mr secret troth and honour's band I 
Till the mortal stroke shall lay me lo 
I 'm thine, my Highland lassie, O I 



Farewell the glen sae bushy, O I 
Farewell the plain sae rashy, O t 
To other lands X now mnst go 
To sing my Highland husie, O. 



THO' CRUEL I'ATE 

Tbo' cruel fate should bid na part 

Far as the pole and line. 
Her dear idea round my heart 

Should tenderly entwine. 
Tbo' mountains rise, and deserts howl. 

And oceans roar between. 
Yet dearer than my deathless soal 

I still would love my Jean. 



STAY, MY CHARMER 



Stat, ray aharmer, can yon leare me ? 

Cruel, oruel to deceive me 1 

Well you know bow much yon grieve mfl 

Cruet charmer, can yon go ? 

Cruel charmer, can you go ? 



By my love so ilt-requited, 

By the faith yon fonaly plighted, 

By tbe pangs of loren slighted. 

Do not, do not leave me so I 

Do not, do not leave me so I 



STRATHALLAN'S LAMENT 

" This air is the eamparitian of the worthisM 
and best-hearted man living-, Allan MaatertoB, 
Bchealinaater in Ediuburg-h. Aa he and I «ei« 
both sproots of Jscobitiam we agreed to dedi- 
cate onr words and air to tbe eaase. But to 
tell the matter of fact ; except when my pas- 
dons wer« beatsd by soma socidental canse, 
m; Jacobitism was merely by way of * vivt la 
bagatelU.' " <R. B). 

The Strathallan of tbe Lamtti was James 
Dmrnmond, — eldest son of William, 4th Vis- 
eoant Stnthallan, killed at CnUoden, Uth 
April, 1746, — who was included in the Act of 
Attainder, 4th Jnne ; and, after staying for 
some time in hiding, esoaped to FVauce, whira 
he died, 27th Jans, 17tk% at SaM in Chan> 
pagne. The titles wen restoied in 1624. 



Thickest night, sorroimd my dwelling! 

Howling tempests, o'er me rave I 
Turbid torrents wintry-swelling, 

Roaring by my lonely cave t 



so6 SONGS FROM JOHNSON'S "MUSICAL MUSEUM 



Cnrftal stieAinleto gently flowing, 
Busy haunts of base mankind, 

Western breezes softly blowing, 
Suit not my distracted 



n 

In the cause of Right engagM, 

Wrongs injurious to red^ss, 
Honour's war we strongly wag^ 

But the heavens deny'd success. 
Ruin's wheel has driven o'er us: 

Not a hope that dare attend, 
The wide world is all before us. 

But a world without a friend. 



MY HOGGIE 

'* Dr. Walker, who was minister in Moffat in 
1772, and is now (1791) ProfesMyr'of Natural 
EUstory in the Uniretsity of Edinburgh, told 
the following anecdote ooncemii^ this air. He 
said that some g^tlemen ridine a few yean 
ago through Liddeadale, stopped at a hamlet 
consisting of a few houses, called MoBsnaul (in 
Ewesdale) ; when they were struck with this 
tune, which an old woman, spinning on a rock 
at her door, was singing. Ail she could tell 
concerning it was, that ime was taught it when 
a child, and it was called *What will I do 
gin my Hoggie die ? '' No peison, except a 
few females at Mosspanl, knew this fine old 
tune, which in all probability would have been 
lost had not one of the gentlemen who hap- 
pened to have a flute with him taken it down." 
(RB.) 



What will I do gin my hoggie die ? 

My joy, my pnde, my hoggie I 
My only beast, I had nae mae, 

And TOW but I was vogie 1 
The lee-lang night we watched the fauld. 

Me and my faithfu' doggie; 
We heard nocht but the roaring linn 

Araang the braes sae scroggie. 

II 

But the houlet cry'd frae the castle wa', 

The blitter frae the hoggie. 
The tod reply'd upon the hill: 

I trembled for my hoggie. 
When day did daw, and cocks did craw, 

The moriiiiie it was foggie, 
An unco tyke Tap o'er the dyke, 

And maist has kill'd my hoggie I 



JUMPIN JOHN 



CHORUS 



The lang lad they ca' Jnmpin John 
Beguii'd the bonie lassie ! 

The lang lad they ca' Jnmpin John 
Beguu'd the bonie lassie I 



Her daddie forbad, her minnie forbad; 

Forbidden she wadna be: 
She wadna trow't, the browst she brew'd 

Wad taste sae bitterlie ! 

n 

A cow and a cauf, a yowe and a hauf. 
And thretty guid shillins and three: 

A vera guid tocher ! a cotter-man's dochtei^ 
The lass with the bonie black e'e I 

CHORUS 

The lang lad they ca' Jnmpin John 

Beg^U'd the bonnie lassie I 
The lang lad they ca' Jumpin John 

Beguu'd the bonie lassie 1 



UP IN THE MORNING EARLY 

"The chorus of this song is old; the two 
stanzas are mine." (R. B.) 

CHORUS 

Up in the morning 's no for roe. 

Up in the mommg early I 
When a' the hills are covered wi' snaw, 

I 'm sure it 's winter fairly I 



Cadld bUws the wind frae east to west, 

The drift is driving sairly, 
Sae loud and shrill 's I hear the blast — 

I 'm sure it 's winter fairly ! 

II 

The birds sit chittering in the thorn, 
A' day they fare but sparely; 

And lang's the niebtfrae e'en to mom — 
I 'm sure it 's winter fairly. 

CHORUS 

Up in the morning 's no for me, 
Up in the mommg early 1 



DUNCAN DAVISON 



THE YOUNG HIGHLAND ROVER 



IntondM] to oonunsmoikM hii tint to Cadle 
Oordon in 1787. >nd made, leeimiiglj, after 
tha ducoTDiy that CatU Oordo» (anM, p. 121) 
did not fit the tune iiarag. To the same tnna 
he alio wrote, O. Wat ft wha Uiat Lo'a Mt 
(poll, p. 281). The " rover " waa probablr the 
Yoni« Chevalier. 



Where'er he go, where'er he itray. 
May HesTen be hia wkideo 1 

Return him safe to fait Strathapef 
And bonie Castle GoTdom I 



The trees, now naked ^Toaning, 
Shall sooD wi' leaves be hiDg^ing, 

The birdies, do vie moaniD^, 
Shall a' be blythelr singiug, 
And every fluwer be sprin^nng: 

Sae I '11 rejuice the lee-Ian^ day. 
When (by bis migbty Warden) 

Hy youth 's retura'd to fair Strstlwpef 
And bonie Caatle Gordon. 



THE DUSTY MILLER 

Stenhonse says vs^ely that the venaa ** are 
a fragment of Uie old bsilad vith a few verbal 
altetatioos by Burns ; " and Sharpe g^ivos a 

1__ f .1.. II anginal " withont saying wV "" 

itiTelylMaf] 

based his song : 

•• 0. i)» Dutf mnn, O, the Ihutr Wnir r 
Duty vu hli mU, Dum* ni U> mlloar, 
Diulr wM the Uw I irot fna tbe MJlln I 
O, the Diutr Ill]]*r iHth tli* iatj ami. 
Ha will npimil h nhailnt are hi vta ■ mk. 
O, tlMDiutyMllhT." 



Hkt the dnstj millep 
And hU duty eott I 



He will spend a shilliog 

Or he win a grout. 
Dusty was the coat, 

Dusty was the eidoar, 
Dusty was the kiis 

That I gat frae the inillu t 



Hey the dusty miller 

And bis dusty sack 1 
Leeze me on the callinr 

Fills the dusty peck T 
Fills the dusty peck. 

Brings the dusty siller I 
I wad gie my coatie 

For the dusty miller I 



I DREAM'D I LAY 

se two stanias I ocanpoaed when I vss 
n ; they are smong the oldest of my 
printed pieoes." (R. B.) 



I VREAJI'd I lay where flowers were spring- 
ing 

Gaily in the mitar beam, 
Dufning to the wild birda ainging, 

By a falling crystal stream; 
Straight tbe sky grew black and daring, 

Thro' the woods tbe whirlwinds r%ie. 
Trees with aged arms were warring 

O'er the swelling, dmmlie ware. 



Sncb was my life's deceitful moming. 

Such the pleaanrea I enjoy'd I 
But lang or noon loud tempests, ftartaiag, 

A' my flowery bliss destroy'd. 
Tho' flckle Fortune has deceiv'd me 

(She promis'd fair, and perform'd bat 

af), 

Of monie a joy and hope beresT'd me, 
I bear a Mart shall support me still. 



DUNCAN DAVISON 

Stenbonaa afirms tbat this song is b; Bnrti^ 
BlthaoEh he did not ohooM to avow It; ala* 
that be (StenboDw) had "reeoveMd hi* 
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•ame m that inserted in the Museum" No 
doubt K>teiihoii8e is right ; but Burus did but 
act accorc&Dg to his wont in signing ** Z" for 
not only was his Duncan Davison suggested by 
a song with the same title and something of the 
tame motive preserved in The Merry Muses — 
from which his first, second, and fourth lines 
are lifted bodily ^- but it is, as regards his 
last stanza at least, .. thing of shreds and 
patches ; while the last half of this said 
stanza, containing a very irrelevant moral, is 
merely ** conveycKi " from a fragment, here 
fixst printed, in the Herd MB. : — 

** I can drink and no be drank, 
I can fight and no be slain ; 
I can kita a bonie laas 
And ay be welcome back again." 



There was a lass, they ca'd her Me^, 

And she held o'er the moors to spin; 
There was a lad that followed her, 

They ca*d him Duncan Davison. 
The moor was dreigh, and Meg was skeigh, 

Her favour Duncan could ua win ; 
For wi' the rock she wad him knock, 

And ay she shook the temper-pin. 

II 

As o*er the moor they lightly f oor, 

A bum was clear, a glen was g^een ; 
Upon the banks they eas'd their shanks, 

And ay she set the wheel between: 
But Duncan swoor a haly aith, 

That Meg should be a bride the morn; 
Then Meg took up her spumin-graith, 

And flang them a' out o'er the burn. 

Ill 

We will big a wee, wee house, 

And we will live like king and queen, 
Sae blythe and merry 's we will be, 

When ye set by the wheel at e'en I 
A man may drink, and no be drunk; 

A man may fight, and no be slain; 
A man may kiss a bonie lass. 

And ay be welcome back again I 



THENIEL MENZIES' BONIE 

MARY 

CHORUS 

Theniel Menzies' bonie Mary, 
Theniel Menzies' bonie Marji 



Charlie Grigor tint his plaidie, 
Kissin Theniel' s bonie Mary I 



Ik comiu by the briff o' Dye, 
At Darlet we a blink did tarry; 

As day was dawiu in the sky, 

We drank a health to bonie Maiy. 

II 

Her een sae bright, her brow sae white, 
Her haffet locks as brown 's a berry, 

And ay they dimpl't wi' a smile, 
The rosy cheeks o' bonie Mary. 

Ill 

We lap an' danc'd the lee-lang day, 
Till piper-lads were wae and weary; 

But Charlie gat the spring to pay, 
For kissin Theniel's bonie Mary. 

CHORUS 

Theniel Menzies' bonie Mary, 
Theniel Menzies' bonie Mary, 
Charlie Grigor tint his plaidie, 
Kissin Theniel's bonie Mary ! 



LADY ONLIE, HONEST LUCKY 



CHORUS 



Lady Onlie, honest lucky. 

Brews guid ale at shore o' Bucky: 
I wish her sale for her guid ale, 

The best on a' the shore o' Bucky I 



A' THE lads o' Thorniebank, 

When they gae to the shore o' Bucky, 
They 'II step in an' tak a pint 

Wi' Lady Onlie, honest lucky. 

II 

Her house sae bien, her curch sae clean -« 

I wat she is a dainty chuckie 
And cheery blinks the ingle-eleede 

O' Ladie Onlie, honest lucky ! 

CHORUS 

Lady Onlie, honest lucky, 

Brews guid ale at shore o' Bucky: 

I wish her sale for her guid ale, 
The best on a' the shore o' Bnoky I 



DUNCAN GRAY 



THE BANKS OF THE DEVON 

" These venn ««« mmpoaed on k chaimlng 
girl. ■ Miw Chulotte Huniltoa, «lui ia nuv 
muried to Jamra M'Kittriok Adair, Eoqt., 
phjaician. She ii liiter to m; warthj friend 
Uftvin Hamilton of Manohline, and vai bom 
on the banks of Ajr, bnt was, at the time I 
wrote theae lines, residing at Harrieston in 
Claokmannaniliire, on the romantio banks of 
the little riTer Devon. I flnt beard the air 
from a lady in lutemen, and got the notes 
taken down for the work." (R. B.) 

Bnms visited Qaviii Hamilton 'a mother and 
her family at Harvieatoa on Mouda;, 27th 
August, 1787, and wiote to Hamilton on the 
2Sth: "Of Charlotte 1 cannot ipeak in oom- 
mon terma of admiration ; she is not onlj bean- 
tUol but lovely. Her form is elegant; her 
features not regular, bat tbej have the smile of 
■weutneeeaad the settled complaoenaj of good- 
nature in the highest degree ; and her oom- 
KBiion, DOW that she has happily reoarered 
ir wonted bealCb, is equal to Miss Burnet's." 
In the October following Boms stopped at Har- 
vieston again, and introduoed that Dr. Adair 
whom Miss Hamilton married, 10th November, 
]7d!l- She died a widow in 1806. Ou :!d tjep- 
temher, 17S7, Burns sent the first draft of bis 
song to her friend, Hias Chalmers : " I am de- 
termined to pay Charlotte a poetio oomplimeut 
in the second part of tlie Mtumn, if 1 could 
hit on some glorious Scotch ur. You will see 
■ small attempt on a shred of paper enclosed." 

The " small attempt" i* a poor euoagh per- 
formance, when all is said — not mnch abore 
the stall level ; bnt it appean to be pan 



Charlotte Hamilton may alao bare been tha 
heroins of the song Fairett Maid on Deoon 
£anjts. (See pod, d^ 288). For Oatin Hamil- 
ton see anU, p. 41, Prefatory Note to A Dtdi- 
cott'on.] 

How pleaaant the banks of the clear wind- 
ing Devon, 
With green spreading bushes and flow'ra 
bloomiDg; fair I 

But the boniest flow'r on the banks of the 

Was once n sweet bud on the braei of 

Hild be the sun on thia iweet blualuDg 

Id the |[ay rosy mom, as it bathe* in the 
dew I 



And gentle the fall of the soft vernal 
That steals ou the evenitig each leaf to 



0, spare the dear bloMom, je orient 
breez«s. 
With chill, hoar; wing as je nahec the 

And far be thou distant, thon repUle that 

The verdure and pride of the garden or 

Let Boarbon exult in his gaj gilded lilies. 
And England triumphant display her 
proud rose I 
A fairer than either adorns the green val- 
lies. 
Where Devon, sweet Devon, n 
ing flows. 



DUNCAN GRAY 



Weary fa' ;od, Duncan Graj I 

(Ha, ha, the girdiu o't f) 
Wae gae by you, Dunciin Graf I 

(Ha, ho, the girdin o't H 
When a* the lave gae to the>r plaj. 
Then I mann sit the tee-lang day. 
And jeeg the cradle wi' my tse, 
And a^ for the girdin o't I 



Bonie was the Lammas moon 

(Ha, ha, the ^nlin o't I) 
Glovrriu a' the hills aboon 

(Ua, ha, the ginlin o't I) 
Tlie girdin brak, the beast cam doWB) 
I tint my oureh and baith my ahoon, 
And, Duncan, ye 're an unco louQ — 

Wae on the bad giidin o't I 



Bnt Duncau, gin ye 11 keep yonr uth 

(Ha. ha, the girdin o't !), 
I '»e bleu jou wi' my hindmost breath 

(Ha, ha, the nrdin o't I). 
Duncan, gin ye II keep your aitfa. 
The beast again can bear us baith. 
And auld Mess John will mend the skaitk 

And olont the bad girdin o't. 
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THE PLOUGHMAN 

CHORUS 

Then up wi*t a,\ my ploughman lad, 
And hey, my merry ploughman I 

Of a' the trades that I do ken, 
Commend me to the ploughman I 

I 

The ploughman, he 's a bonie lad, 

His mind is ever true, jo I 
His garters knit below his knee, 

His bonnet it is blue, jo. 

II 

I hae been east, I hae been west, 
I hae been at St. Johnston ; 

The boniest eight that e'er I saw 
Was the ploughman laddie dancin. 

Ill 

8naw-white stockings on his legs 
And siller buckles glancin, 

A guid blue bonnet on his head, 
And O, but he was handsome I 

IV 

Commend me to the barn-yard 

And the com mou, man I 
I never got my ooggie fou 

Till I met wi' the ploughman. 

CHORUS 

Then up wi't a', my ploughman lad, 
And hey, my merry ploughman I 

Of a' the trades that I do ken, 
Commend me to the ploughman I 



LANDLADY, COUNT THE LAWIN 

Set to the tune, Hey TuUi Taitu " I have 
met the tradition universally over Scotland, 
and particularly in the neighbourhood of the 
scene, that this air was Robert Brace's march 
to Bannockbum/* (R. B.) He afterwards 
wrote Scots Wha Hae (pott, p. 285) to it 

The present song is not an original, but a 
patchwork of assorted scraps, wiw some few 
verbal changes. 

CHORUS 

Hey tutti, taiti. 
How tutti, taitiy 



Hey tutti, taiti, 
Wha 's fou now ? 



Landlady, ooant the lawin, 
The day is near the dawin; 
Ye 're a' blind drunk, boys. 
And I 'm but jolly fou. 

II 

Cog, an ye were ay fou, 
Cog, an ye were ay fou, 
I wad sit and sing to you^ 
If ye were ay fou I 

III 

Weel may ye a' be I 
111 may ye never see I 
God bless the king 
And the oompanie I 

CHORUS 

Hey tutti, taiti, 
How tutti, taiti. 
Hey tutti, taiti, 
Wha 's fou now ? 



RAVING WINDS AROUND HER 

BLOWING 

"' I composed these verses on Miss Isabella 
BCacleod of Rasa, alluding to her feelings on 
the death of her sister, and the still more 
melancholy death of her sister*s husband, the 
late Earl of Loudoun, who shot himself out 
of sheer heart-break at some mortifications he 
suffered owing to the deranged state of his 
finances.'' (Et B.) 

For Miss Isabella M*Leod see Prefatory 
Note to On the Death of John M'Leod, Esq', 
(anU, p. 96), and To MUs Isabelia IfLeod^ 
(anU, p. 137). 



Ravtko winds around her blowing, 
Yellow leaves the woodlands strowing. 
By a river hoarsely roaring, 
Isabella stray'd deploring : — 
" Farewell hours that late did measure 
Sunshine days of joy and pleasure I 
Hail, thou gloomy night of sorrow — 
Cheerless night that knows no mor* 
row I 



BLYTHE WAS SHE 



*< O'er the Put too foodljr VAoderiDg, 
On the bopeleu Future pouderiug, 
Chilly Utief my life-blood freezes, 
Fell Despair my fancy leizes. 
Life, thou soul of sTerj bleBsiag, 
Load to Misery moat distresung, 
Gladly how would I reugn thee. 
And to dkrk Oblivion join tbee 1 " 



" I met with Kine suoh words ! 
of tonga ■omewhare, which I altered and en- 
larged ; and to please yon, and to snit your 
faTDiuite air of Caidd KaU, I hare taken a 
stride or two aorcws my room, and hare ap- 
ranged it anew, as yon will find on the other 
page." (R. B.) 

CHORUS 

For O, her lanely nights are lang, 
And O, her dreams are eerie, 

And O, her widow'd heart is sair, 
That *s absent frae her dearie 1 



When I think on the Uriitsome days 
I spent wi' thee, my dearie. 

And now what seas between us roar. 
How eau I be but eeiie ? 



How slow ye move, ye heavy honri t 
The joyless day how dreary 1 

It was ua Bae ye gliuted by, 
When I was wT my dearie I 



For O, her lanely nights are lang, 
And O, her dreams are eerie. 

And O, ber widow'd heart is sair, 
Tbot 's absent frae her dcMie I 



" I oompoeed these letses ont of oomplii 
to a Mrs. M'Lachlau, whose hnsbaud i 
officer in the East Indies." (K. B.) 

They are remimsoent of diTets Jaeobitii 



Mdsims on the roaring oeean, 
Which divides my love and nM, 

Wearying heav'n in warm devotion 
For his weal where'er he be: 



Hope (Uid Fear's alternate billow 
Yielding late to Nature's law, 

Wbispering spirits ronnd my pillow, 
Talk of him that 'a far awa. 



Ye whom boitow never wounded, 
Te who never shed a tear. 

Care-untroubled, joy-summnded. 
Gaudy day to you is dear I 



Gentle night, do thou befriend me I 
Downy sleep, the curtain draw I 

Spirits lund, again attend me, 
T|^ of him that's far awa I 



BLVTHE WAS SHE 

I eomposed these venes while I stayed a> 
iter^re with Sir William Mnirmy. Ths 
J, wbo was alio at Oehtartrra at the same 
e, was ■ well-known toast, Miis Euphemia 
Hurra; of Lintme, who was called, and very 
instly, ' the flower of Sbathmoie.' " (R. B.| 
She manied Hr. Smyths of Hstbven, who be> 
eame oaa of the juilges of the Court of SeswML 



ladj.v 



CHORUS 

Blytbe, bljtbe and merry was she, 
Blytbe was she butt and ben. 

Blytbe by the banks of Earn, 
And Uythe in Glentnrit glen t 



Bt Oughtertyre grows the sjk. 

On Yarrow banks ths birken shaw; 

But Phemie was a bonier lass 
Than btnes a' Tanov ever nv> 
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II 



Her looks were like a flow'r in May, 
Her smile was like a simmer morn. 

Bbe trippM by the banks o' Earn 
As light 's a bird upon a thorn. 



Ill 



Her bonie face it was as meek 

As onie lamb upon a lea. 
The eveuins^ sun was ne'er sae sweet 

As was the blink o' Fhemie's e'e. 



IV 



The Highland hills I 've wander'd wide, 
As o'er the Lawlands I hae been. 

But Phemie was the blythest lass 
That ever trod the dewy green. 



CHORUS 



Blythe, blythe and merry was she, 
blytbe was she butt and ben, 

Blythe by the banks of Earn, 
And blythe in Glenturit Glen I 



TO DAUNTON ME 

CHORUS 

To dannton me, to daunton me, 

An auld man shall never daunton me I 



The blude-red rose at Tule may blaw. 
The simmer lilies bloom in snaw, 
The frost may freeze the deepest sea. 
But an auld man shall never daunton me. 

II 

To daunton me, and me sae voung, 
Wi' his fause heart and flatt ring tongue: 
That is the thing you ne'er shall see, 
For an auld man shall never daunton me. 

Ill 

For a' his meal and a' his maut. 
For a' his fresh beef and his saut. 
For a' his gold and white monie, 
An auld man shall never daunton me. 

IV 

His gear may buy him kye and yowes; 
His gear may buy him glens and knowes; 



But me he shall not buy nor fee, 

For an auld man shall never daunton me* 



He hirples twa^fauld as he dow, 

Wi' his teethless gab and his auld held 

pow. 
And the rain rains down frae his red 

blear'd e'e — 
That auld man shall never daunton me I 

CHORUS 

To daunton me, to daunton me. 

An auld man shall never daunton me ! 



O'ER THE WATER TO CHARLIE 

The ** verses," Stenhouse says, were ** re- 
vised and improved by Bums ; '* and, he adds, 
** a more complete version of this song may be 
seen in Hogg's Jacobite Beliques " (tic), " Many 
versions of this soiig- " — thus Buchan in a note 
in Hogg and Motherwell, Part V. (1834) — 
" have appeared in print. There is one in 
Hoeg's Jacobite Belies^ and one in the Anci€nt 
Bculads and Songs of the North of Scotland, 
from which latter copy I infer that the original 
had been written anterior to the days of Prince 
Charles, commonly called the Pretender, and 
the time of Charles the Second's restoration." 
But Hc^g's set is merely Ayrsliire fiard plug 
Ettrick Shepherd, and it were hard to say now 
much Peter Buchan*s, ** taken down from re- 
citation," is indebted to Peter Buchan — espe- 
oially as internal evidence shows that, as he 

gives it, it did not all exist before his own 
ays. No printed copy of any such ballad an- 
terior to the Bums is quoted by Buchan. Nor 
do we know more than three. 



CHORUS 

We 11 o'er the water, we '11 o'er the sea, 
We '11 o'er the water to Charlie I 

Come weal, come woe, we '11 gather and go^ 
And live and die wi' Charlie I 



Come boat me o'er, come row me o'er. 
Come boat me o*er to Charlie ! 

I 'II gie John Ross another bawbee 
To boat me o'er to Charlie. 

II 

I lo'e weel my Charlie's name, 
Tho' some there be abhor him; 



RATTLIN, ROARIN WILLIE 



I iwear and tow bj moon and Btais 
And lun that shines so earlj, 



We II o'er the water, we 01 o'er the 

We 11 o'er the water to Charlie I 

Come weal, come woe, we 'U gather 



d die wi' Charlie 1 



" Tliii aoBg I compoaed on Him Jennj 
Cruickshaok, only ohild to mj worthy friend 
Hr. Wm, Croiakaluuk, of ths Hieh School, 
Edinbargh. The air ia by Dand SiUar, qwif 
dam meroluuit, and now ■ehaabiuater in Irrine. 
He is tha ' Davie ' to whom I ■ddreai roj 
miatad poetical epistle in the raeamra of Tht 
CAfTT* and tht Slat." (R. B.) 

Sm Prefatory Note to Te Mitt Cniiduknnk 
[anlt, p. 95.) 



>, hv mj early walk 
Adown a corn-inclosid bawk, 
Soe gently bent its thorny stalk. 

All on a dowjr morning. 
Ere twice the shades o' dawn are fli 
III a' its crimson glorj spread 
And drooping rioh the dewy head, 

It scents the early morning. 



Within the bn^fa her covert nert 

A little linnet futidly prest, 

The di-w sat chilly on her breast, 

Sne early in the morning. 
She soon shall see her tender brood. 
The pride, the pleasure o' the wood, 
AnuDg the fresh green leaves bedeVd, 

Awake the early morning. 



So thou, dear bird, young Jeauv fiur, 
On trembling string or vocal air 
Bhtll sweetly pay the tender con 



That Uots thy early morning t 
So thou, sweet rose-bud, young oud gay, 
Shalt beauteous blaze upon the day. 
And bless the parent's evening ra^ 

That watch'd thy early morning 1 



AND I'LL KISS THEE YET 



And 1 11 kiss thee yet, yet. 
And 1 11 kiss thee o'er again, 

And I '11 kiss tbee yet, yet, 
iij bonie Peggy Alison. 



Wheit in my arms, wi' a' thy charm^ 
I clasp my countless treasure, O, 

I seek nae mair o' Heav'n to share 
Than sic a moment's pleasure, O I 



And 1 11 kiss thee yet, yet. 
And 1 11 kiss thee o'er again. 

And I '11 kiss thee yet, yet, 
My bonie Peggy Alison. 



RATTLIN, ROARIN WILLIE 

" The last stania of this song' is mine ; it 
was composed out of compliment to one of thi 
worthiest fellows in the world. William Don- 
bar. I>K|., Writf T to the Sif^et. Bdinbnrfch, and 
Colonel of the Cmchallan Corpa, a olub of wiU 
who took that title at thf time of ruaing the 
fencible regimonta." (R. B.) 

Dnnbar. who became Iiupestor-GcDenl of 
Stunp Datiea in Scotland, died IKth February, 
1807. He pr«iented Barm in 1TK7 with a oopy 

of Rpenaer, and is oftrn Blinded ti: — " ' 

in tarma of warm regard. 



O, RATTUN, roarin Willie, 
O, be held to the fur. 

Ad' for to sell his fiddle 
And buy some other wofs; 
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Bnt parting wi' his fiddle, 
The saut tear blin't hiB e'e — 

And, rattlin, roarin Willie, 
Ye 're welcome hame to me f 

II 

** O Willie, oome sell your fiddle, 

O, sell your fiddle sae fine I 
O Willie, come sell your fiddle 

And buy a pint o' wine I " 
<< If I should sell my fiddle, 

The warld would think I was mad; 
For monie a rantin day 

My fiddle and I hae had." 

Ill 

As I cam by Crochallan, 

I cannily keekit ben, 
Rattlin, roarin Willie 

Was sitting at yon boord-en': 
Sitting at yon boord-en'. 

And amane giiid companie I 
Rattlin, roann Willie, 

Ye 're welcome hame to me. 



WHERE, BRAVING ANGRY WIN- 
TER'S STORMS 

The heroine was Bfargaret, daughter of John 
Chalmers of Fingland, and a consin of Char- 
lotte Hamilton, her particular friend. Bums 
met her in Edinburgh during his first visit, and 
also in October. 1787, at Harrieston. She mar- 
ried in 1788 Mr. Lewis Hay, of Forbes and 
Co/s Bank ; and died in 1843. Thomas Camp- 
bell affirmed that, according to Mn. Hay, 
Bnrnii had asked her in marriaee; but this 
scarce accords with the tone of his letters to 
her. Still, he had a particular regard for the 
lady, and she always called ont the best in 
him. His compliments in Terse — or rather 
bin proposal to publish them — somewhat 
alarmed her: her main objection bein|?, pre- 
sumably, not to the song in the text, but to 
M'/ Pegaif'g Face^ My Peggy^n Form (post, p. 
263). *^Thev are neither of them,** he wrote 
to her, 6th November, 1787, **80 particular as 
to point you out to the world at larjE^e ; and 
the circle of yotur acquaintance will allow all I 
have said.*' 



Where, braving angry winter's storms, 

The lofty Ochils rise. 
Far in their shade my Peggy's charms 

First blest my wondering eyes: 



As one who by some savage stream 

A lonely gem surveys, 
Astonish'd doubly, marks it beam 

With art's most polish'd blaze. 

n 

Blest be the wild, seqnester'd glade> 

And blest the day and hour. 
Where Peggy's charms I first surrey'd, 

When first I felt their pow'r ! 
The tyrant Death with grim control 

May seize my fleeting breath, 
Bnt tearing Peggy from my soul 

Must be a stronger death. 



O TIBBIE, I HAE SEEN THE DAY 

" This song I composed about the age of 
seventeen.** (R. B.) 

Mrs. Begfg states that the heroine was one 
Isabella Steemon, or Stevenson, the farmer*a 
dauehter of Little Hill, which marched with 
Lochlie. The song itself bears no small resem- 
blance to a song (probably older) called I1i0 
Saucy Loss with this Beard. 

CHORUS 

O Tibbie, I hae seen the day, 

Ye wadna been sae shv I 
For laik o' gear ye lightly me, 

But, trowth, I care na by. 



Yestreen I met yon on the moor, 
Ye spak na, but gaed by like stoure f 
Ye g^ck at me because I 'm poor — 
But fient a hair care 1 1 

II 

When comin hame on Sunday last. 
Upon the road as I cam past. 
Ye snufft an' gae your head a cast^* 
But, trowth, I care't na by I 

III 

I doubt na, lass, but ye may think, 
Because ye hae the name o clink, 
That ye can please me at a wink, 
Whene'er ye like to try. 

IV 

But sorrow tak him that 's sae mean, 
Altho' his pouch o' coin were clean, 
Wha follows onie saucy quean. 
That looks sae proud and high ! 



THE WINTER IT IS PAST 



If thai be want the jellow dirt, 
Ye ^I east y>ut heaaanithar >iit, 
And uuweT him fu' dry. 



But if he hae the ntttne o' gear, 
Te 11 futeo to him like » bner, 
Tbo' budly he for Mnae or l«u 
Be better than the kj>e. 



But, Tibbie, iau, tak mj advitw; 
Tour daddie's gear maki jou sas nioe. 
The Deil a ane wad spier jrour price, 
Were ye as poor as L 



There livei a law hedde y oa park, 
I *d rather liae her in her sark 
Than you wi' a' your thoiuand inaric. 
That gan jou look aae high. 



Tibbie, I liae seea the day, 
Te wadna been tse ihy I 

For Jaik o' gear ye lightly me. 
But, troirth, I care na t^. 



Thb (onjc was written whm Bnmii was about 
to lakTe Edinburgh. " I am riak of writing 
when tny bo»m ii not itronglj inte wt ej. 
Tell me what you think of Uw followin|;. 
Then the baum vu perhapa a IHtie intei^ 
tted." (R. B. ta Mn. Donlop.) 



Clabimda, mistress of my loiil, 
The tneaear'd time is run I 

The wretch beneath the dreary pole 
So marks bis latest aun. 



To what dark oave of froien ni^t 
Shall poor Sylvander hie, 

DepnT'd of thee, his life and light, 
Ibe anu of all hia joy f 



We part — bat, by these premooB drm 

That fill thy lovely eyea, 
No uther light shall guide my steps 

Till thy bright beuns arise I 

IV 
She, the fair buq of all her aex, 

Has blest my glorious day; 
And shall a glimmering plaiiet Bx 

My worship to its ray 7 



THE WINTER IT IS PAST 



Tbx winter it is past, and the aimmei 
oomes at last, 
And the small birds sing oo ev'ry tree: 
The hearts of these are glad, but mine is 
Fery sad. 
For my love ia parted from me. 



The roee opon the brier by tbe waters nm- 
niog dear 
May have charms for the linnet or tbe 
bee: 
Their little lores are Uest, and their little 
hearts at rest. 
But my lover is parted from me. 



Hy lore is like the mm In tlie flrmanwt 
does run — 
ForeTer is constant and true; 
Bat hia Is like the moon, that wanders np 
and down. 
And every month it ia new. 



All you that are in lore, and oaanot it 
I pity the pains yon endnra, 



2i6 SONGS FROM JOHNSON'S "MUSICAL MUSEUM'* 



I LOVE MY LOVE IN SECRET 

SCenhoiue affirms that the old soiifl^ was 
* slightly altered by Bunu^ because it was 
rather inadmissible in its original state ; *' but 
apparently he spoke by guesswork. There is 
no doubt that Bums got his original — here^ 
printed for the first time — in the Herd 



** My Ssndy O, my Ssndy O, 
My bonie, bonie Sandy O I 
Tho* the lore that I owe, 
To thee I dare nae ahow, 
Tet I love my love in aecret, 
My Bandie O. 

**Uj Bandy gied to me a ring 
Was a* beaet wl* diamonds fine ; 
But I gied to him a far better thing : 
I ^ed to him my heart to keep 
In pledge of hit ring." 

It will be seen that all he did was to add a 
stanza to the original set, or what was left 
of it. 

CHORUS 

My Sandy O, my Sandy O, 
My bonie, bonie Sandy O I 
Tlio* the love that I owe 
To thee I dare na show, 
Yet I love my love in secret. 
My Sandy O I 



Mt Sandy gied to me a ring 
Was a* beaet wi* diamonds fine; 
Bui I gied him a far better thing, 
I g^ed my heart in pledge o' his ring. 

II 

My Sandy brak a piece o* gowd, 

While down his cheeks the saut tears 

row'd; 
He took a hauf, and gied it to me, 
And I '11 keep it till the hoar I die. 

CHORUS 

My Sandy O, my Sandy O, 
My bonie, bonie Sandy O ! 
Tho' the love that I o«re 
To thee I dare na show, 
- Yet I love my love in secret, 
My Sandy O I 

1 That is, in tlic Centenary EditioOi 



SWEET TIBBIE DUNBAR 

0, WILT thou go wi' me, sweet Tibbie 
Punbar? 

O, wilt thou go wi' me, sweet Tibbie 
Dunbar ? 

Wilt thou ride on a horse, or be drawn in 
a car, 

Or walk by my side, O sweet Tibbie Dun- 
bar? 

II 

I care na thy daddie, his lands and his 

money; 
I care na thy kin, sae high and sae lordly; 
But say that thou 'It hae me for better or 

waur, 
And come in thy coatie, sweet Tibbie Dun* 

bar. 



HIGHLAND HARRY 

'* The choms Ipicked np from an old woman 
in Dnnblane. The rest of the song is mine.** 
(R. B.) 

CHORUS 

O, for him back again ! 

O, for him back again I 

I wad gie a' Knockhaspie's land 

For Highland Harry back again. 



My Harry was a gallant gay, 

Fu' stately strade he on the plain. 

But now he 's banish'd far away: 
I '11 never see him back again. 

II 

When a' the lave gae to their bed, 
I wander dowie up the glen, 

I set me down, and greet my fill, 
And ay I wish him back again. 

Ill 

0, were some -villains hangit high, 
And ilka body had their ain, 

Then I might see the joyfu' sight, 
My Highland Harry back agun ! 

CHORUS 

O, for him back again I 
O, for him back again I 



BEWARE 0' BONIE ANN 



I wwl ^ •' Knockbupie'i land. 
For Highland Uarrjr tuuk agun. 



" Thk ur ii tha marab of the Corporation of 
Tailon. The seoond and fourth staniaa are 
mine. (B. B.) 

Tre tailor fell thro* the bed, thimble ao'a*, 
The tailor fell thro' the bed, thimble an' a'; 
The blanketa were thin, and the HheatB tbej 

were aiatt' — 
The tailor fell thro' the bed, thimble an' a' 1 



The ileepj bit laaiie, she dreaded nae ill. 
The sleepy bit lauie, she dreaded nae ill; 
The weather was oauld, and the laaaie lay 

still: 
She thoue-ht that a tailor could do her nae 

iUl 



Gie me the groat again, cannie young nuut I 
Gie me the gront again, cannie yonng man I 
The day it is short, and the night it is 

TbB dearest siller that ever I wan I 



There's Bomobody weary wi' lying her 
There 's somebody weary wi' lying her 
There '» some that are dowie, I trow wad 
To see the bit tailor come skippin again. 



AY WAUKIN, O 



Ay wnukio, O, 

Wnukin still and weary; 
Sleep I can get nane 

For thinking on my dearie. 



R 's a pleasant time: 
rera ol erecy.colonrt 



The water rina owre the heugh, 
And 1 long for my true loTei. 

II 
When I sleep I dream. 

When I wauk 1 'm eerie, 
Sleep I can get nane 

For t^^^"k i" on my dearie. 



Lanely night comes on, 
A' the lave ai« sleepin, 

I think on my bonie lad. 
And I bleer my een wi' g 



Ay waokin, 0, 

Waokin still and weary: 
Sleep I can ^t nane 

For thinking on my dearie 



BEWARE O' BONIE ANN 



"I ooropoaed this *od|r oot ... .^ 

to Hiss Ann Masterton, the daaghter of my 
friend, Allan Haslertoa, the author of the air 
SinUhaUan'i LamttU ; uid two or three oUien 
inthiiwork."(R.fl' 

The Udy muried 
of Bath aad London, a 



Ye gallants bright, I rede yon rigb^ 

Beware o' bonie Ann I 
Her comely face sae f u' o' graoOf 

Yonr heart she will trepan. 



Her een sae bright like start by nighli 

Her skin is like the swan. 
Ssejimply lao'd her gentj waist 

That sweetly ye might span. 

Tonth, (rraoe, and Love attendant moTO^ 
And Pleasure leads the van ; 

In a' their charms, and conquering arml, 
They wait on bonie Ann. 



The aapti*e bands may ehain the band% 
But Love enslaves the man : 

Ye gallants braw, I rede yon a*, 
Mwifn.o' bwie Ami I, , 



ti8 SONGS FROM JOHNSON'S "MUSICAL MUSEUM '^ 



LADDIE, LIE NEAR ME 



CHORUS 



Near me, near me. 
Laddie, lie near me I 
Lang hae I lain my lane 
Laddie, lie near me 1 



Lamo hae we parted been. 

Laddie, my dearie; 
Now we are met again — 

Laddie, lie near me I 

II 

A' that I hae endur'd, 

Laddie, my dearie, 
Here in thy arms is cur'd -^ 

Laddie, lie near me I 

CHORUS 

Near me, near me. 
Laddie, lie near me ! 
Lang hae I lain my lane — 
Laddie, lie near me! 



THE GARD'NER WrHIS PAIDLE 

^ The tHle of the song only is old ; the rest is 
mine." (R. B.) 

I 

When rosy May comes in wi' flowers 
To deck her gay, green-spreading bowers. 
Then busy, busy are his hours, 

The gardener wi' his paidle. 

II 

The crystal waters gently fa'. 
The merry birds are lovers a', 
The scented breezes round him blaw — 
The ^'ner wi' his paidle. 

Ill 

MThen purple morning starts the hare 
To 8teal upon her early fare. 
Then thro the dew he maun repair -^ 
The gard'ner wi' his paidle. 

IV 

When Day, expiring in the west. 
The curtain draws o' Nature's rest. 



He flies to her arms he lo'es best, 

The gard'ner wi' his paidle. 



ON A BANK OF FLOWERS 

The original was written by Theobald, set 
by Galliara, and sung by mr. Park in 2^ 
Lady's Triumph : — 

** On a Bank of Flowtn 
In a ninun«r*s day, 
Inrltlnf and ondrMt, 
In ber bloom of youth Mght Celia laj 
With lore and itoep oppreat, 
When a yoothfol awain witii adoring eyw 
Wiah*d he dared the fair maid mrpriaa, 

With a fa la la, 
Bat fear*d approaching apiea.*' 

Burns rather bungles his inspiration, and cer- 
tainly diverts his motive to a more liberal con- 
clusion. Both original and derivative belong 
to a tyi>e of pastoral in hifh favour after the 
Restoration, good examples being Dry den's 
Chloe found Amytdas Lying and Beneath a 
Myrtle iShade, Older and leas farded, leas arti- 
ficial and immodest, are As of Noon Duleina 
Bested (long attributed to Raleiph) and that 
charminff ditty, Jlie Matchless maid^ in the 
Second Westminster Drollery (1672). 



On a bank of flowers in a summer day, 

For summer lightly drest, 
The youthful, blooming NeUy lay 

With love and sleep opprest; 
When Willie, wand'rmg thro' the woodf 
Who for her favour oft- had sued — 
He gaz'd, he wish'd, 
He fear'd, he blush'd. 
And trembled where he stood. 

II 

Her closM eyes, like weapons sheath'cl. 

Were seal'd in soft repose; 
Her lips, still as she fragrant breath'd. 

It richer dyed the rose: 
The springing lilies, sweetly prest. 
Wild-wanton kiss'd her rival breast: 
He gaz'd, he wish'd, 
He fear'd, he blush'd. 
His bosom ill at rest. 

Ill 

Her robes, light-waving in the breese^ 

Her tendei- limbs embrace; 
Her lovely form, her native ease. 

All harmony and grace 



JAMIE, COME TRY ME 



Tntnnltnous tides his pnlsea roll, 
A falteriDg, •rdeot kiu he stole: 

He gai'd, he wiab'd, 

He fear'd, he bluah'd, 
Aud sigh'd his verj souL 

IV 

Ab flies the partridge from the brake 

On feai^ioapirM wings, 
So NeUj, itarting, half -n wake. 

Away affrighted spriDg«. 
But Willie follow'd — aa he should: 
He overtook her in the wood; 



Forgiving all, and good. 



THE DAY RETURNS 

TUKS : SmHii ^NsBtrnttr 

" I oompoaed thii itoiw ont of oompliment to 
oDs of the happieit and worthieit eonplea in 
the world: Hubert RiddeU, Ek). of Oleiirid- 
dell, and hi* lady. At thair firaaide I hare en- 

t'oyed more plsaaant eTeninn than at oil the 
lOUSM of fathionable people in thi> oonntry 
pnt together ; and to their kindoew and hoeiu- 
taliCy lam indebted for raaoj of the happieit 
hoan of my Ufa." (R. B.) 

For Captain RiddeU, He ante, p 142, Prefa- 
tory Note to Impromptu lo Captain BiddtU. 
The w)^ was asnt to him in ■ letter (nnpnb- 
lubed) dated Tneiday eTaning (i. e. 9th Sep- 
tember, 1788); "Aj I wu btmy behind my 
harreBt follu thii forenooD, and mnaii^ on a 
proper theme for your SroailA of NonemhiT, 
•ome of the coUTeteation before me aoeideut- 
•lly taggeatad a laspiciDU that thii awd SeT- 
enth of Norember ii a matrimonial onniTci^ 
•ary wilh a certain very worthy neighbour uf 
mine. 1 ba>e aeen very few who owe aa much 
to a wedding-day a* iin. Rlddell and tob ; and 
my imagination tank the hint aooordiiiglj, ■■ 
yoa will see on the next page." 

I 
Trb day returns, my bosom bnmi. 

The bliaaful day we twa did meet I 
TIio' winter wild m tempeHt toil'd. 



Than n' the pride that loa^e the tide. 
And croRMa o'er the sultry line, 

Tbaa kingly robes, than crowns and ^lobei, 
HenT'n gave me 



s and glol 



While day and nidit ou bring delight, 

Or Nature aaght of pleasure give. 
While Joya above my mind can move, 

For time, and thee atutie, I lire I 
When that grim foe of Life below 

Comes in between to make us part. 
The iron hand that breaki our band, 

It break* mj bliu, it breaka taj heart 1 



MY LOVE, SHE'S BUT A LASSlB 
YET 



Uy lore, she '■ but a lai^ yet, 

My love, ahe 'a but a Uuie yet I 

We '11 let her ataod a year or twa, 

She 11 no be half aae taaej jet I 

I XDE the day I aonglit ber, I 
I lue the day I wugbt ber, I 

Wha get* her need na say he 's woo'd. 
But he maj saj he hai bought her, O. 

II 
Come draw a drap o' the beat o't yet, 
Cume draw a drap o' the best o't yet I 

Gae seek for pleaaure wbare jre will. 
But here I never miaaed it yet 



Wo 're a' dry wi' drinkin o't. 
We 're a' dry wi' drinkin o't I 
^le miniater kiaa't tbe fiddler'a wife — 
He oonld na preaoh for thinkiu ot I 
CHORUS 
My love, she 'i bat a laaaie yet, 
My ]ov«, ahe 'a but a laaaie yet t 
We '11 let ber stand a year or twa, 
She 'U no be half aae sauey yet I 



JAMIE, COME TRY ME 

CHORUS 
Jamie, eome try me, 
Jamie, eome try tne I 
It thou wonld win my love, 



Jamie, oome try me I 



f2o SONGS FROM JOHNSON'S "MUSICAL MUSEUM ** 



If thou should ask my loTe, 
Could I deny thee ? 

If thou would win my love, 
Jamie, come try me I 



II 



If thou should kiss me, love, 
Wha could espy thee ? 

If thou wad be my love, 
Jamie, come try me I 



CHORUS 



Jamie, come try me, 
Jamie, come try me ! 
If thou would win my love, 
Jamie, come try me ! 



THE SILVER TASSIE 

''This air is Oswald's; the first half 
stanza: — 

** * Go fetch to roe % pint o* wine, 
And fiU it in a •ilrer tawie, 
That I may drink before I go 
A aerrice to my bonie laaaie : * '' ^ 

is old ; the rest is mine." (R. B.) Nererthe- 
Idss, on 17th Deoeniher, 1788, he wrote to 
Mrs. Dnnlop thus : ** Now I am on my hohby 
hone, I cannot help inserting^ two oUier old 
stanzas which please me mightily.*' 



Go, fetch to me a pint o' wine. 

And fill it in a silver tassie. 
That 1 may drink before I go 

A service to my bonie lassie ! 
The boat rocks at the pier o' Leith, 

Fu* loud the wind blaws frae the Ferry, 
The ship ndes by the Berwick-Law, 

And I maun leave my bonie Mary. 

II 

Tlie tnimpets sound, the banners fly, 

The flittering spears are rankM ready, 
The shouts o' war are heard afar, 

The battle closes deep and bloody. 
It 's not the roar o' sea or shore 

Wad mak me lan^i^r wish to tarry. 
Nor shouts o' war that's heard afar: 

It 's leaving thee, my bonie Mary I 



THE LAZY MIST 



The lazy mist hangs from the brow of the 

hill. 
Concealing the course of the dark winding 

rill. 
How languid the scenes, late so sprightly, 

appear. 
As Autumn to Winter resigns the pale 

year I 

II 

The forests afe leafless, the meadows are 

brown. 
And all the gay foppery of summer is 

flown. 
A|>art let me wander, apart let me muse, 
How quick Time is flying, bow keen Fate 

pursues I 

III 

How long I have liv'd, but how much liv'd 
in vain ! 

How little of life's scanty span may re- 
main I 

What aspects old Time in his progress baa 
worn ! 

What ties cruel Fate in my bosom has 
torn I 

IV 

How foolish, or worse, till oar summit is 
gain'd ! 

And downward, how weaken'd, how dark- 
ened, how pain'd ! 

Life is not worth having with all it can 
give: 

For something beyond it poor man, sore^ 
must live. 



THE CAPTAIN'S LADY 

CHORUS 

O, mount and go. 

Mount and make you ready t 
O, mount and go. 

And be the Captain's Lady I 



When the drums do beat, 
And the cannons rattle. 



WHISTLE O'ER THE LAVE O'T 



Thou Bhalt sit ID lUte, 
Aud Me thj love in battle; 

11 
Wlieu the vauquish'd foe 

Sues for peace anil quiet, 
To the Hhades we '11 ^ 

And in love enjoj it. 



0, mount and go. 
Mount and make jon readj I 



And be the Captoin'a Ladj I 



OF A' THE AIRTS 

" The ur U bj Muahall ; tba long I entn- 
poMd ont of oonipUineiiC to tin. Bnnu. JV. B. 
It wu daring the honeymoon." (B. B.) The 
aoBg wu no doubt written ihortlj after hii 
arriTol in Ellialuid, while his wife wu jat in 
Ajnbire. 



Of a* the airta the wind can blaw 

I dearly like the weat, 
For there the bonis lassie IItss, 

The Ussie I lo'a best. 
There wild woods grow, and rivers row. 

And monie a hill between. 
But day and night my fancy's flight 

Is ever wi' my Jean. 
II 
I see her in the dewy flowers — 

I see her sweet and fair. 
I hear her in the tunefu' birds — 

I hear her charm the air. 
There 's not a bonie flower that springe 

By fountain, shaw, or green. 
There *b not a bonie bird that unga. 

But minds me o' my Jean. 



CARL, AN THE KING COME 



Carl, an the King come, 
Carl, an the King emne, 



Thou shalt dance, and I will sing, 
Carl, an the King oome I 



An Bomebodie wcm come again. 
Then somebodie maun cross the main, 
And every man aball hae his aiu, 
Carl, an the King come I 



I trow we swappM for the worse: 
We gae the boot and better horse, 
And that we 11 tell them at the Cron, 
Carl, an the Kiqg oome I 



Coggie, an the King oome, 
Coggie, an the King oome, 
X '11 DO fou, and tfaou *se be toom, 
Coggie, au the King come I 



Carl, an the King come, 
Carl, an the King come. 
Thou shalt dance, and I will sing, 
Carl, an the Kiing come I 



WHISTLE O'ER THE LAVE OT 



First when Maggie was my care, 
Heav'n, I thought, was in her air; 
Now we 're married, spier nae mair. 

But — whistle o'er the lave o't I 
Meg was meek, and Meg was mild. 
Sweet and harmless as a child: 
Wiser men than me 's beguiled — 

Whistle o'er the lave o't I 



How we live, my Meg and me. 
How we love, and how we gree, 
I care na by how few may see — 

Whistle o'er the lave o't I 
Wha I wish were maggots' meat, 
Dish'd up in her windiog^heet, 
I could write (bnt Meg wad see 't) — 

Whistle o*er the lava o't 1 



IJl 



FROM JOHXSOVS ** MUSICAL MUSEUM-^ 



Of WKkE I ON PARNASSUS HILL 



IT 



O, wtcmu i tm Vmnmmm lull, 
iH haA t$' lUXmm my fill, 
TImU I miffyt cftteb pMrtie ftkill 

To MAip Immt lUsr 1 knre tb^e f 
Hut NiiAi HMOS \m my MuaeB* well. 
My Mwm fmwii be iby booie fel', 
On iUmknam 1 11 $l^f mmI upelX 

AmI write bow desr I knre tbee. 

II 

Tbeo fHfrn^^ iweet Mom, inepire my Uj I 
Vtff ft' ibe lee-Ufin^ Mtnmer'ii dftj 
I edfilHiM ninii^y I coaldiM imj 

Htm mnch, bow dear I lore tbee. 
I «ee tbee diMmn% o'er ibe {rreen, 
Tby wftiiit MWf iitnp, iby limM Me clemn, 
Tby tetntriinn^ lipn, ibr roguUb een — 

\Sy lleftiren and Mrth I love tbee I 

III 

Rhr niffht, hy dftj, ft-fleld, at bftme, 
lite thoii|(lit<i o^tbee my l/reaiit infUme, 
Ami fty I miiM ftnd %\n% thy tuune — 

I only Hire to hnre thee. 
T)io' I wfvre doottiM to wander on, 
fleyiMid the Mft, beyond the suni 
Tin tny Ififit weary nand wm mn, 

Till then — and then — I 'd love thee I 



THK CAPTIVE RIBBAND 



Myma, the oaptlve ribband *i mine ! 

'T wan all my faithful love could gain, 
And would you auk me to reiign 

l^he »ole reward that orowni my pain ? 

If 

Go. bid the hero, who hai run 

'hiro* fleldii of death to feather fame — 
C}o, bid htm lay hii laureU down, 

And all hif well-eam'd praiM diMlaim I 

in 

The ribltaud iihall {in freedom Iom — 
I«(Hie all the bliM it had with you I — 

And ahare the fate I would im|>0M 
Ou thee, wort thou my oaptive toa 



Or ekep me in a doee 
Asd at iU fortaae if yo« grieve, 
Betvieve iu dooiB, and take its plaee. 



THERE 'S A YOUTH IN THIS CITY 

** Tbe air ie ckiBed by Kefl Gow, wbo celb 
it bie LeaMBt lor bie bfoCher. Tbe fint ball 
etattza of tbe mm^ is <dd; tbe rat is bum.*' 
(R.B.) 

Bans was never above vampiag from bim- 
mH ; and tbe present piees is strongly vemiaie- 
eent of The BdUt ofitameUim (ante, p. 171). 



Tbxbx'0 a youth in tbia city, it were % 
great pity 
That be from our Uuses sboold wander 



awa'; 
For be'i bonie and braw, weel-favor'd 
witba'. 
An' bis hair has a natural buckle an' a*. 

II 

His coat is the hue o' his bonnet sae blue. 
His feoket is white as tbe new-driven 
snaw, 
Hif boM they are blao, and bis sboon like 
the slae. 
And bis clear siller buckles, they dazzle 



us a'. 



Ill 



For beauty and fortune the laddie 's been 
courtiu: 
Weel - featur'd, weel - tocher'd, weel- 
mounted, an* braw, 
But chiefly the siller that gars him gang 
till her — 
The penny 's the jewel that beautifies a' t 

IV 

Tbere 's Meg wi* the mailen, that fain wad 
a haen him, 
And Susie, wha's daddie was laird of 
the Ha', 
Tbere 's langwtocher'd Nancy maist f ettert 
his fanov; 
But the laddie's dear sel be loes dearest 
of a'. 



AWA', WHIGS, AWA' 



MY HEART'S IN THE HIGHLANDS 



Bnnu appareatlf rafen to the fint half 
ituuA ol the ehonu. Slurpe qnotM "from ■ 
■[all oopj " The Strang WalU of Dtrry, aitt 
■tsiua ID which b klmoit ideotiaal with ths 

CHORUS 
My heftrt '■ in the Highlaudo, tay heut 

i« not here, 
Mv heart's in the HigUanda s-obaaing 

the deer, 
A-ohauug tbe wild deer and MIowing 

the roe — 
Mj heart '■ in the Highland!, whereTer 

Igol 

Farkwiell to the Highlands, farewell to 

the North, 
lie birthplace of valour, the countrj of 

worth! 
WhereTer I wander, wherever I rove. 
The hills of the Higblonda for eTer I lore. 



Farewell to the monntaina high cover'd 

with anow. 
Farewell to the stratba and green valleji 

Farewell to the foieata and wild-hanging 

Farewell to the torrents and loud-pooriiuF 
flood. I * 

CHORUS 
JAy heart '■ in the Highlands, mj heart 

is not here, 
Mj heart 's in the Highlands a-ohanng 

the deer, 
A-ctusing the wild deer and following 

Uf heart 's in the Highlands, wherever 
Igol 



JOHN ANDERSON MY JO 



John Anderson mv jo, John, 
When we wai« llrat acqoent, 



Tour lochs were like the raven, 
Tour bonie brow was brent; 

But now your brow is beld, John, 
Tour lucks am like the snaw. 

But blesaings on yoar frosty poW| 
John Auaersou my jo 1 



John Anderson my jo, John, 

We clamb the hill thegither, 
And monie a cantie day, Jobn, 

We 've had wi' ane anither; 
Now we maun totter down, John, 

And hand iu hand well so, 
And sleep thegither at the foot, 

John Anderson my jo I 



AWA', WHIGS, AWA' 

CHORUS 
Awa', Whigs, awa' ! 

Awa', Whigs, awa' 1 
Te 're but a pack o' traitor loonl, 

Xe '11 do uae gnid at a'. 



OuB thrissles floarish'd fresh and fair. 
And bonie bloom'd our roses; 

But Whigs cam like a frost in June, 
An' wither'd a' our posies. 



jur ancient crown 's fn'n in the dust — 
Deil blin' them wi' the atoiire o't, 

&n' write their names in bis Uook beo^ 
Wba goe the Whigs the power o't I 



Our sad decay in cbnroh and state 



Grim Vengeance lan^ has taen a nap. 
But we may see him waukin — 

Gnde help the day when Royal head* 
Are banted like a mawkin I 



Awn', Whigs, awa' t 
Te 're but a pack o' traitor lonn^ 
Te 11 du nae gut'd at a'. 



«34 SONGS FROM JOHNSON'S "MUSICAL MUSEUM" 



CA' THE YOWES TO THE 
KNOWES 

**Thi8 beantifal aong i» in the tme old 
8ootcIt taste, yet I do not know that either the 
air or words were in print before." (R. B.) 

In sending a new yersion ipostj p. 292) to 
Thomson in September, 17^, he wrote : " 1 am 
flattered at your adopting Ca* the Yoweg to the 
Knowes^ as it was owing to me that ever it saw 
the light. Abont seven years ago, I was well 
acquainted with a worthy little fellow, a Mr. 
Cluue [Rev. John Clunie, minister of Ewes, 
Dumfriesshire, author of I Loe Na a Laddie 
but Ane]^ who sang it charmingly ; and, at my 
request, Mr. Clarke took it down from Ms sing- 
ing. When I gave it to Johnson I added some 
stanzas to the song and mended others ; but 
■till it will not do for you.^^ Stenhouse gives 
the old words, presumably those taken down 
from Clunie *s singing. It can scarce be af- 
firmed that Bums has improved them. The 
two last stanzas are his ; lus two first are ex- 
panded from Clunie^s first ; while his two 
middles, where they differ from Clunie, differ 
for the worse. 

CHORUS 

Ca' the yowes to the knowes, 
Ca' them where the heather grow8| 
Ca' them where the bumie rowes. 
My bonie dearie I 



As I gaed down the water-side, 
There I met my shepherd lad : 
He row'd me sweetly in his plaid. 
And he ca'd me his dearie. 

n 

** Will ye gang down the water-side, 
And see the waves sae sweetly glide 
Beneath the hazels spreading wide ? 
The moon it shines fu' clearly." 

ni 

* I was bred up in nae sic school. 
My shepherd lad, to play the fool, 
An' a' the day to sit in dool. 

An' naebody to see roe." 

IV 

* Te sail get gowns and ribbons meet, 
Cauf-Ieather shoon upon your feet. 
And in my arms thou It lie and sleep, 

An' ye sail be my dearie." 



'< If ye 11 but stand to what ye Ve said, 
I 'se gang wi' you, my sfaepnerd lad, 
And ye may row me in your plaid. 
And I sail be your dearie.' 



VI 



*' While waters wimple to the sea, 
While day blinks m the lift sae hie. 
Till clay-cauld death sail blin' my e'e^ 
Ye sail be my dearie." 



CHORUS 



Ca' the yowes to the knowes, 
Ca' them where the heather growB, 
Ca' them where the bumie rowei, 
My bonie dearie ! 



O, MERRY HAE I BEEN 

'* Ramsay, as usual, has modernized this 
song. The original, which I learned on the 
spot, from the old hostess in the principal Imi 
dere, is : — 

* " LMsie, lend me your bnw heinp>beckle, 
And I *U lend you my thripplin juune." 
** My heckle U broken, it canna be sotten, 
And we *11 gfte dance the Bob o* Dumbhine.*' 
Twa gaed to the wood, to the wood, to the wood, 

Twa gaed to the wood — three came hame; 
An it be ua weel bobbit, weel bobblt, weel bobfait, 
And it be na weel bobbit we '11 bob it again.* 

I insert this song to introduce the following 
anecdote, which I have heard well authenti- 
cated. In the evening of the day of the battle 
of Dunblane (Sherinmuir) when the action 
was over, a Soots officer in Argyle's army ob- 
served to his Grace that he was afraid the 
rebels would g^ve out to the world that they 
had gotten tiie victory. * Weel, weel,' an- 
swered his Grace, alluding to the foregoing 
ballad, ' if they think it nae weel bobbit, we ^ 
bob it again'" (R. B.) 



O, MERRY hae I been teethin a heckle, 

An' merry hae I been shapin a spoon f 
O, merry hae I been cloutin a kettle, 

An' kissin my Katie when a' was done t 
O, a' the lang day I ca' at my hammer. 

An' a' the lang day I whistle an' sing ! 
0, a' the lang night I cuddle my kimmer, 

An' a' the Tang night as happy 's a ~ 



THE BRAES O' BALLOCHMYLE 



Bitter in dool, I lickit mj winntu 
0' mRrryiog Bess, to gie her a aUve. 

Blest b« the hour she eool'd in her linens. 
And bljrtbe be the bird tbat aingt on her 
graver 

Come to m; arnm, nij Katie, mj Katie, 
An' come to inj amia, ana kiM me 

Dmcken or sober, here 's to thee, Katie, 
And bleat be the day I did it ngaitt I 



A MOTHER'S LAMENT 



" The voida 
the much lamented and prematDre death of 
Jamea Fenrnson, Esq-, JoDiar, of Craisdar- 
rooh." (H. B.) 

Id a letter to Mn. DddIop <27th September, 
1T88) Bum itatei that he nude tham on a 
tventy-Bii mile ride from Nlthidale to Manoh- 
line. The cop^ sent her u entitled Mrt. Frr- 
ffiaaon of CtatgdarroetCB Lamentation for the 
Dtatli of her Son. Yanng FeiKunon died Sth 
NoTember, ITtJT, ioat after iwTnpletiiir hia 
nniTeniity conne. "The onl; ion of Mn. Stev- 
art of AftoD died -5th December, 1787, and 
BaniB inscribed the aoi^ in the Afion Lodge 
Book, which he preaenCed to the beresTed 
mother, hia title thia time beiu|r A Miilhtr'$ 
Lament /or the Loti of Her OtUg Son. 



Fatb gave the word — the arrow a; 

Ana pierc'd my darling's heart. 
And with him all the joys are fled 

Life can to me impart. 
By emel bands the sapling drops, 

Id dust disboQor'd laid: 
So fell the pride of all my hopes. 

My age's future shade. 



The mother linnet in the brake 

Bewails her lavish'd jonug: 
So I for my lost darling's eaxe 

Lament the lire-day long 
Death, oft I 've fear'd thy fatal blow I 

Now fond I bare my hreaat I 
O, do thou kindly lay me low. 

With him I love at reat 1 



THE WHITE COCKADE 

CHORUS 

O, he 's a ranting, roving lad 1 
He is a brisk an' a bonie lad I 
Betide what may, I will be wed. 
And follow the boy wi' the White Cock 
adel 



Mt We was bora in Aberdeen, 
The boniest bid that e'er was seen; 
But now he makes our hearts f u' sad — 
He takes the field wi' bU White Cockade. 



1 11 sell my rock, mj reel, mj tow, 
My guid gray mare and bawkit cow, 



To follow the boy wi' the White Coekada. 



Betide what may, I will be wed. 
And follow the boy wi' the WUte Coctx 
adel 



THE BRAES O' BALLOCHMYLE 

" I oompoaed the Tereea on the amiable and 
exeellent family of Whitefoord's leaving Bal< 
lochmyle, when Sir John's miafortanea had 
oblieed him to lell the estate." (H. B.) See 
Prafatorj Note to Liitet Sent to Sir Joht 
Whittfoord, Bart, {ante, p. 86). 



Thk Catrine woods were yellow seeili 

The flowers decay'd on Catrine lea; 
Nae lav'rock sang on billock green. 

But nature sicken'd on the e'e; 
Thro' faded grovas Maria sang, 

Hersel in beauty's bloom tbe while, 
And aye the wild-wood echoes Taiig:^- 

" Farcweel the biaes o' Ballocbmyle t 



"Low in your wintry beds, ye flowen^ 
Afpkin ye 11 flouriah fresh and fair; 

Te birdies, dumb in with'ring bower>( 
Agtun ye 11 obarm the vocal air; 
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But here, alas ! for me nae midr 
Shall birdie charm, or floweret smile: 

Fareweel the bonie banks of Ayr 1 
Fareweel 1 fareweel sweet Ballochmyle I " 



THE RANTIN DOG, THE DADDIE 

0*T 

'* I composed this song pretty early in life, 
and sent it to a yonng g^rl, a very particular 
acquaintance of mine, who was at the time 
nnder a cloud.** (R. B.) 

The ** yonng g^irl" may hare been either 
Elizabeth Paton (see A Foetus Welcome, anUf 
p. 113) or Jean Armour. It matters not which. 



O, WHA my babie-clouts will buy ? 
O, wha will tent me when I cry ? 
Wha will kiss me where I lie ? — 
The rantin dog, the daddie o*t ! 

II 

O, wha will own he did the faut ? 
O, wha will buy the groanin roaut ? 
O, wha will tell me how to ca't ? — 
The rantin dog, the daddie o't I 

III 

When I mount the creepie-chair, 
Wha will sit beside me there ? 
Gie me Rob, 1 11 seek nae mair — 
The rantin dog, the daddie o't I 

IV 

Wha will crack to me my lane ? 
Wha will mak me fidgin fain ? 
Wha will kiss me o'er again ? — 
The rantin dog, the daddie o't I 



THOU LINGERING STAR 

Enclosing this rery famous lament — hypo- 
cliondriaoal and remorseful, yet riddled with 
adjectiTes, specifically amatorioua, yet wofully 
lacking in genuine inspiration — in a letter to 
Mrs. Dnnlop, Hth November, 1789, Bums de- 
scribed it as ** made the other day.** He also 
asked her opinion of it, as he was too much 
interested in the subject to be ** a critic in the 
eomposition.** For Mary Campbell see ante, p, 
204, Prefatory Note to My Highland XoMte, 
0, and Notes, p. 848. To Mrs. Dnnlop on 



13th December, Bums, groaning ^ under the 
miseries of a diseased nervous system,** refers 
with longing to a future life : ** There should 
1, with speechless agony of rapture, anin 
welcome my lost, my ever dear Mary, i^oee 
bosom was fraught witii truth, honour, oon- 
stancy, and love : — 



ii 



My Mary, dear departed shade/* etc. 



Gurrie states that a copy found among 
Bums*s papers was headed To Mary in Heaven ; 
but only seeing is believing. 



Thou ling'ring star with less'ning ray, 

That lov'st to greet the early mom, 
Aniin thou usherst in the day 

sAy Mary from my soul was torn. 
O Mary, dear departed shade ! 

Where is thy place of blissful rest ? 
See'st thou thy lover lowly laid ? 

Hear'st thou the groaos that rend his 
breast? 

n 

That sacred hour can I foreet, 

Can I forget the hallow'd grove. 
Where, by Uie winding Ayr, we met 

To live one day of parting love ? 
Eternity cannot efface 

Those records dear of transports past, 
Thy ima^e at our last embrace — 

Ah I little thought we 't was ou 



our last I 



III 



Ayr, gurgling, kiss'd his pebbled shore, 

0*erhung vrith wild woods thickening 
green; 
The fraerant birch and hawthorn hoar 

'Twiird amorous round the raptor'd 
scene; 
The flowers sprang wanton to be prest, 

The birds sang love on every spray. 
Till too, too soon, the glowing west 

Proclaim *d the speed of wiug^ day. 

IV 

Still o'er these scenes my mem'ry wakes, 

And fondly broods with miser-care. 
Time but th' impression stronger makes. 

As streams their channels deeper wear. 
O Mary, dear departed shade I 

Where is thy place of blissful rest ? 
See'st thou thy lover lowly laid ? 

Hear'st thou the groans that rend his 
breast? 



THE BATTLE OF SHERRAMUIR 



227 



EPPIE ADAIR 



U^ jewel, m; Eppie I 
Vfhn wadua be Imppjr 

Wi' Eppie Adttip? 



Br love and bj beftntj', 
By Uw and by duty, 
I iwear to be true to 

My Eppie Adair 1 

II 

A' pleasure exile me, 

Dishonour defile me. 

If e'er I begnile thee, 

Hy Eppie Adair I 



An' niT Eppie, 
My jewel, mv Eppie 1 
V/b& wadua be happy 
Wi' Eppie Adau? 



THE BATTLE OF SHERRAMUIR 



This song, in vhiob ths idioajnonnes of the 
fight BT« flnmiDATiAed with ezoelliuit diaorimi- 
nation, is Dondened froiD n iullad bj tha Rbt. 
John Barclay (1734-1798), Berean miiiiiter at 
Edinbmvh): " Tht Dialogvt Bttxixt WUliam 
Ludcladle anJ T^nmiu CUana>gve, Who vers 
Fsedin^ their Sheep upon the Ocliil Hilla, 13th 
FfoTembei', I71d. Being the day the Battle of 
She riff iDuir was Fought. To Uie tune of Tht 
Comn-OH Mat." 



._d tho she^ » .... 

« ye at tbe Shemt-moor, 
Or did the battle see, man ? " 
" I saw tbe battle, sair and teugh. 
And reekin-red ran inouie a aheugb; 
Mj heart for fear gae sougb for sougb, 
To liear tbe tbuds, and see the cluda 
O' clans frae woods in tartan dnda, 
Wha glaum'd at kingdoms three, loMa. 

It 



Tbey msb'd and puah'd and bluid out- 

And monie a bonk did fa', man I 
Tbe greet Argyle led on hia flies, 
I wat they glajio'd for tweutj miles; 
They hongh d tbe clans like nine-pin kylea, 
Tbey baclrd and luuh'd, while braid-ewords 

And thro' they daah'd, and hew'd and 
smash'd, 
TiU fey men died awa, man. 



irWhige 



" But had ye aeeo the philibega 

And skyrin tArtan trewa, man. 
When in the teeth they daur'd ov 
And CoTeoant traeblnea, man I 
In lines extended lang and Urge, 
When baig'neta o'erpower'd tbe targe. 
And tbousanda hnaten'd to the charge, 
Wi' HighUnd wmth tbey frae tbe sheath 
Drew bindes a' death, till out o' brenth 
Tbey fled Uke frighted dowa, man I " 



" 0, bow Deil I Tam, can that be true ? 

The cbaae gaed frae the north, man I 
I saw mysel, they did pursue 

The horseman back to Forth, man; 
And at Dunblane, in my aiu sight, 
Tbey took the brig wi' a' their migbt. 
And straught to Stirling wing'd their flight; 
But, cursed lot 1 the gates were sbnt. 
And monie a huntit poor red-coat. 

For fear amaist did swarf, man I " 



She swoor she saw some rebels mo 

To Perth and to Dundee, man I 
Their left-hand general bad nae skill; 
Tbe Angus tads nad nae good will 
That day tbeir neebom' bluid to spill; 
For fear by foes that the; should lose 
Their cogs o' brose, thev scar'd at blow% 
And hameward fast did flee, man. 



" They 've lost some gallant gentlemen, 
Amaug the Highland elans, man I 

I fear my Lord Rinmnre is slain. 
Or in his en'mies' hands, man. 

Now wad ye sing this double flight, 

Some fall for wiang, and some for ri^^ 
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But monie bade the world guid-night: 
Say, pell and mell, wi' muskets' knell 
How Tories fell, and Whigs to Hell 
Flew off in frighted bands, man I " 



YOUNG JOCKIE WAS THE 
BLYTHEST LAD 



TouNO Jockie was the blythest lad. 

In a' our town or here awa: 
Fu' blythe he whistled at the gaud, 

Fu' lightly danc'd he in the ha'. 

II 

He roos'd my een sae bonie blue, 
He roos'd my waist sae genty sma'; 

An' ay my heart cam to my mou', 
When ne'er a body heard or saw. 

Ill 

My Jockie toils upon the plain 

Thro' wind and weet, thro' froet and 
snaw; 
And o'er the lea I leuk fu' fain. 

When Jockie's owsen hameward ca'. 

IV 

An' ay the night comes round ag^in, 
When in his arms he taks me a', 

An' ay he vows he 11 be my ain 
As lang 's he has a breath to draw. 



A WAUKRIFE MINNIE 

'* I picked up the old song and tune from a 
eonntry girl in Nithsdale. I never met with it 
elsewhere in Scotland." (R. B.) 

The vamp — if vamp it be, and we have no- 
where found an original — is in Bums's happi- 
est and most " foIkiBh ** vein. 



** Whare are you gaun, my bonie lass ? 

Whare are you gaun, my hinnie ? " 
She answer'd me right saucilie:^ 

*' An errand for my minnie I " 

II 

* O, whare live ye, my bonie lass ? 
O9 whare live ye, my hinnie ? " 



" By yon bumside, gin ye maun ken, 
In a wee house wi' my minnie 1 " 



ni 



But I foor np the glen at e'en 

To see my bonie lassie. 
And lang before the g^y mom cam 

She was na hauf sae saucy. 



IV 



O, weary fa' the waukrife cock. 
And Uie foumart lay his crawin I 

He wauken'd the auld wife frae her sleep 
A wee blink or the dawin. 



An angry wife I wat she raise. 
And o er the bed she brought her, 

And wi' a meikle hazel-rung 

She made her a weel-pay'd dochter. 

VI 

*' O, fare-thee-weel, my bonie lass I 
O, fare-thee-weel, my hinnie ! 

Thou art a gay and a bonie lass, 
But thou has a waukrife minnie I " 



THO' WOMEN'S MINDS 

'* The sone Ib mine, all except the ohomB." 
(R. B.) 

A new set of the Bard's song in The JoUjf 
Beggars (antef p. 106). [The verses were 
clearly suggested by an old Scots song begin- 
ning, 

" Put batter in my Donald^s broae,** 

and having a similar refrain. See also the soof 
Is Therefor Honest Poverty ^ post^ p. 294.] 

CHORUS 

For a' that, an' a' that. 

And twice as meikle 's a' that, 

The bonie lass that I loe best, 
She 'U be my ain for a' that I 



Tho' women's minds like winter winds 
May shift, and turn, an' a' that. 

The noblest breast adores them maist-^ 
A consequence, I draw that. 

II 

Great love I bear to a' the fair. 
Their humble slave, an' a' that; 



KILLIECRANKIE 



Theit tridu an' craft hae put me daft, 
The; 've taen me in an' a' that, 

But clear your deolu, and here 'e: — " The 
Se«!" 
I like tbe jads for a' that I 



For a' that, aa' a' that, 

And twice as meiklo '• a' tha^ 
Tbe bonie Um that I loe best. 

She 'II be my ain for a' that 1 



WILLIE BREW'D A PECK O' MAUT 

"The air ii MBBterton'i; the vonff mine. 
The occaaioD of it vu thU : Ur. Wm. Niool, 
of the High School, Edinburgh, dnring the 
antnmn vacatioa being at HofFat, honeit Allan 
(*ho iraa at that time on avint to Dalawinton) 
and I went (o pa; Nicol a visit. Ws had inch 
a jofoiu meeting that Ur. UaMerton and I 
agreed, each in oar own iray, that we ihonld 
Oelebrate the buainees." (R. B.) 

The meeting tooli place io the antnmn of 
nSU. The long — a litda nuHterpi«Hi of 
drunken fancy — i* included in Tlioniwin. 
For William Nicol lee ante. p. IHT,, Pnfatorr 
Nola to Epitaph For WilUam NUU. Allan 
Hutertun wai appointed writiDg-nuitar 1« 
EJbbarEh High Sohool lOtb October, 1789. 
He died in HM. 



We are na fou, we 're tiae that foti. 
But just a drappie in our e'e I 

The oock may craw, the day may daw, 
And ay we '11 taste tbe barley-hre« 1 



Here are we met three merry boyi, 
Three merry boya I trow are we; 

And tuonie a night we 've merry been. 
And monie mae we hope to m I 



It i* the moon, I ken her horn. 
That '■ blinkin b the lift sae hie: 

She ehinei sae bririit to wyle ua bauMi 
But, by my looUi, abe '11 wait a wee I 



Wba Brst shall rise to gang awa, 
A cuckold, coward loun is he I 

Wha flnt beside his chair shall fa'. 
He is the King noiang ns three ! 



We are na foii, we 're nae that fan, 
But just a drappie in our e'e 1 

The cock may craw, the day may daw, 
And ay we '11 taste the barley-bree 1 



KILLIECRANKIE 

" The battle of KiUieCTSakie wu ths lart 
Btand made by tlie olani for Junea after his 
abdication. Here the gnllaot Lord DnndM 
fell in the moment of nctorv. and with him 
fell the hopei of the party. OenenI M'Kay, 
when he found the Hichlanden did not nnrmue 
hia flying annj, said : Dundee mnit be killed, 
or be neTCT wonld have overlooked this advan- 
tage.' A great stooe marks the plaoe wheie 
Dundee fell." (R. B.) Bat the fact a thai 
Dundee got hi* hiut further np the hill than 
the "grut stoBS." The battle waa fought oo 
17th July, 1089. 



An ye had been whare I hae been. 
Ye wad na been sae cantie, I 

An ye had seen what I hae seen 
On tbe braes a' Killiecnukie, I 



*■ Whare hae ye been sae braw, lad ? 
Whare hae ye been sae brankie, O ? 
Whare hae ye been sae braw, lad ? 
Cam ye by Killiecraukie, O ? " 
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n 



** I faught at land, I faogfat at tea, 
At hame I f aught my auntie, O; 
But I met the Deri] and Dundee 
On the braes o' Killieciankie, O 1 



III 



** The bauld Piteur fell in a f urr, 
An' C layers gat a clankie, O, 
Or I had fed an Athole gled 
On the braes o' KUliecrankie, O 1 ** 



CHORUS 



An ye had been whare I hae been, 
Ye wad na been sae cantie, O 1 

An ye had seen what I hae seen 
On the braes o' Killiecrankie, O ! 



THE BLUE-EYED LASSIE 

Enclosed in a letter to Mrs. Donlop, 2d Oe- 
tober, 1788 : ** How do you like the following 
songf designed for and ooniposed by a friend 
of mine, and which he has christened The Blue- 
Eved Lassie.^* The friend was Captain Robert 
Riddell. 

The ** bine-eyed lassie " was Jean, daughter 
of the Rev. Andrew Jeffrey, of Lochniaben. 
8he married a Mr. Renwick, of New York, 
and died in October, 1850. 



I OAKD a waefu' fixate yestreen, 

A gate I fear ill dearly rue: 
I gat my death frae twa sweet een, 

Twa lovely een o' bonie blue I 
'T was not her golden ringlets brighti 

Her lips like roses wat wi' dew, 
Her heaving bosom lily-white: 

It was her een sae bonie blue. 

II 

She talk'd, she smil'd, my heart she wyl*d, 

She charm 'd my soul I wist na how; 
And ay the stound, the deadly wound, 

Cam frae her een sae bonie blue. 
But *' spare to speak, and spare to 
speed " — 

She 11 aiblins listen to my vow: 
Should she refuse, I '11 lay my dead 

To her twa een sae bonie blue. 



THE BANKS OF NITH 



The Thames flows proudly to the sea. 

Where royal cities stately stand; 
But sweeter flows the Nith to me, 

Where Cummins aoce had hieh command. 

When shall I see that honor d land, 
That winding stream I love so dear ? 

Must wayward Fortune's adverse hand 
For ever — ever keep me here ? 

II 

How lovely, Nith, thy fruitful vales. 

Where bounding hawthorns gaily blooni, 
And sweetly spre^l thy sloping dales, 

Where lambkins wanton thro' the broom! 

Tho' wandring now must be my doom 
Far from thy bonie banks and braes. 

May there my latest hours consume 
Amang my friends of early days I 



TAM GLEN 



Mt heart is a-breaking, dear tittie, 
Some counsel unto me come len'. 

To anger them a' is a pity, 
But what will I do wi' Tam Glen ? 

II 

I 'm thinking, wi' sic a braw fellow 
In poortith I might mak a fen'. 

What care I in riches to wallow, 
If I mauna marry Tam Glen ? 

UI 

There 's Lowrie the laird o' Dumeller: 
'< Guid day to you," brute 1 he comes ben. 

He brags and he blaws o' bis siller. 

But when will he dance like Tam Glen ? 

IV 

My minnie does constantly deave me, 
And bids me beware o' voung men. 

They flatter, she says, to deceive me — 
But wha can think sae o' Tam Glen ? 



My daddie says, gin 1 11 forsake him, 
He M gie me guid bunder marks ten. 



FRAE THE FRIENDS AND LAND I LOVE 



But if it '■ ordaio'd I nwun take hiio, 
0, wba wUl I get but Tarn Glen ? 



Te«treen at the Yaleutiues' dealing. 
My heart to mjr mon ^ed a itea, 

For thrice I drew one without faUinjZi 
And tbrioe it waa written " Tam Glen I " 



The last Halloween I was waukin 
M J dronkit gark-sleeve, aa je ken — 

His likeneM came np the house staakin, 
And the very grej breeks o' Tarn Glen I 



Coroe, counsel, dear tittie, don't tarry I 
I '11 gie ye my bonie black hen, 

GiCye will advise me to marry 
The lad I lo'e dearly, Tam Glen. 



CRAICIEBURN WOOD 
** It ii remarkable of this ^r, that it is the 



words, etc., we can localUa it) has been oom- 
poeed. From Craigiebiini. near Moffat, until 
one reschea the Weit Ui|ihluids, we hsTB 
icareoly one ilow air of antjqnity. The song 
wa« noTDpoaed on a paaaion whiah a Mr. Qilles- 
pie, a paiticnlar friand of mine, had far a Uin 
LoriiDer, afterwards a tin. Whepdalg. The 
yonug lady was bom in Ciaigisbam Wood. 
The ohonu is part of an old fooliah ballad." 
(R. B.) For Jean Lorimer sea poMt, p. 289. 



CHORUS 



Beyond thee, dearie, beyond thee, dearie. 
And O, to be lyinff beyond thee I 

O, iweetly, soundly, weel may he sleep 
That 'a laid in the bed beyond thee 1 



SwxET closes tbe ev'nioir on Craijriebom 
Wood 
Aod blythely nwnukent tbe morrow; 
But the pride □' the spring on the Craigie- 
bnrn Wood 
Can yield me naught but lorrow. 



I see the spreading leaves and flowerl, 
I bear the wild birds singing; 



But pleaanre they hae nane Cor me, 
While oaie my heart ia wringing. 



I ean na toll, I roana mt tell, 

I daiir na for your anger; 
But secret love will break my bMlt, 

If I conceal it laoger. 
IV 
I lee thee gracefu', straight, and tall, 

I see thee sweet and bunie; 
But O, what will my tonnent be. 

If thon refuse thy Jobnie ! 



To see tbee in another's anns 
In love to lie aod languish, 

T wad be ray dead, that will be seen - 
My heart wad burst wi' anguish 1 



But, Jeanie, say tbon wilt be mine. 
Say thon lo'es nane before me, 

And a' my days o' life to come 
1 11 gratefully adore thee. 



Beyond thee, dearie, beyond thee, deariof 
And O, to be lying beyond thee 1 

G, sweetly, soDodly, we^ may he sleep >' 
That 's bud in the bed beyond tbee I 



FxAK the friends and land I love 

Driv'n by Fortune's felly spite, 
Frae my best belov'd I rove, 

Never mair to toato delif^t I 
Never mair maun hope to find 

Ease frae toil, relief frae care. 
When remembrance wracks tbe nuD^ 

Pleaanres hut unveil despair. 



Brightest climes shall mirk appear. 
Desert ilka blooming sboM, 
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Till the. Fates, nae mair severe, 
Friendship, loye, and peace restore: 

Till Revenge wi' laurell d head 
Bring our banish'd hame again, 

And ilk loyal, bonie lad 

Cross the seas, and win his ain I 



O JOHN, COME KISS ME NOW 

Altered and expanded from a fragment in 
Herd (1769) : — 

** John, oome Um me now, now, now I 
O John, oome Um me now i 
John, come klM me by and bj, 
And make nae mair ado I 

** Some will court and oomplimant 
And make a great ado, 
Some will make of their gnidman, 
And lae will I of yoo.*'^ 

CHORUS 

O John, come kiss me now, now, now I 
O John, my love, come kiss me now 1 

O John, come kiss me by and by, 
For weel ye ken the way to woo ! 



O, BOME will court and compliment. 
And ither some will kiss and daut; 

But I will mak o' my guidman, 
My ain guidman — it is nae f aut ! 

II 

O, some will court and complimeni. 
And ither some will prie their mou*. 

And some will hanse in ither's arms. 
And that 's the way I like to do ! 

CHORUS 

O John, come kiss me now, now, now I 
O John, my love, come kiss me now I 
• O John, come kiss me by and by, 
For weel ye ken the way to woo 1 



COCK UP YOUR BEAVER 



Whsn first my brave Johnie lad came to 

this town. 
He had a blue bonnet that wanted the 

orown, 



But now he has gotten a bat and a fea« 

ther — 
Hey, brave Johnie lad, cock up your beai« 

ver ! 



II 



it fu' 



Cook up your beaver, and cock 
sprush I 

We '11 over the border and gie them a 
brush: 

There 's somebody there we 'U teach better 
haviour — 

Hey, brave Johnie lad, cock up your bea- 
ver I 



MY TOCHER'S THE JEWEL 



O, MEiKLE thinks my luve o' mv beauty, 
And meikle thinks my luve o my kin; 

But little thinks my luve I ken brawlie 
My tocher's the jewel has charms for 
him. 

It 's a' for the apple he '11 nourish the tree. 

It 's a' for the hiney he '11 cherish the bee ! 
My laddie 's sae meikle in luve wi' the 
siller. 

He canna hae luve to spare for me 1 

II 

Tour proffer o' luve 's an airle-penny. 

My tocher 's the barg^n ye wad buy; 
But an ye be crafty, I am cunuin^ 
Sae ye with anither your fortune may 
try. 
Te 're like to the timmer o' yon rotten 
wood, 
Te 're like to the bark o' yon rotten tree: 
Te '11 slip frae me like a kuotless thread. 
An' ye 'U crack ye 're credit wi' mair nor 
me I 



GUIDWIFE, COUNT THE LAWIN 

** The chorus of this is part of an old song*, 
one stanza of which I recollect : — 

* Erery day my wife telU me 
That ale and brandy will niin me ; 
But if g:n<1e liquor be my dead. 
This (hall be written on my bead — 
Landlady, count the lawln,* " eta 



WHAT CAN A YOUNG LASSIE 



Then, gnidwite, coiuit tka Uwin, 
The UwiD, the l&win I 

Then, gu id wife, count tbe Iswia, 

And tiring a. eoggie nuur 1 



Gahx is the Aay, and mirk '■ tfa« niglit, 
But we 11 ne'er itraj for faut o' Itgbt, 
For ale tuid br»ndj 'i atan and moan, 
And blude-red wine 'i the risin bud. 



There '■ wealth and etwe for gentlemen, 
And Mmple folk maun feoht and fen'; 
But here we "re a' in ae aoeord. 
For ilka man that '» druuk '■ a lord. 



Mj cogg^e ii a hal j pool, 
Thnt heals the wound* o' care and dool, 
Aiiil Pleasure ia a wanton trout; 
An y« drink it a', je '11 find him out 1 



Then, guidwife, count the lawin, 
The lawin, the lawin ) 

Then, guidwife, count tbe lawin. 

And bring a coggte mair 1 



Bnnii enoloaed a copy (" a song of mj lata 
eompouCioni") to Alexander Cnnningkam, 1 1 lli 
Uuch, ITKl: "Ton most know ■ Umatifnl 
Jacobite air — TWe 'U Neorr bt Fract tiU 
Jamie CoTHei Hamt. When political combus- 
tjuu ceBHs to ba tlie objaot of Princoa ud Pk- 
triuta it then, yoa know, becomea the lawful 
pTBfof HiitorianiuiiiPoeta." No doubt than 
waa an olii Jacobite aoDg with tliii title ; bat 
the nir and the title were all that Bnnu knaw, 
and uo Aathentio copy of the thing itaclf ie 
koowa to ■urrive. 



Bt jon castle wa' at the cloee of tbe da;, 
I heard a man sing, tho' bis head it «ru 

And as he was singing, the tean dooa 



ir be peace till Jamie oi 



'The Cbureh ii 
jare. 



□ mins, the 8tat« is i 



Delnsions, oppieasioos, and murderona 

We dare na weel laj 't, but we ken wha 'a 

to blame — 
Hiere '11 never be peace till Jamie eomea 

bamel 

111 
"U.J seven braw sons for Jamie draw 

But DOW I greet round their green beda in 

the yerd; 
It brak tbe sweet heart o' taj faithf u' aald 



There 11 m 



r be peace till Jamie comee 



" Now life is a burden that bows me down. 
Sin I tint mj bairns, and he tint his crown; 
But till mj last momenta my words are tbe 

There '11 never be peace till Jamie eomei 



WHAT CAN A YOUNG LASSIB 



What can a young lawia, 
What shall a young lassie. 
What can a young lassie 

Do wi' an auld man 1 
Bad Inck on tbe penny 
That tempted my miuni* 
To sell her pnir Jenny 

For siUer an' Ian' t 



He 'a always compleenin 
Frae momin to eenin ; 
He hoasts and he hirples 
, The weary day lans; 
He 's doylt and be 's donn; 
His blude it is froien — 
0, dreary 's the nieht 
Wi' a craiy auld man I 
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I never can please him 

Do a' that I can. 
He '8 peevish an' jealous 
Of a' the young fellows — 
Of dool on the dav 

I met wi' an auld man t 

IV 

My auld anntie Katie 
Upon me taks pity, 
I '11 do my endeavour 

To follow her plan: 
I '11 cross him au' wrack him 
Until I heartbreak him. 
And then his auld brass 

Will buy me a new pan. 



THE BONIE LAD THAT'S FAR 

AWA 

It is supposed to refer to old Armonr*8 ex- 
trusion of nu daughter in the winter of 1788. 



O, HOW can I be blythe and glad, 
Or how can I gang brisk and brawy 

When the bonie Lad that I lo'e best 
Is o'er the hills and far awa ? 

n 

It 's no the frosty winter wind, 
It 's no the dnving drift and snaw; 

But ay the tear comes in my e'e 
To think on him that 's far awa. 

Ill 

Ky father pat me frae his door, 

My friends they hae disown'd me a*; 

But I hae ane will tak my part-— 
The bonie lad that 's far awa. 

IV 

A pair o' glooves he bought to me, 
And silken snoods he gae me twa. 

And I will wear them for his sake, 
The bonie lad that 's far awa. 



O, weary Winter soon will pass, 

And Spring will deed the birken shaWi 

And my sweet babie will be bom, 
And he '11 be hame that *» far aw)a f 



I DO CONFESS THOU ART SAE 

FAIR 

^ This song is altered &om a poem by Sir 
Robert Ay ton, private secretary to Mary and 
Anne, Queens of Scotland. The poem k to be 
found in Watson'' s Collection of Seals Poems, the 
earliest collection published in Scotland. I 
think that I have improved the simplicity of 
the sendments by giring them a Scots dress.** 
(R. B.) 



I DO confess thou art sae fair, 

I wad been o'er the lugs in luve. 
Had I na found the slightest prayer 

That lips could speak thy heart eoold 
muve. 
I do confess thee sweet, but find 

Thou art so thriftless o' thy sweets. 
Thy favours are the silly wind 

That kisses ilka thing it meets. 

II 

See yonder rosebud rich in dew, 

Amang its native briers sae coy, 
How sune it tines its scent and hue. 

When pu'd and worn a common toy t 
Sic fate ere lang shall thee betide, 

Tho' thou may gaily bloom awhile. 
And sune thou shalt be thrown aside, 

Like onie common weed, an' vile. 



SENSIBILITY HOW CHARMING 



Sensibiuty how charming. 

Thou, my friend, cnn'st trnl^ tell t 

But Distress with horrors arming 
Thou alas ! hast known too well t 

II 

Fairest flower, behold the lily 
Blooming in the sunny ray: 

Let the blast sweep o'er the valley. 
See it prostrate m the clay. 

Ill 

Hear the woodlark charm the forett| 
Telling o'er his little joys; 

But alas 1 a prey the surest 
To each pirate of the skies I 



IT IS NA, JEAN, THY BONIE FACE 



Dearlj bongbt tha hidden treaaare 
Finer fe^Lon can bestow: 

Chords that TiDrate sweeteat pleaaim 
Thrill tbe deepeat notM of woe. 



YON WILD MOSSY MOUNTAINS 

" The aang allmlea to a part of m; priTste 
hiitory vhich it of no oomaqaeDoa to the 
world to know." {R. B.) 

In Jalj, 179:1, be reoomnianded it to Thom- 
aon aa initable to the air of TAtre 'U Srvtr bi 
Peaet tili Jamit Coma Hame, if he objeoted 
to the Jaoobite aentimeDta of that Hmg. It ia 
held b; eome to refer to Mu; Campball; bat 
Barai oooosiopsllj Tiaited . ■ . - ■ 

Covinj^ton, Lanarkihire. 



Ton wild mouy monntaiiu sae loftj and 

wide. 
That uiifM in their boiom the jonth o' iho 

Clyde, 
Where the grouae lead their ooveya thro' 

the heather to feed. 
And the shepherd tents lus flook as he 

pipes on hia reed. 
II 
Not Cowrie's rioh valley nor Forth's saiuiy 
To me hae the charma o* yon wild, moasy 

For there, hy a lanely, seqnestertd stream, 
Beaides a sweet lassie, my thought and my 



Amang thae wi 

my path. 
Ilk stream foaming down its ain green, 

narrow strath; 
For there wi' my laaiie the Ung day I rore, 
While o'er us unheeded flie the awif t hours 



She is not the furett, altho' she is fair; 
C niee ednoalion but sma' is ber Bhat«; 
Her parentage bumble a* humble oan he; 
But I lo'e uie dear lassie because she lo'et 



a yield him 



To Beaoty what man 

In her armour of glances, and hloabea, and 

aigha? 
And when Wit and Beflnemeat bae polish'd 

her darts, 
Hiey dazzle our een, as they flie to our 

VI 
But kindness, sweet kindness, in tbe fondi 

■parkling e'e 
Has lustre outlining the diamond to me. 
And the heart beating love as I 'm elasp'd 

in her arms, 
O, these are my lasue's all-ooDquering 

charms t 



1 HAE BEEN AT CROOKIEDEN 



I HAE been at Crookieden — 

My bonis laddie. Highland laddie I 
Viewing Willie and hii men — 

My bonie laddie, Highland laddie I 
There our foes that burnt and slew — 

My bonie laddie. Highland laddie t 
There at last they gat their due — 

My bonie laddie. Highland laddie I 



Satan sits in his black neuk — 

My bonie laddie. Highland laddie I 
Breaking sticks to roast the Duke — 



My bonie laddie. Highland laddie I 
rhe bloody monster gne a yell — 
My bonie laddie, Highland laddie t 



And loud the laugh jj^aed round a' Hell — 
My bonie laddie. Highland laddie I 



IT IS NA, JEAN, THY BONIE FACE 



Altho' thy beauty and thy gn 
Migbt wee) awank deuie. 
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If 



Somethinjj^ in ilka ]Mirt o* thee 
To praise, to love, I liud; 

But, dear as is thy form to mei 
btill dearer is thy miud. 

II 

Nae mair ungen'roos wish I haa, 

Kor stronger in my breast, 
Than, if I oanna mak thee sae, 

At least to see thee blest: 
Content am I, if Heayen shall give 

But liappiness to thee, 
And, as wr thee I wish to liye. 

For thee I 'd bear to dee. 



MY EPPIE MACNAB 



O, BAW ye my dearie, my Eppie Macnab ? 
O, saw ye my dearie, my Eppie Macnab ? 
** She's down in the yard, she's kissin 

the laird. 
She wiana oome hame to her ain'Jock 

RabI" 

II 

O, oome thy ways to me, my Eppie Mac- 
nab ! 

O, oome thy ways to me, my Eppie Mao- 
nab ! 
Whate'er thoa has done, be it late, be it 
soon, 

Ilioa 's welcome again to thy ain Jock Rab. 

m 

What says she, my dearie, my Eppie Mac- 
nab? 

What says she, my dearie, my Eppie Mac- 
nab? 
** She lets thee to wit that she has thee 
forgot, 

And for ever disowns thee, her ain Jock 
Rab." 

IV 

O, had I ne'er seen thee, my Eppie Mac- 
nab I 

O, had I ne'er seen thee, my Eppie Mac- 
nab 1 
As li^bt as the air and as fanse as thon 's 
fair. 

Thou 's broken the heart o' thy ain Jock 
Rabl 



WHA IS THAT AT MY BOWER 

DOOR 

Without any manner of doubt, Bums's ori- 
ginal was Who But /, quoth Fiiday, *'a new 
song, much in request, sung with its own proper 
tune." 

I 

" Wha is that at my bower door ?** 

« O, wha is it but Findlay I " 
" Then gae your gate, ye 'se nae be here.'' 

*' Indeed maun I ! " quo' Findlay. 
" What mak ye, sae like a thief ? '* 

" O, come and see I " quo* Findlay. 
" Before the mom ye 11 work mischief ? " 

«< Indeed wiU 1 1 ^' quo* FindUy. 

II 

" Gif I rise and let you in ** — 

'* Let me in ! " quo' Findlay — 
" Ye '11 keep me wauken wi' your din ? ** 

'< Indeed will 1 1 " quo' Findlay. 
" In my bower if ve should stay " -» 

^ Let me stay I '^ quo' Findlay — 
«* I fear ye 'U bide till break o' day ? "^ 

•* Indeed will 1 1 " quo' Findlay. 

Ill 

*' Here this night if ye remain " — 

«* I H remain I " quo' Findlay — 
*' I dread ye 11 learn the gate again ? " 

" Indeed will 1 1 " quo' Findlay. 
" What may pass within this bower " 

(*< Let it pass 1 " q^uo' Findlay 1) 
" Ye maun conceal till your last hour " — 

«< Indeed will 1 1 " quo' Findlay. 



BONIE WEE THING 

** Composed on my little idol — ' the charm- 
ing lovely Dayiee.' *' (RB.) 

HioB Debora Dayies, daughter of Dr. Davies 
of Tenby, Pembrokeshire, and a relative of 
Captain Riddell, was jilted by one Captain 
Delany, and died of a decline. See further, 
ante, p. 187, Epigram On Mi$s Davie$, and the 
song Loveljf Davie*, pott, p. 237. 

CHORUS 

Bonie wee thinr, cannie wee thing. 
Lovely wee thing, wert thou mine, 

I wad wear thee in my bosom 
Lest my jewel it should tine. 



LOVELY DAVIES 



W18HFUIJ.T I look and langnUh 
In that bouie face o' thine. 

And my henrt it itoundB wi' Riigniili, 
Lest mj ff«« thing be na mina. 



Bonis woe tbinz, canoie wee tbtaf, 
Lovfflj wee thing, wert thou minci 

I wad wear tbee in my boaom 
Leit my jewel it should tine. 



THE.TITHER MORN 



The tither mom, when I forlorn 

Aneath an aik Mt moaning, 
I did na trow I 'd see my jo 

Beside me gin the gloaming. 
But he s«a tng lap o'er the ng, 

And dawtingly did cheer me, 
When I, what reck, did least eipeek 

To see my lad sae near me I 



His bonnet be a tfaonght ajee 

Cock'd sprush when first be clasp'd 

And I, I wat, wi' fainness grst. 

While in his grips he press'd me. 
- Deil Uk the war r' I late and air 

Hae wish'd since Jock departed; 
But now as glad I 'm wi' my lad 

As short syne hroken-hearted. 
Ill 
Fu' aft at e'en, wi' dancing keen. 

When a' were blythe and merry, 
I ear'd na by, sae sad was I 

In absence o' my deary. 
Bnt praise be blest I my mind's at rest, 

I'm happy wi' my Johnie I 
At kirk and' fair, I 'le a^ be tber«, 

And be as canty 'a ome. 



AE FOND KISS 

The genn of At Fmd Kit is (aand in Tht 
Farling £i*u, b; KabertDodaliij (17U!i-1764>, 
which was set by Oswald : — 

" Oiw loaA kiM b«f ■»* w« pvt, 
Drop ■ Tcu iiiil Ud ■dlao; 
Tbo' w* HTtT, HIT find B«rt 
nil m uMt alull put [01 70a," Its. 

It fiiushes with a repeat of the two flnt Unea. 



Ab fond kiss, and then we serer I 
Ae farewell, and then forever I 
Deep in heart-wrung tean I II pledge thee. 
Waning sighs and groans 1 11 wage the*. 
Who slull say that Fortune grieves him. 
While the star of hope she leaves bim ? 
He, mte ebeerfu' twinkle lights me, 
Dark despair around benights me. 



1 11 ne'er blame my partial hncy; 
Naethiug could resist my Naucy I 
But to see her was to lore her, 
Love but her, and love for ever. 
Had we never lov'd sae kindly, 
Had we never lov'd sae blindly. 
Never met — or never parted — 
We had ne'er been broken-faiBaitad. 

Ill 
Fare- the- weel, thou first and fturest I 
Fare-the-weel, thou best and dearest I 
Tbine be ilka joy and treasure. 
Peace, Enjoyment, Love and Pleasure I 
Ae fond kiss, and then we sever I 
Ae farewell, alas, for ever 1 
Deep in heart-wrung tears 1 11 pledge tbeo, 
Warring sighs and groans 1 11 wage tbee. 



LOVELY DAVIES 



0, BOW shall I, nnskilfu', try 

The Poet's occupation? 
The tnnefn' Powers, in happy bonra 

That whisper inspiration, 
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Even tbej maun dare an effort mair 
Than aught they ever gave ua, 

Ere thejr rehearse in equal vene 
The charms o' lo?ely Dayies. 

U 

Each eye, it cheers, when she appears, 

Like Phoebus in the moruiug, 
When past the shower, and every flower 

The garden is adorning ! 
As the wretch looks o'er Siberia's shore, 

When winter-bound the wave is, 
Sae droops our heart, when we mac 
part 

Frae charming, lovely Davies. 

Ill 

Her smile 's a gift frae ^boon the lift 

That maks us mair than princes. 
A sceptred hand, a king's command, 

Is in her darting glances. 
The man in arms gainst female charms. 

Even he her willing slave is: 
He hugs his chain, and owns the reign 

Of conquering lovely Davies. 

IV 

My Mnse to dream of such a theme 

Her feeble powers surrenders; 
The eagle's gaze alone surveys 

The sun's meridian splendours. 
I wad in vain essay the strain — 

The deed too darine brave is I 
1 11 drap the lyre, and, mute, admire 

The charms o' lovely Davies. 



THE WEARY FUND O' TOW 



CHORUS 

The weary pnnd, the weary pnnd, 
The weary pnnd o* tow I 

I think my wife will end her life 
Before she rpin her tow. 



I BOUGHT my wife a stane o' lint 
As guid as e'er did grow. 

And a' that she has made o* that 
Is ae pair pund o' tow. 



II 

There sat a bottle in a hole 

Beyout the ingle low; 
And av she took the tither souk 

To drouk the stourie tow. 

Ill 

Quoth I: — ** For shame, ye dirty dame, 

6ae spin your tap o' tow ! " 
She took the rock, and wi' a knock 

She brake it o'er my pow. 

IV 

At last her feet — I sang to see 't t — 
Gaed foremost o'er the knowe, 

And or I wad anither jad, 
I '11 wallop in a tow. 

CHORUS 

The weary pund, the weary pund. 

The weary pund o' tow I 
I think my wife will end her life 

Before she spin her tow. 



I HAE A WIFE O' MY AIN 
Made a few days after his marriage. 



I HAE a wife o* my ain, 
1 11 partake wi' naebody: 

I II take cuckold frae naue, 
I 'U gie cuckold to naebody. 

II 

I hae a penny to spend, 
There — thanks to naebody 1 

I hae naething to lend, 
I '11 borrow frae naebody. 

Ill 

I am naebody's lord, 
I '11 be slave to naebody. 

I hae a gnid braid sword, 
I 'U tide dunts frae naebody. 

IV 

1 11 be merry and free, 
1 11 be saa for naebody. 

Kaebody cares for me, 
I care for naebody. 



O, KENMURE 'S ON AND AW A, WILLIE 



0, WHEN the oun beo, ibe bobbM fu' 

law! 
O, when ahe oun ben, ibe bobbM fa' 
Uwl 
And when aba cam' ben, she kisa'd Coek- 

And sf ae the deaj'd ahe did it ftt a' I 



And wns na Cockpen ri^ht a»aej wiiha.' ? 
And wu na Cockpen nght sanoy witha'. 
In leaving the dochter o' a loH, 
And kUsin a collier laaaie an' a' 7 

"O, never look down, my lasiie, at a' 1 

O, never look down, my Inaaie, at a' I 

Tby lipa are aa aireet, and diy Bgura oom- 

Aa the finest dame in eaatle or ha'. 



"Tba* thou haat nae silk, and hollaod lae 
Tho' thou haat nae ailk, and hoUand aae 
Thj coat and thy aark aie thy (UD haody- 
And Lady Jean waa never aae braw." 



CHORUS 

An' O, for ane-and-twenty, Tatn 1 

And hey, sweet ane-end-twenty, Tatn I 

1 11 learn my kin a rattlin saiw 
An I aaw aue-«nd-twenty, ^m. 



Thet snool me snir, and hand me down, 

And gar me look like bluntle, l^uni 
But three abort yean will aoon wheel 



« ane-and-twenty, Tarn I 



A l^eib o' Ian', a clant o' gear 
Waa left ma by my auntie, Tam. 



At kith or kin I needna apier. 
An I aaw ane-and-twenty, Tam. 



Tho' I myael hae plenty, ' 
But hear'st thou, laddie — there '■ my loot: 
I 'm thine at ane-and-t«euty, Tam I 



I 'II leam my kiu a rattlin aane 
An I aaw ane-aud-twenty, "fma 



William Ooidon, aixth Viaoount Kenmora, 
took up tb« Jacobite canae in nir>, — mainly 
tlirongh the peraoaaion of bia wife, Uary, 



and got Mar'i aon 
tbe fonm in the loath. After divpn ineffeo- 
tive uiorea he para nil into England, and, being 
taken priaonar at Pnaton od 14th November, 
was beheaded ou Towetbill on 24th Fsbraary, 

nia. 



O, KKinfusx 's on and awa, Willie, 
O, Eenmure 'a on and awa I 

An' Renmure '• lord 's tbe btaveat lord 
That ever Galloway saw I 



Snooeaa to Kenmnre'a band, T^Uie. 

Sueeeaa to Keumure'a band I 
There *s no a heart that feara a Whig 

That rides by Kenmure's band. 



Here 'a Kenmnre'a health in wine, Willie, 

Here 'a Kenmure'a health in wine 1 
There ne'er was a coward o' Keomme'i 

Nor yet o' Gordon's line. 



O, Eenmnre'a lads are men, Willie, 
O, Ecnmnni'e lads are men I 

Their hearts and swords are metal true, 
And that their faes aball ken. 
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They 11 live or die wi' fame, Willie, 
They 11 live or die wi* fame I 

But soon wi' sounding victorie 
May Kenmure's lord come hame I 

VI 

Here 's him that 's far awa, Willie, 
Here 's him that *s far awa ! 

And here 's the flower that I lo'e best 
The rose that 's like the snaw I 



O, LEEZE ME ON MY SPINNIN- 

WHEEL 

One of the best and the most Bomnan of 
Bnms's vanipst this charming song was no 
donbt sogeested by ITie Loving Lomm and Spin" 
ning-wheeTm Ramsay *s Tea-Table MitceuanVf 
which Ramsay must have imitated from an old 
blackletter broadside (Pepys Collection), ** TAc 
Bonny Scott and the Yielding Iaum^ to an excel- 
lent new Tnne : " — 

" At I Mta at my qrfnning-wheel 
A boimv 1mi there penM by, 
I keen*d blm round, sod I UkM him weal, 
Gend faith he haa a bony eye : 
My heart new panting 'can to feel. 
But atUl I torniBd my ■j^nning^wheel,** eto. 



O, LEEZR me on my spinnin-wheel ! 
And leeze me on my rock and reel, 
Frae tap to tae that deeds me bien, 
And haps me fiel and warm at e'en ! 
I '11 set me down, and sing and spin, 
While laigh descends the summer snn. 
Blest wi' content, and milk and meal — 
O, leeze me on my spinnin-wheel I 

II 

On ilka hand the bumies trot, 
And meet below my theekit cot. 
The scented birk and hawthorn white 
Across the pool their arms unite. 
Alike to screen the birdie's nest 
And little fishes' caller rest. 
The sun blinks kindly in the biel. 
Where blythe I tnm my spinnin-wheeL 

III 

On lofty aiks the cushats wail, 
And Echo cons the doolfu' tale. 



The lintwhitea in the hazel bzaes. 
Delighted, rival ither's lays. 
The craik amane the claver hay. 
The paitriok whirrin o'er the ley, 
The swallow jinkin round my shiel. 
Amuse me at my spinnin-wheeL 

IV 

Wi' sma to sell and less to buy, 
Aboon distress, below env^, 
O, wha wad leave this humble state 
For a' the pride of a' the great ? 
Amid their flaring, idle toys, 
Amid their cumbrous, dinsome joys, 
Can they the peace and pleasure feel 
Of Bessy at her spinnin-wheel ? 



MY COLLIER LADDIE 



li 



I do not know a blyther old song than 
this." (R.B.) 



^ O, WHARE live ye, my bonie lass, 
And tell me how they ca' ye ? " 

" My name," she says, << is Mistress Jemn, 
And I follow the collier laddie." 

II 

'' O, see you not yon hills and dales 
The sun shines on sae brawlie ? 

They a' are mine, and they shall be thine, 
Gm ye '11 leave your ooUier laddie 1 



III 



*< An' ye shall gang in gay attire, 

Weel buskit up sae gaudy. 
And ane to wait on every hand. 

Gin ye '11 leave your collier laddie 1 " 



IV 



" Tho' ye had a' the sun shines on. 
And the earth conceals sae lowly, 

I wad turn my back on ^ou and it a'. 
And embrace my collier laddie. 



« I can win my five pennies in a day. 
An' spend it at night fu' brawlie, 

And make my bed in the collier's neuk 
And lie down wi' my ooUier laddie. 



IN SIMMER, WHEN THE HAY WAS MAWN 



*■ Loots tor loove U the bugUD for me, 
Tlio' the wee cot-house ibuuld hmud ii 

And the warld before me to win : 
bread — 
And fair fa' in; collier laddie 1 " 



NITHSDALE'S WELCOME HAME 

Lwlr Winifnd Hanell ComUbla (1735- 
1801 ) «u tola ■nrriTing' ohild of William Loid 
Hamwall, ko of William, fifth Earl of Nitha- 



the Fiftaen, hut escaped the night befora the 
•iBoaCion. She mairind William Haggsnton 
CooatahU of Everinghama, and b^aa rebuild- 
'mg the old family manman, Teneaglaa, or 
Taireglea, Kirkoudbnghtahin.in ITttU. Bnma 
baa atated, for the cake of " vioe la bagaitlU," 
that hia Jocohitiim waa mostly matter of aport. 
But, in a letter of the IBth Deoeoiber, 17«9, 
be, a* Sir Walter put it, plari " hieh Jacobite 
to that aiogalar old oDrmodgwui Lad; Wini- 
fnd Conatable : " romully asserting that they 
vera "oommon anfferers in a oaoae where eren 
to be nofortnnals is gloriooa. the oaose of 
heroic loyalty;" sod Ibat hia forsfathera, like 



what they e 



imed the oaoie of their King 



Thr noble Maxwells and their powers 

Are eoming o'er the border; 
And they 'II gae hig Terreaglei' towera, 

And set them a' id order; 
And they declare Terreaflet fair. 

For their abode they cbooae it: 
There 'a no a heart in a' the Und 

But 'a lighter at the news o't I 



Tho' itars in sldea ma; diMppear, 

And engrj tempeata gather, 
The happy hour may aooo be uear 

That brinfra us pleasant weather; 
The weary night o' care and grief 

Maj bae a joyfu' morrow; 
So dawning day has brought relief — 

Fareweei our night o' aorrow I 



Ix limmer, when the ha; was mawn 
And com wav'd green in ilka field. 

While ctaver blooms white o'er the ley. 
And Foaes blaw in ilka bield, 
BIythe Beaaie in the milking ahiel 

Says:""I'lIbe wed,comeo'twhat willl' 
Out spake a dame in wrinkled eild; — 

" O' guid adviiement cornea nae ilL 



" It 'a ye hae wooerg raonie ane. 

And lasaie, ye 're but young, ye ken t 
Then wait a wee, and canuie wale 

A routhie butt, a routbie ben. 

There Johuie o' the Buakie-Glen, 
Fu' it hia bam, fu' is his byre. 

Tak this frae me, my boiiie ben; 
It's plenty beets tbe luver's An I " 

in 

" For Joboie o' tbe Buakie-Gleo 

I dinua care a eingle flie: 
He lo'es aae weel his craps and kys, 

He bat nae love to spare for me. 

But Uytbe 's the blink o' Rohie'a e'«. 
And weel I wat be lo'ea me dear: 

Ae blink o' him I wad na gie 
For Buskie-Glen and a' hia gear." 



"O tfaoughtleaa lassie, life's a fanght I 

Tbe canniest gate, the strife is Mur> 
Bat ay fii'-han't ia fecbtin best: 

A hungry care 't an unco care. 

But some will spend, and some will apart 
An' wilfu' folk maun bae their will. 

Syne as ye brew, my maiden fair, 
Keep mind that ye mann drink tbe yill I " 



" O, gear will bny me rigs o' land, 

And gear will buy me aheep and kye I 

But the tender heart o* leesome loove 
The gowd and tiller oiuina biiy I 
We may be poor, Robie and I; 

Light it the burden lave lays on; 

Content and loove brings peace and joyt 

What mair hae Queens upon a throns ? ^ 
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FAIR ELIZA 



Two copies in Biinis*B hand are in the Hastie 
Collection. In the earlier the lady's name is 
Hobina. According to tkenhonse, she was '* a 
Toang lady to whom Mr. Hunter, a friend of 
Mr. Bums, was mach attached." Hunter died 
shortly after going to Jamaica. The Terses 
appear, however, to have been written on some 
lady sugfg^ted by Johnson: '*So much for 
your Kobiua — how do you like the verses ? I 
assure you I have tasked my muse to the top 
of her performing. However, the song will 
not sing to your tune in Macdonald's Collection 
of Highland Airs, which is much admired in 
this country; I intended the verses to be sung 
to that air. It is in page 17th and No. 112. 
There is another air in the same collection, an 
Argyleshire Air, which, with a trifling alter- 
ation, will do charmingly.** (R. B. to John- 
son.) 

Johnson set the words to both these tones. 



Turn again, thoa fair Eliza I 

Ae kind blink before we part I 
Rew on thy despairiue^ lover — 

Canst thou break his f aithf a' heart ? 
Turn again, thou fair Eliza 1 

If to love thy heart denies, 
For pity hide the cruel sentence 

Under friendship's kind disguise 1 



II 



Thee, dear maid, hae I offended ? 

The offence is loving thee. 
Canst thou wreck his peace for ever, 

Wha for thine wad gladly die ? 
While the life beats in my oosom, 

Thoa shalt mix in ilka throe. 
Turn again, thou lovely maiden, 

Ae sweet smile on me bestow I 

III 

Not the bee upon the blossom 

In the pride o' sinny noon. 
Not the little sporting fairy 

All beneath the simmer moon, 
Not the Poet in the moment 

Fancy lightens in his e'e, 
Kens the pleasure, feels the rapture, 

That thy presence gies to me. 



YE JACOBITES BY NAME 



Te Jacobites by name, 

Give an ear, give an ear 1 
Ye Jacobites by name, 

Give an ear ! 
Ye Jacobites by name, 
Your fautes I will proclaim, 
Your doctrines I mann blame ^ 

Yon shall hear I 

II 

What is Righ^ and what b Wrang, 

By the law, by the law ? 
What is Right, and what is Wrang, 

By the law ? 
What is Right, and what is Wrang ? 
A short sword and a lang^ 
A weak arm and a Strang 

For to draw 1 

III 

What makes heroic strife 

Famed afar, famed afar ? 
What makes heroic strife 

Famed afar ? 
What makes heroic strife ? 
To whet th' assassin's knife. 
Or hunt a Parent's life 

Wi' bluidy war I 

IV 

Then let your schemes alone, 

In the State, in the State I 

Thett let your schemes alone. 

In the State I 
Then let your schemes alone. 
Adore the rising sun. 
And leave a man undone 
To his fate I 



THE POSIE 

" The Paste in the MuMeum is my comnad- 
tion : the air was taken down from Mra. 
Burners voice. It is well known in the 
country ;but the old words are trash." (Bi 
to Thomson, llHh October, 1794.) *' It appean 
evident to me that Oswald composed his Itos/tn 
CadU on the modulation of this air. . . . Tlie 
old veiaes to which it was sung, when I took 



THE BANKS 0' DOOM 



'1' bar nintj cbeek*, jmd bar owU-black luir; 
>lUi ■ douhla ud adlaw to tiM fill lllr>' ato. 
oD for foiu' other aUtaM." (R. B.) 



O, LUVK will veuture ia wbera it daur ns 

wee) be teen I 
O, luve will Teiiture in, where wisdom 

■lice bath been I 
Bnt I will duuQ yan river rove anung tbe 

wood sae Kiven, 
And a' to pi? a fotie to mj ain dear 

Mayl 

II 
13m primrose I will pa', Um fintling o' 

the jear, 
And I will pu' the pink, tbe emblein o* my 

For she's the [Uak o' womankind, and 
bloonu withoat a peer — 
And a' to be a posie to mr aia dear 
May! 



1 11 pn' the budding rose when Pbteboa 

For it s like a baiimjr kiss o* her sweet. 

Hie hayaointb '« for ooostai^ojr wi' its nn- 
ehanging blue — 
And a' to be a poaie to my ain dear 
Mayl 

IV 

Tbe lilj it ii pure, and tbe lil; it is fair. 
And ill her lovely bosom I 'II place tbe lily 

there. 
The daisy's for aimplioity and nnaiteotad 



Tbe bawthora I will pu', wi' its lucks o' 

siller gray. 
Where, like an ag^d man, it stands at 

break o' day; 
Bnt tbe songster's nest within tbe bosh I 

And a' to be a posie to my ain dear 
May) 



VI 



The woodbine I will pa' when the e'ening 

star is near, 
And the diamond drape o' dew shall be 

her sen lae clear I 
Tbe violet 's for modesty, which wtel she 

fa's to wear — 
And a' to be a posie to my aiu dear 

May! 

I II tie tbe posie ronnd wi' tbe silken band 

And I '11 place it in her breast, and 1 11 

swear by a' abore, 
That to m; latest draught o' life the twod 

sbul ne'er remoTe, 
And this will be a poeie to my sin 

dear May I 



THE BANKS O' DOON 

" An Ajnhire legend," according to AIIbb 
CnnniiiKhain, "uya the herrane of this affect- 
ing song was Fegg Kenuedy of DaljUTOch;" 
and Chamben aliu nppoeed the ballul to be an 
allegory of tbe sania nnluppj love-tale." See 
aaU, p. 201, Prefatory Xote to Yokhj Frjgs, 
bnt eveD if the " lore-talc " wen then known, 
it wH uot then " nnhappj." 

For other sMa, Smrt an the Baitkt and Yt 
Flawrry Batik,, see jxM, pp. 80B, 8ia 



Ye banks and braes o' bonie Dooo, 

How oan ye bloom sae fresh and fitir ? 
Uow can ye chant, ye little birds. 

And I sae weary fn' o' care I 
Thou 11 break my heart, thon warblinr bii^ 

That wantons tbro' tbe flowering tnom I 
Thoa minds me o' departed joys, 

Departed never to retnni. 

Aft has I rov'd by bonie Doon 

To see the rose and woodlMoe twine, 
And ilka bird sang o' its luve. 

And fondly sae did [ o' mine. 
Wi' lightsome heart I pu'd a rose, 

Fn' sweet upon it* thorny tree I 
And my fnnie liiver staw my roee — 

But ab I be left the tbom wi' m*. 
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WILLIE WASTLE 

The herome is said to haye been the wife of 
a farmer who lived near Kllialand. A cottage 
in Peeblesshire, which stood where a mnirland 
bum, the Logan Water, joins the Tweed, was 
known by the name of Linkumdoddie, but 
TOobably it was so named after Bnms wrote 
his song. The earliest authenticated appear- 
ance of Willie Wasde in rhyme is in Cock- 
bum*s (Qovemor of Dunse Castle) reply to 
Colonel Fenwick : — 

** I, Willie WMtla, 
Am in my castle ; 
An the dooes in the towne 
Shell not ouige me downe.*' 

This same rhyme was, and is, used in the 
mimic warfare of Scottish children; but 
whether they were the inspirers of Cookbum, 
or he of them, it is impossible to affirm. 



Willie Wastle dwalt on Tweed, 

Tlie spot they ca*d it Linkumdoddie. 
Willie was a wabster guid 

Could stown a due wi' onie bodie. 
He had a wife was dour and din, 

O, Tinkler Maidg^ie was her mither 1 
Sic a wife as Willie had, 

I wad na gie a button for her. 

n 

She has an e'e (she has but ane), 

The cat has twa the very colour, 
Five rusty teeth, forbye a stump, 

A clapper-tongue wad deave a miller ; 
A whiskin beard about her mou. 

Her nose and chin they threaten ither: 
Sic a wife as Willie had, 

I wad na gie a button for her. 

Ill 

She 's bow-hough'd, she *8 hem-shin'd, 

Ae limpin leg a band-breed shorter; 
She 's twisted right, she 's twisted left. 

To balance fair in ilka Quarter; 
She has a hump upon her breast, 

The twin o' that upon her shouther: 
Sic a wife as Willie had, 

I wad na gie a button for her. 

IV 

Auld baudrans by the ingle sits, 
An' wi' her loof her face i^washin; 



But Willie's wife is nae sae tri^. 

She dights her grunzie wi' a nushion; 

Her walie nieves like midden-creels, 
Her face wad fyle the Logan Water: 

Sic a wife as WilUe had, 
I wad na gie a button for her. 



LADY MARY ANN 

Bums got the germ of his song from a frag- 
ment in the Herd MS. ** Lady Mary Ann " and 
** Young Charlie Cochrane ** are his own, as 
• are the last three stanzas <rf the ballad. 



O, Lady Mary Ann looks o*er the Castle 

wa', 
She saw three bonie boys playing at the ba\ 
The youngest he was the flower amang 

them a* — 
My bonie laddie 's young, bat he 'a 

growin yet I 

II 

« O father, O father, an ye think it fit, 
We '11 send him a year to the college yet; 
We '11 sew a green ribbon round about bia 

hat. 
And that will let them ken he 'a to 

marry yet I " 

III 

Lady Mary Ann was a flower in the dew. 
Sweet was its smell and bonie was its hue. 
And the longer it blossom'd the sweeter it 
grew. 
For the lily in the bud will be bonier yet. 

IV 

Young Charlie Cochran was the sprout of 

an aik; 
Bonie and bloomin and strauoht was its 

make; 
The sun took delight to shine for its sake. 
And it will be the brag o' the forest yet. 



The simmer is gane when the leayes they 

were green, 
And the days are awa that we Ya^ seen; 
But far better days I trust will come affnin. 
For my bonie laddie 's young, but \t *s 

growin yet. 



KELLYBURN BRAES 



Farewkel to a,' our Scottub &me, 

Fareweel out ancient gloir I 
FareweBl ev'o to the Scottub name 

Sae famed in martial atory t 
Now Sark rina over Solway aanda. 

All' Tweed rim to the oceaD, 
To mark where England*! praTinee 
Stand* — 

Such a parcel of rogaea in a nation I 



What force or guile could not snbdne 

Thro' many warlike age* 
la wrought now b* a coward few 

For hireling traitor's wages. 
The English steel we could disdain, 

Secnre in Talour's station; 
But English gold hns been our bane — 

Such a parcel of rogues in a nation I 



That Treason thus could si 
Mt aiild gre; head hnd lien in elaj 

Wi' Bruce and loyal Wallace I 
But pith and power, till my last hour 

I'll mak this declaration: — 
"We're bought and sold for Knglith 
gold" — 

Such a parcel of rogues in a nation I 



KELLYBURN BRAES 

The Eellj bum (i. «. brook) forms the norlh- 
em banndarf of ATrshire. and the ballad has 
' n wilh Nilbsdalfl or Qallowa^ 



There lived a carl in Eellybum Braes 
(Hey and the rue grows bonie « 
thTmel). . 
And he had a wife was the plague o' h 

(And the thyme it is wither'd, and n 
is in prime I). 



Ae day as the carl gaed np the lang glen 
(Hey and the rue grows bonie wi' 
th;m« I), 
He met wi' tbe Devil, lays: — "How do 

Jou fen?" 
the tbyine it is wither'd, and rue is 
iu prime I). 



" I 've got a bad wife, sir, that '■ a' my com- 

(Hej and the me grows honie wi' 
thyme I), 
For, saving your presence, to ber ye 'le a 

(And the thyme it is wither'd, and me is 
in prime I). 



"It's neither your stot nor your staig I 
shall crave 
(Be; and the me grows bonie wi' 
thyme !), 
Bnt gie me your wife, man, for her I must 

(And tbe thyrae it is wither'd, and me is 
m prime I). 



" O welcome most kindly I " the biythe carl 

(Hej and the me grows bonie wi' 
tbyme I), 
" But if ye can match her ye 're waur than 

(And tbe thyme it is wither'd, and me is 
in prime !). 



The Devil has got the auld wife on his 
back 
(Hey and the rue grows honie wi* 
tbyme I), 
And like a poor pedlar he 's carried his 

(And the thyme it it withor'd, and me is 
in prime t). 

VII 
He 's carried her hame to his ain haUan- 

(Hey and the me grows bonie wT 
thyme I), 
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Sjne iMule ber gae in for a biteh and a 
wbore i 

(And the thrme it is withered, and me ii 



ID prime !). 



VIII 



CHey and the me grows borne wi' 

thrme lu 
Tura out on her guard, in the clap o' a 

hand 
(And the thrme it is withered, and me is 

in prime I). 

IX 

The carlin gaed thro' them like onie wnd 
bear 
CHer and the me grows bonie wi' 
thrme \): 
Whae*er ihe gat hands oo cam near her 
nae mair 
(And the thrme it is withered, and me is 
in prime !). 



A FPekit wee deeril looks orer the wa 
(Her and the me grows bonie wi' 
thjme I): — 
** O help, maister, help, or she 'U ruin us 

(And the thjroe it is withered, and me 
is in prime !). 

Xf 

The Deril he swore by the edge o' his 
knife 
(Hey and the me grows bonie wi' 
thrme !), 
He pitied the man that was tied to a wife 
(And the thyme it is witber'd, and me is 
in prime !). 

XII 

The Deril he swore by the kirk and the bell 
(Hey and the rue grows bonie wi' 
thyme I), 
He was not in wedlock, thank Hear'n, but 
in Hell 
(And the thyme it is witber'd, and roe is 
in prime I). 

XIII 

Then Satan has trarell'd again wi' his pack 
(Hey and the rue grows bonie wi' 
thyme I), 



And to her aold husbaDd he 's earned 
back 
(And the thyme it is withered, and me 
in prime I), 

xrv 

•^ I hae been a Derfl the feek o* ny fi 
(Her and the me grows bonie 
thyme !), 
But neVr was in Hell till I met 
wife" 
(And the thyme it is witber'd, and me 
in prime !). 



THE SLAVE'S LAMENT 



It was in sweet Senegal 
That my foes did me enthral 

For the lands of Virginia, -ginia, O I 
Tom from that lorely shore, 
And miifft nerer see it more, 

Aud alas ! I am weary, weary, O I 

II 

All on that charmine coast 
Is no bitter snow and frost. 

Like the lands of Virginia, -ginia, O I 
Tliere streams for erer flow, 
Aud the flowers for erer blow. 

And alas ! I am wear}*, weary, O I 

III 

The burden I must bear. 
While the cruel scourge I fear, 

In the lands of Virginia, -ginia, O I 
And I think on friends most dear 
With the bitter, bitter tear. 

And alas I I am weary, weary, O t 



THE SONG OF DEATH 



Farewell, thon fair day, thoa g^reen earthy 
and ye skies, 
Kow gay with the broad setting ean I 
Farewell, lores and friendships, ye dear 
tender ties — 
Our race of existence is run I 



BONIE BELL 



Thon grim Sing of Terron I Uioa Life'i 
gloomy foe, 
Go, frig&ten the coward mad slave I 
Go, teach them to tremble, fell tyrant, bnt 

No terron hutt thou to the brare I 



Thoo Btrik'st the dull peasant — he liiikB 
in the dark. 
Nor BSiVea e'en the wreck of a name I 
Thou Btrik'st the jroung hero — a glorioiu 

He falls ill the blaze of his fame ) 
Id the field of proud honour, our swordB m 

Our king and our country to Mve, 
While victory shines on Life's last eblmig 

0, who would not die with the brare ? 



SWEET AFTON 



I Miueum, as a 
" compliment " to the " small river Afton that 
Bowa into Nith, near New Camnook, which 
has some oharmiiw wild romantia soenery on 
ila banks," etc. It Mems certain, therefore, 
that the name Uary waa introdnoed tupluntia 
gratis, or at leaetthat Ihe heroine — if heroine 
there wtro — was another than Mary Camp- 
hell. Also, the song was deariy ang^eeted by 
one of David Oamok's, to the Avon, whiah 
Bums saw in A Stltd CnUection of En^iA 
Songi (London, 1763). 



Flow gently, sweet Afton, amoog thy 

greeu braes I 
Flow gently, I *11 sing thea a song in thy 

pmise I 
My Mary's asleep by thy mnramring 



Tbon stock dove whose echo resounds thro' 

the ^len, 
Ye wild whistling blackbirds in yon thorny 



Thou green-crested lapwing, tby screanvug 

forbear — 
I charge yoa, disturb not my slambering 



How loftv, sweet Afton, thy neighboaring 

Far mark'd with the courses of clear, wind- 
ing rills I 
There daily I wander, as noon rises bigb, 
My flocks and my Mary's sweet oot in my 



How pleasant thy banks and green vallies 

below. 
Where wild in the woodlands tbe primroees 

blow 
There oft, as mild Ev'ning weeps over tbe 

lea, 
The Bweet-eceoted birk shades my Mary 



Thy crystal stream, Afton, how lovely it 

glides, 
And winds by tbe cot where my Mary 

How wanton thy waters her snowy feet 



Flow gently, sweet Afton, among thy green 

Flow gently, sweet river, tbe tbeme of my 

lays I 
My Mary 's asleep by thy mnrmnring 

stKam — 
Flow gently, sweet Afton, disturb not bei 



BONIE BELL 



The smiling Spring comes in rejoicing. 
And surly Winter grimly flies. 

Now ciTstiiJ clear are the falling wateia, 
And bonie blue are tbe sunny skiea. 
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Fresh o'er the mountaioB breaks forth the 
morning, 

The ev'ning gilds the ocean's swell: 
All creatures joy in the sun's returning, 

And I rejoice in my bonie BelL 

II 

The flowery Spring leads sunny summer, 

The yellow Autumn presses near; 
Then in his turn comes gloomy Winter, 

Till smiling Spring again appear. 
Thus seasons dancing, life advancing, 

Old Time and Nature their changes tell; 
But never raneing, still unchanging, 

I adore my borne Bell. 



HEY, CA' THRO» 



CHORUS 



THE GALLANT WEAVER 

Supposed by some to refer to Arroonr^s visit 
to Paisley in the sprinfr of 1786, [after the 

Snarrel, and to an unaathenticated story of a 
irtation with a weaver named Wilson. The 
song To the Weaver's Gin Ye Go {ante, p. 202) 
is tSao referred to the same episode, but with 
little ground.] The Cart flows past Paisley. 
A song, The Lass of Cartside, which we have 
found in an old riumf ries chap, may or may 
not have suggested this one to Bums : — 

** Where Cart Rentlv glides tbro* the vile, 
And nature, in beautv arrayed, 
Perftunee the tweet whispering gale, 
That wantons in every grefen shade," etc 

[As published in Thomson (voL L), the song 
18 of a gallant sailor.] 



Where Cart rins rowin to the sea 
By monie a flower and spreading tree. 
There lives a lad, the lad for me — 

He is a gallant weaver! 
O, I had wooers aught or nine. 
They gied me rings and ribbons fine, 
And I was fear'd my heart wad tine. 

And I gied it to the weaver. 

II 

My daddie sign'd my tocher-band 
To gie the lad that has the land; 
But to my heart 1 11 add my hand. 

And give it to the weaver. 
While birds rejoice in leafy bowers, 
While bees delight in opening flowers. 
While com grows green in summer showers, 

I love my gallant weaver. 



Hey, ca' thro', ca' thro'. 
For we hae mickle ado I 
Hey, ca' thro', ca' thro'. 
For we hae mickle ado I 



Up wi' the carls of Dysart 
And the lads o' Buckhayen, 

And the kimmers o' Largo 
And the lasses o' Leven I 

II 

We hae tales to tell, 

And we hae sangs to sing; 
We hae pennies to spend, 

And we hae pints to bring. 

Ill 

We 11 live a' our days. 

And them that comes behin'. 

Let them do the like, 

And spend the gear they win 1 

CHORUS 

Hey, ca' thro', ca' thro'. 
For we hae mickle ado I 
Hey, ca' thro', ca' thro'. 
For we hae mickle ado I 



O, CAN YE LABOUR LEA 

The first stanza and the chorus are well-nigh 
word for word from the Merry Muses set, 
which, however, may have been retouched hj 
Bums. The rest appears to be his own ; though 
in one of his letters he describes his stanza liL 
as a favourite song ** o* his mither*s.*' 

CHORUS 

O, can ye labour lea, young man, 

O, can ye labour lea ? 
Grae back the gate ye came again — 

Te 'se never scorn me I 



I fee'd a man at Martinmas 
Wi* airle-pennies three; 

But a' the faut I had to him 
He cauldna labour lea. 



THE DEIL 'S AWA WI' TH' EXCISEMAN 
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II 



O, clappin *b guid in Febarwar, 
An' kissin's sweet in May; 

But what si^ifies a joong man's loyey 
An 't diuna last for ay ? 



Ill 



O, kissin is the key o' love 
An' clappin is the lock; 

An' makin of 's the best thing 
That e'er a young thing got 1 



CHORUS 



O, can ye LihoMr lea, young man, 

O, can ye labour lea ? 
Gae back the gate ye came again 

Te 'se never scorn me I 



THE DEUK'S DANG O'ER MY 

DADDIE 



The bairns eat out wi' an unco shout: — 

" The deuk 's dang o'er my daddie, O ! " 
*'The fien-msrcare, quo' the feirrie auld 
wife, 

** He was but a paidlin body, O ! 
He paidles out, and he paidles in, 

An' he paidles late and early, O ! 
This seven lang years I hae lien by bis side, 

An' he is but a f usionless carlie, O I " 

II 

** O, hand your tongue, my feirrie auld wife, 

O, baud your tongue, now Nansie, O I 
I 've seen the day, and sae hae ye. 

Ye wad na been sae donsie, O. 
I 've seen the day ye butter'd my brose, 

And cuddl'd me late and early, O; 
But downa-do 's come o'er me now, 

And och, I find it sairly, O 1 " 



SHE'S FAIR AND FAUSE 

The general allusion is to the girl who jilted 
Alexander Canningham (see ante, p. 96, Pre- 
fatory Note to Sona : Anna, Thy Charms ; and 
p. 140, Prefatory Note to To Alexander Cun- 
mingham). 



She 's fair and fause that causes my smart; 

I lo'ed her meikle and lane; 
She's broken her vow, she s broken my 
heart; 

And I may e'en gae hang. 
A ooof cam m wi' routh o' gear. 
And I hae tint my dearest dear; 
But Woman is but warld's gear, 

Sae let the bonie lass gang ! 

II 

Whae'er ye be that Woman love, 

To this be never blind: 
Nae ferlie 't is, tho' fickle she proye, 

A woman has 't by kind. 
O Woman lovely. Woman fair. 
An angel form 's faun to thy share, 
'Twad been o'er meikle to gien thee 
mair ! . . . 

I mean an angel mind. 



THE DEIL'S AWA WI' TH' EX. 

CISEMAN 

CHORUS 

The Deil 's awa, the Deil 's awa. 
The Deil 's awa wi' th' Exciseman 1 

He *s danc'd awa, he 's danc'd awa, 
He 's danc'd awa wi' th' Exciseman 1 



The Deil cam fiddlin thro' the town, 
And danc'd awa wi' th' Exciseman, 

And ilka wife cries: — <' Auld Mahoun, 
I wish you luck o' the prize, man 1 

II 

" We 11 mak our maut, and we 11 brew our 
drink, 
We 11 laugh, sing, and rejoice, man, 
And monie braw thanks to the meikle 
black Deil, 
That danc'd awa wi' th' Exciseman." 

m 

There 's threesome reels, there 's foursome 
reels. 

There 's hornpipes and strathspeys, man. 
But the ae best dance e'er cam to the laud 

Was The DtU'i Awa wC th* Exciseman. 
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CHORUS 



The Deil 's awa, the Deil 's awa. 
The Deil 's awa wi' th' Exciseman 1 

Ue 's dane'd awa, he 's dane'd awa, 
He 's dane'd awa wi' th' Exciseman 1 



THE LOVELY LASS OF INVER- 
NESS 

I 

Tbe lovely lass of Inverness, 

Nae joy nor pleasure can she see; 

For e'en to mom she cries ** Alas I " 
And ay the sant tear hlin's her e'e: ^ 

II 

^Drumossie moor, Drumossie day — 

A waefu' day it was to me ! 
For there I lost my father dear. 

My father dear and brethren three. 

Ill 

^ Their winding-sheet the bluidy clay. 
Their graves are growin green to see, 

And by them lies the dearest lad 
That ever blest a woman's e'e. 

IV 

^ Now wae to thee, thou cruel lord, 

A bluidy man I trow thou be. 
For monie a heart thou hast made sair 

That ne'er did wrang to thine or thee 1 " 



A RED, RED ROSE 



O, MT Inve is like a red, red rose, 
That 's newly sprung in June. 

O, my luve is like the melodic. 
That 's sweetly play'd in tune. 

n 

As fair art thou, my bonie lass, 

So deep in luve am I, 
And I will luve thee still, my dear, 

Till a' the seas gang dry. 

Ill 

Till a' the seas gang dry, my dear, 
And the rocks melt wi' the snn 1 



And I will luve thee still, my deav. 
While the sands o' life shall run. 



IV 



And fare thee weel, my only luve. 
And fare thee weel a while ! 

And I will come again, my luve, 
Tho' it were ten thousand mile I 



AS I STOOD BY YON ROOFLESS 

TOWER 

The *' roofless tower'* was part of the ndna 
of Lindndeu Abbey, situate at the junction of 
the Cluden with the Nith. See ante, p. 108, Pre- 
fatory Note to Epitaph On Grixxd Grimme, 

CHORUS 

A lassie all alone was makine her moan. 
Lamenting our lads beyond the sea: — 
«In the bluidy wars they fa', and our 
honor 's gane an' a*. 
And broken-hearted we maun die." 



As I stood by yon roofless tower. 
Where the wa'flow'r scents the 



dewy 



air. 



Where the houlet mourns in her ivy bower, 
And tells the midnight moon her care: 



II 



The winds were laid, the air was still| 
The stars they shot along the sky, 

The tod was howling on the hill. 
And the distant-echoing glens reply. 



Ill 



The bum, adown its hazellv path, 
Was rushing by the ruin*d wa'. 

Hasting to join the sweeping Nith, 
Whase roarings seem'd to rise and fa*. 



IV 



The cauld blae North was streaming fortli 
Her lights, wi' hissing, eerie din : 

Athort the lift they start and shift. 
Like Fortune's favours, tint as win. 



Now, looking over firth and fauld. 
Her horn the pale-faced Cynthia rear'd. 



AULD LANG SYNE 
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When lo ! in form of minstrel auld 
A stern and stalwart ghaist appear'd. 



VI 



And frae his harp sic strains did flow, 
Might rous*d the slumbering Dead to 
hear, 

But O, it was a tale of woe 
As ever met a Briton's ear I 



VII 



He sang wi* joy his former day, 

He, weeping, wail'd his latter times: 

But what he said — it was nae play I — 
I winna ventur't in my rhymes. 



CHORUS 



A lassie all alone was making her moan 
Lamenting our lads beyond the sea: — 
*'Li the bhiidy wars they fa', and our 
honor 's gane an' a , 
And broken-hearted we maun die." 



O, AN YE WERE DEAD, GUID- 

MAN 

CHORUS 

Sing, round about the fire wi' a rung she 

ran, 
An' round about the fire wi' a rung she 

ran: — 
'' Your horns shall tie you to the staw, 
An' I shall bang your hide, guidman ! " 



O, AN ye were dead, guidman, 
A green turf on your head, ffuidman 1 
I wad bestow my widowhood 
Upon a rantiu Higblandman I 

II 

There 's sax e^gs in the pan, g^iidman, 
There 's sax egg^ in the pan, guidman. 
There 's ane to you, and twa to me. 
And three to our John Highlandman I 

III 

A sheep-head 's in the pot, guidman, 

A sheep-head 's in the pot, guidman ! 

The flesh to him, the broo to me. 

An' the horns become your brow, guidman I 



CHORUS 

Sing, round about the fire wi' a rung she 



ran. 



An' round about the fire wi' a rung she 
ran: — 
** Your horns shall tie you to the staw, 
An' I shall bang your hide, guidman I ** 



AULD LANG SYNE 

Sent to Mrs. Dunlop, 17th Deoember, 1788 : 
" Aprqposi is not the Scotch phrase Auld Lang- 
syne exceedingly expreasive ? There is an old 
song and tune which has often thrilled through 
my soul," etc. To Thomson he wrote : ** One 
song more and I have done — * Auld Lang 
Syne.* The air is but mediocre ; but ^Jie fol- 
lowing song — the old song of the olden times, 
and which has never been in print, nor even in 
manuscript, until I took it down from an old 
man's singing, is enough to recommend any 
air.** Thomson in Scottish Airs expressed the 
opinion that Bums thus wrote ** merely in a 
playful humour.** It may also be that the 
story was a device to make sure that he 
(Thomson) would accept a piece which the 
writer was far too modest to describe as his 
own improvement on the earlier sets, the one 
published in Watson (1711), the other credited 
to Allan Ramsay. But, after all, it is by no 
means impossible that he really got the geina 
of his set as he says he did. 



CHORUS 

For auld lang syne, my dear, 

For auld laug syne. 
We '11 tak a cup o' kindness yet 

For auld laug syne ! 

I 

Should auld acquaintance be forgot, 
And never brought to mind ? 

Should auld acquamtance be forgot. 
And auld lang syne ! 

II 

And surely ye 11 be your pint-stowp, 

And surely I '11 be mine. 
And we 11 tak a cup o* kindness yet 

For auld lang syne 1 

m 

We twa hae run about the braeSi 
And pou'd the gowans fine, 
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But we Ve wander'd monie a weary fit 
Sin' auld laug sjne. 



IV 



We twa hae paidPd in the bum 
Frae morning snn till dine, 

But seas between us braid hae roar'd 
Sin' auld lang syne. 



And there 's a hand, my trusty fiere, 

And gie 's a hand o' thine, 
And we 11 tak a right guid-willie waught 

For auld lang syne I 

CHORUS 

For auld lang syne, my dear, 

For auld lang syne, 
We 11 tak a oup o' kindness yet 

For auld lang syne ! 



LOUIS, WHAT RECK I BY THEE 

Probably made soon after his marriage, and 
certainly before the Revolation of 1796. 



Louis, what reck 1 by thee, 
Or Geordie on his ocean ? 

Dyvor beggar louns to me 1 
I rei&m m Jeanie's bosom. 



II 



Let her crown my love her law. 
And in her breast enthrone me, 

Kings and nations — swith awa 1 
^if randies, I disown ye. 



HAD I THE WYTE? 



Had I the wyte ? had I the wyte ? 

Had 1 the wyte ? she bade me ! 
She watch'd me by the hie-gate side, 

And up the loan she shaw'd me; 
And when I wadna venture in, 

A coward loon she ca'd me ! 
Had Kirk and State been in the gate, 

I 'd lighted when she bade me. 



II 

Sae craftilie she took me ben 

And bade me mak nae clatter: — 
'' For our ramguushoch, glum guidman 

Is o'er ayont the water." 
Whae'er shall say I wanted grace 

When I did kiss and dawte her. 
Let him be planted in my place, 

Syne say I was the fautor ! 

Ill 

Could I for shame, could I for shame* 

Could I for shame ref us'd her ? 
And wadna manhood been to blame 

Had I unkindly used her ? 
He claw'd her wi' the ripplin-kame, 

And blae and bluidy bruis'd her — 
When sic a husband was frae hame, 

What wife but wad excus'd her I 

IV 

I dighted ay her een sae blue. 

An' bum'd the cruel randy. 
And, weel I wat, her willin mou' 

Was sweet as sugarcandie. 
At gloamin-shot, it was, I wot, 

I lighted — on the Monday, 
But I cam thro' the Tvseday's dew 

To wanton Willie's brandy. 



COMIN THRO' THE RYE 

CHORUS 

O, Jenny 's a' weet, poor body, 

Jenny 's seldom dry: 
She draigl't a' her petticoatie, 

Comin thro' the rye I 

I 

CoMiN thro' the rye, poor body, 

Coroin thro' the rye. 
She draigl't a' her petticoatie, 

Comin thro' the rye I 

n 

Gin a body meet a body 

Comin thro' the rye, 
Gin a body kiss a body. 

Need a body cry ? 



CHARLIE HE 'S MY DARLING 



Gin B body meet A bodj 
ComiD thro' the glen, 

Gin a body kUs a bodj. 
Need tiie world ken 7 



O, Jennj 'b «' weet, poor hoAj, 

Jenny '■ seldom dry: 
She draigl't a' her petticoatie, 

Comin thro' the rye I 



YOUNG JAMIE 

Young Jamie, pride of a.' the plain, 
Sae ^lant aud sae gay a swain, 
Thr^ a' our laues he did rove. 
And reigu'd resistless King of Love- 



But DOW, wi' sighs and starting team, 
He strays amang the woods and breers; 
Or in the glens and rocky caves 
His sad complaining dowie raves: — 
tn 

" I, wha sae late did range and rove. 
And cUaag'd with every moon my love — 
I little thought the time was near, 
Repentance I should buy sae dear. 



" Tho slighted maids ray torment* tee, 
Aud laugh at a' the pangs I dree; 
While she, mv oroel, scornful Fair, 



OUT OVER THE FORTH 



Out over the Forth, I look to the north — 
fiut what is the north, and its Highlands 
tome? 

The south nor the east rie sase to my breast. 
The far foreign land or the wide rolling 



But I look to the west, when I gae to rest. 



For far in the west lives he I loe best. 
The roan that is dear to my babie and me. 



WANTONNESS FOR EVERMAIR 



WANTomxBs for e' 

Wantonness has been my re 
Yet for a' my dool and can 



I hae lo'ed the Blai^k, the Brown; 
I hae lo'ed the Fair, the GowdenI 

A' the colours in the tovm — 
I bae woo their wanton favour. 



CHARLIE HE 'S MY DARLING 



An' Charlie be 'a mj darling. 
My darling, tn; Mrling, 

Charlie he '■ my darling — 
The Young Chevalier ! 



"T WAS on a Monday morning 

Right early in the year. 
That Charlie came to our town — 

The Young Chevalier 1 
It 
As he wns walking np the street 

The city for to view, 
0, there he spied a bonie tass 

The window looking thro' I 



Sae lieht 's he jimpM np Uie stair, 

And tirl'd at the pin; 
And wha sae ready as herael' 

To let the laddie in 1 



He set bis Jenny on his knee. 
All in his Highland dress; 

For brawlie weel be kend the « 
To please a bonie lass. 
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It 's up yon heatheiy moantain 
And aowu yon scrof gy glen. 

We daurna |;ang a-muking 
For Charlie and his men I 



CHORUS 



An' Charlie he 's my darling, 
My darling, uiy darling, 

Charlie he 'a my darling — 
The Young Chevalier I 



THE LASS 0' ECCLEFECHAN 

Bums, in the'oourse of his *' duty as super- 
yiflor,*' was aocnstomed to ** visit this unforta- 
nate wicked little village," and slept in it on 
7th Febrnary, 1795 (B. B. to Thomson), about 
two months after the birth of Thomas Carlyle. 
It was long a favourite resort of such vaga- 
bonds as are pictured in The Jolly Beggars: 
which may — or may not — account in some 
measure for Carlyle's affection for that admir- 
able piece. Thus, in 77^ Trogger, a ballad in 
The Merry Muses, which may very well be from 
Bums, the hero and heroine, their business 
done, proceed to 

"Tak the gate. 
An* In by Ecclefechan, 
Where the brandy atoup we gart it clink. 
An' the atroog oeer ream the qoaich in.'* 



**Gat ye me, O, gat ye me, 

Crat ye me wi' naething ? 
Rock an* reel, an' spinning wheel, 

A mickle quarter basin: 
Bye attour, my gutcher has 

A heich house and a laich ane, 
A* forbye my bonie sel. 

The toes o* Eoclefeohan I " 

II 

** O, baud your tongue now, Lucky Lang, 

O, hand your tongue and jauner I 
I held the gate till you I met, 

Syne I began to wander: 
I tint my whistle and my sang, 

I tint my peace and pleasure; 
Butyonr green graff, now Lucky Lang, 

Wad airt me to my treasure." 



THE COOPER O' CUDDY 

CHORUS 

We '11 hide the cooper behint the door, 
Behiut the door, behint the door. 
We '11 hide the cooper behint the door, 
And coyer him nnder a mawn, O. 



The Cooper o* Cuddy came here awa, 
He ca'd the girrs out o'er us a'. 
An* our guidwife has gotten a ca'. 
That 'a angered the silly guidman, O. 

II 

He sought them out, he sought them in, 
Wi' « Deil hae her I " an' " DeU hae him ! " 
But the body he was sae doited and bliu'. 
He wist na where he was gaun, O- 

III 

They cooper'd at e'en, they cooper'd at 

morn, 
Till our guidman has gotten the scorn: 
On ilka brow she 's planted a bom, 

And swears that there they sail stan', O I 

CHORUS 

We 11 hide the cooper behint ihfi door, 
Behint the door, behint the door. 
We 11 hide the cooper behint the door, 
And cover him under a mawn, O. 



FOR THE SAKE O' SOMEBODY 



Mt heart is sair — I dare na tell — 

My heart is sair for Somebody: 
I could wake a winter night 
For the sake o' Somebody. 
O-hon ! for Somebody ! 
0-hey ! for Somebody ! 
I could range the world around 
For the sake o' Somebody. 

II 

Ye Powers that smile on virtuous love, 
O, sweetly smile on Somebody I 

Frae ilka danger keep him free. 
And send me safe my Somebody t 



SAE FLAXEN WERE HER RINGLETS 



ass 



0-hon I for Somebody ! 

0-hey f for Somebody I 

I wad do — what wad I not ? — 

For the sake o' Somebody I 



THE CARDIN O'T 

Soggested, perhaps, by Alexander Ross's : -^ 

^ There wm a wifle had a wee pickle tow. 
And abe wad gae try the apiimiag o't.'* 

CHORUS 

The cardin o't, the spinnin o't, 
The warpin o't, the winnin o't I 
When ilka ell cost me a groat, 
The tailor staw the lynin o't. 



I COFT a stane o' haslock woo, 
To mak a wab to Johnie o't, 

For Johnieismyonlyjo — 
I lo'e him best of onie yet ! 

n 

For tho' his looks be lyart gfray, 
And tho' his brow be held aboon, 

Yet I hae seen him on a day 
The pride of a' the parishen. 

CHORUS 

The cardin o't, the spinnin o't, 
The warpin o't, the winnin o't ! 
When ilka ell cost me a groat. 
The tailor staw the lynin o't. 



THERE'S THREE TRUE GUID 
FELLOWS 



Therr 's three true guid fellows. 
There 's three true guid fellows, 
There 's three true guid fellows, 
Down ayont yon glen I 

n 

It 's now the day is dawin. 
But or night do fa' in, 
Whase cock 's best at crawin, 
Willie, thou sail ken ! 



SAE FLAXEN WERE HER RING- 
LETS 

*' Do you know, ray dear sir, a blackguard 
Irish song called Oonagh^s Waterfall f , . . 
The air is charming, and I have often regretted 
the want of decent yerses to it. It is too much, 
at least for my humble, rustic muse, to expect 
that every effort of hers must have merit ; still 
I think that it is better to have mediocre ferses 
to a favourite air, thou none at all. On this 
principle I have all along proceeded in the 
8co*s Musical Museum; and, as that publica- 
tiou is at its last volume, I intend the follow- 
ing song, to the air above-mentioned, for that 
work.'* (R. B. to Thomson, September, 1794.) 

For Chloris, soepostj p. 2S9. 



Sae flaxen were her ringlets. 

Her eyebrows of a darker hue, 
Bewitchingly o'er^rching 

Twa laughing een o' bonie blue. 
Her smilin?, sae wyling, 

Wad make a wretch forget his woo • 
What pleasure, what treasure, 

Unto those rosy lips to grow I 
Such was my Chloris' bonie face. 

When first that bonie face I saw. 
And ay my Chloris' dearest charm -^ 

She says she lo'es me best of a' 1 

n 

Like harmony her motion. 

Her pretty ankle is a spy 
Betraying fair proportion 

Wad make a saint foreet the sky / 
Sae warminff, sae charming. 

Her faultless form and graeef n' air^ 
Ilk feature — auld Nature 

Declar'd that she could dae nae mair t 
Hers are the willing chains o' love 

By conquering beauty's sovereign lawy 
And ay my Chloris' dearest charm — 

She says she lo'es me best of a'. 

Ill 

Let others love the oity^ 

And gaudy show at snnny noon I 
Gie me the lonely valley. 

The dewy eve, and rising mooDy 
Fair beaming, and streaming 

Her silver light the boughs amang. 
While falling, recalling. 

The amorous thrush oonoludes his sang t 
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There, dearest Chloris, wilt thoa rove 
By wimpling burn aud leafy shaw, 

And hear my vows o' truth and love, 
And say thou lo'es me best of a' ? 



THE LASS THAT MADE THE 

BED 

" The Bonie Lans made the Bed to Me was 
eompofled on an amour of Charles IL when 
skuikuig in the North about Aberdeen, in the 
time of the Usurpation. He formed une petite 
affaire with a daug^hter of the House of Port 
jletham, who was the lass that made the bed 
to him." 



When Januar* wind was blawin cauld. 

As to the North I took my way, 
The mirksome night did me enfauld, 

I knew na where to lodge till day. 
By my guid luck a maid I met 

Just in the middle o' my care. 
And kmdly she did me invite 

To walk into a chamber fair. 

II 

I bow'd fu' low nnto this maid, 

And thank'd her for her courtesie; 
I bow'd f n' low nnto this maid, 

An* bade her mak a bed to me. 
She made the bed baith large and wide, 

Wi' twa white hands she spread it down, 
She put the cup to her rosy lips, 

And drank: — ''Young man, now 



ye soun*." 



Ill 



She snatch'd the candle in her hand, * 

And frae my chamber went wi' speed, 
But I call'd her quickly back again 

To lay some mair below my head: 
A cod she laid below my head. 

And served me with due respeck. 
And, to salute her wi' a kiss, 

I put my arms about her neck. 

IV 

^Haud aff your hands, young man," she 
said, 

" And dinna sae uncivil be; 
Gif ye hae onie luve for me, 

O9 wrang na my virginitie ! " 



Her hair was like the links o' gowd, 
Her teeth were like the ivone, 

Her cheeks like lilies dipt in wine, 
The lass that made the bed to me I 



Her bosom was the driven snaw, 

Twa drifted heaps sae fair to see; 
Her limbs the polish'd marble stane, 

The lass that made the bed to me I 
I kiss'd her o'er and o'er again. 

And ay she wist na what to say. 
I laid her 'tween me an' the wa' — 

The lassie thocht na lang till day« 

VI 

Upon the morrow, when we raise, 

I thank'd her for her courtesie, 
But av she blush'd, and ay she sigh'd, 

And said : — " Alas, ye * ve ruin'd me I ** 
I clasp'd her waist, and kiss'd her syne, 

While the tear stood twinklin in her e'e 
I said : — '* My lassie, dinna cry, 

For ye ay shall mak the bed to me.'* 

VII 

She took her mither's holland sheets, 

An' made them a' in sarks to me. 
Blythe and merry may she be. 

The lass that made the bed to me I 
The bonie lass made the bed to me, 

The braw lass made the bed to me 1 
I '11 ne'er forget till the day I die, 

The lass tluit made the bed to me. 



SAE FAR AWA 



O, BAD and heavy should I part 
But for her sake sae far awa. 

Unknowing what my way may thwart — 
My native land sae far awa. 

II 

Thou that of a' thinn Maker art. 
That formed this Fair sae far awa, 

Gie bod^ strength, then I '11 ne'er start 
At this my way sae far awa I 

III 

How true in love to pure desert I 
So mine in her sae far awa, 



O, WAT YE WHA 'S IN YON TOWN 



Nane other love, nana other dart 
I feel, bat ben ue far awa; 

But turei never tonohed a heart, 
Than hen, the Fair lae far awa. 



THE REEL O' STUMPIE 



Wap and rows, w»p and rowe, 
Wap and rowe the feetie o't; 

I thought I iras a maiden fair, 
TiU I heard the greetie o't I 



Ur daddie was a fiddler fine, 
Hy mionie she made mantie, 



I'LL AY CA' IN BY YON TOWN 

CHORUS 
1 11 ay ca' in by yon town 

And by yon guden green agun I 
I '11 ar oa' in by yon town 

And MB my Ixniie Jean again. 

I 
Tbebb '■ nana shall ken, there 's nane oan 
guess 
What bring* me back the gate again, 
But she, my fairest faithfu' Ibm, 
And atow'ulin* we sail meet again. 



She 11 wander by the aiken tree, 

When tryitin time draws near agidn; 

And when her loTely form I see, 
O haith I sbe '■ donbly dear again. 

CHORUS 
1 11 ay oa' in by yon town 

And by yon gMden green agun t 
1 11 ay oa' in by yon town 

And see my bonie Jean agun. 



Be^nB at Eoelefeehaii, whan Bona waa 
itorm-rtKyed, 7th February, 1796. "Do yon 
know ui >ir — I am nm you moat know it — 
We'U Gang If ae Mair te Yen Town. 1 think, 
in slowisk time, it would make ui eioellmt 
•ong. I am hifhly dsligbted with it ; and if 

fon ahanld think it worthy of your attention, 
h»Ta a fair domu iu my eye to whom I woold 
oooaaorate it ; try with thii doggrel nntil I ^tb 
yon a better." 

In the aet nnt to JohiMon, Jeanie — aitkar 
Jean Armonr oi Jean Loriraar — is the beroioe. 
In that sent to Thomaon, the name ii Lnoy ; 
and Bonis, enoIoainE a copy la Syma in an 
ondated letter, aiplauis ita biitory : " Do yon 
know thst amoDg macb that I admire In the 
oharaclen and manners of those great folka 
whom I hare now the banonr to call my ao- 
qoaintanoea — the Oswald family, for instanoe 
— there is nothing ohamia me more than Hr. 
(hwald's nnconcealable attachment to that 
inoomparable woman." The " inoomparabla 
womau " was Oswald's wife. Be was Richard 
(hwald of AnchenomiTe, nephew of the Hra. 
Oswald to whose memory EnrtB had devoted 
a saTogs Odt (anlr, p. 81). Lnay , daoKhtar of 
Wynne Johnston, £m{., of Hilton, aeoordi>w to 
Sharps, was at this time " well tamed of 
thirty, and ten years older than her hnsbaod; 
bnt still a ohanning craatni*." tiha died at 



n in Jannary, 1796. 



0, wat ye wha's in yon town 
Ye see tbe e'enin snn upon? 

The dearest maid 's in yon town 
That e'enin sun is shining on t 



Kow haply down yon gay gnen ifaaw 
Sbe wanders by yon sprMdin? tree. 

How blest ye flowers that ronnd ber bUirt 
Ye catch tbe glaoees o' her e'e. 



And welcome in the blotHning year I 
And doubly welcome be the Spring, 
The teaaon to my Je«nie dear I 



Tbe ann blinks blytbe in yon town, 
Among the brootny brae* sae grMO] 
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But my delight in yon town. 

And dearest pleasure, is my Jean. 



IV 



Without my Love, not a' the charmi 
O' Paradise could yield roe joy; 

But g^e me Jeanie in my arms. 
And welcome Lapland's dreary sky I 



Mycave wad be a lover's bower, 
Tho' raging Winter rent the air, 

And she a lovely little flower. 

That I wad tent and shelter there. 

VI 

O, sweet is she in yon town 

The sinkin snn 's gane down npon I 

A fairer than 's in yon town 
His setting beam ne'er shone npon. 

VII 

If angry Fate be sworn my foe, 
And suffering I am doom'd to bear, 

I 'd careless quit aught else below, 
But spare, O, spare me Jeanie dear I 

VIII 

For, while life 's dearest blood is warm, 
Ae thought frae her shall ne'er depart, 

And she, as fairest is her form. 
She has the truest, kindest heart. 

CHORUS 

O, wat ye wha's in yon town 
Ye see the e'enin sun upon ? 

The dearest maid 's in yon town 
That e'enin sun is shining on I 



WHEREFORE SIGHING ART 
THOU, PHILLIS? 



Wherefore sighing art thou, Phillis ? 

Has thy prime unheeded past ? 
Hast thou tound that beauty's lilies 

Were not made for ay to last ? 

II 

Know, thy form was once a treasure — 
Then it was thy hour of scorn ! 

Since thou then denied the pleasure. 
Now 't is fit that thou should'st mourn. 



O MAY, THY MORN 

Supposed to commemorate the parting with 
Clarinda, 6th December, 1791. 



O May, thy mom was ne'er sae sweet 
As the mirk night o' December ! 

For sparkling was the rosy wine, 
And private was the chamber, 

And dear was she I dare na name. 
But I will ay remember. 

II 

And here 's to them that, like oursel. 
Can push about the jorum I 

And here 's to them that wish us weel • 
May a' that 's guid watch o'er 'em ! 

And here 's to them we dare na tell. 
The dearest o' the quorum I 



AS I CAME O'ER THE CAIRNEY 

MOUNT 

CHORUS 

O, my bonie Highland lad I 

My winsome, weel-faur'd Highland 
laddie f 
Wha wad mind the wind and rain 

Sae weel row'd in his tartan plaidie 1 



As I came o'er the Caimey mount 

And down among the blooming heather, 

Kindly stood the milking-shiel 
To shelter frae the stormy weather. 

II 

Now PhoBbus blinkit on the bent. 
And o'er the knowes the lainbs were 
bleating; 

But he wan my heart's consent 
To be his ain at the neist meeting. 

CHORUS 

O, my bonie Highland lad ! 
My winsome, weel-faur'd ELighland 

laddie ! 
Wha wad mind the wind and rain 

Sae weel row'd in his tartan plaidie I 



LOVELY POLLY STEWART 



HIGHLAND LADDIE 



Xau, piibliBhed in A CoUtction of Logai Songi 
ill^) kdA The Trvt Loi/aiiit {aW). Th« re- 
frain i* old ; ituua i. ii Bnnu ; atinza ji. is 
■nbitanti&lly ituia L of tbs aldar Ht; vhila 
■tunia iii. ia compoaed of the Gnt halvM of 



The boniest lad that e'er I uw — 

Bonie laddie, Highland laddie I 

Wore a plaid and was fu' braw — 

Bouie Highland Uddie 1 
On bis head a bonnet blae — 

Bunie laddie, Highland laddie I 
His royal beart was firm and true — 
Bunie Highland laddie I 



"Trumpets aonnd and ci 

Bonie lassie, Lawland lassie I — 
Aud a' the hills wi' echoes roar, 

Bonie Lawland lassie I 
Glory, Honour, now invite — 

Bonie lassie, Lawland lassie I — 

For freedom Mid my King to fight, 

Bonie Lawland lassie t " 



"The sun a backward course shall take, 

Bonie laddie, Higbland Inddie t 

Ere aught thy mnnly courage shake, 

Bouie Highland biddie I 

Go, for yourael' procure renown, 

Bonie laddie. Highland laddie. 

And for your lawful King his crown, 

Bonie Highland laddie I " 



WILT THOU BE MY DEARIE? 

In a MB. sent to Maria Riddell, " Jeanie " is 
■Qbititutod for "Isasie." In view of the faet 
that Buma sent the sonf( to Captain Miller's 
journal, this change confirms the siatement 
that iVilt Thaa U itfy Dtorit was made in 
honour of Min Janet Miller of UalsvinloD. 



Wilt thou be my deuie ? 
When Sorrow wring* thy gentle heut. 



0, wilt thou let me cheer tbee ? 
By the treasure of my soul — 

'ITiat 's the love I bear thee — ■ 
I swear and vow that only thoa 

Shall ever be ray dearie I 
Only thoa, I awear and vow. 

Snail ever be my deaiie I 



Lassie, «ay thou lo'ee me. 
Or, if thou wilt na be my ain. 

Say DA thou It refuse me I 
If it winna, canna be. 

Thou for thine may choose mo, 
Let me, lassie, quickly die. 

Trusting that thou lo'es me 1 
Laasie, let me quickly die. 

Trusting that thou lo'es me t 



LOVELY POLLY STEWART 

Polly or Mary Stewart was daug^hter of 
William Stewart, faelor at CloHbnm. to whom 
Burns addreiaed To fVillian Sfncnrt (ante, p. 
14H), and also the lines, You 're Welfont, 
Wiiiie Slaeart (/mH. p. 311). She wi 
£nt to her eouun, lumiael Stewart 



il Stewart, and then 



fell in lore with a French j 
of »ar, whom she accompanied to his native 
SwitierUnd. She died in Italy at the age of 
seventy-two. The present sodr, together with 
You're Welcome, Willie Steioart, ia modelled 
on a Jacobite nnwber in Colkdion of Lojial 
Smgi <17«)). 



Welsh. 8 



O obarming Polly Stewwt, 
There 's ne'er a flower that blooma in 
May, 
That 's half so fair as thou art I 



The flower it blaws, it fades, it fa'l. 
And art can ne'er renew it; 

But Worth and Tnth eternal youth 
Will gie to Polly Stewart I 



IS a leal and true heut ' 
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To him be g^ven to ken the heaven 
He grasps in Polly Stewart I 



CHORUS 



O lovely Pollv Stewart, 
O charming Polly Stewart, 
There's ue*er a flower that blooms in 
May, 
That 's half so fair as thon art I 



THE HIGHLAND BALOU 

Stenhouse states that it is " a venifioation, 
by Bums, of a Gaelic nunery song, the literal 
import of which, as well as the air, were com- 
mnnicated to him by a Hicrhland lady." But 
there are hnmorous touches in it which the 
original (if there was an original) could not 
have shown. 



Hre balou, my sweet wee Donald, 
Picture o' the great Clanronald ! 
Brawlie kens our wanton Chief 
Wha gat my young Highland thief. 

II 

Leeze me on thy bonie craigie ! 
An thou live, thou 11 steal a naigie. 
Travel the country thro' and thro', 
And bring hame a Carlisle cow 1 

III 

Thro' the Lawlands, o'er the Border, 
Weel, my babie, may thou furder, 
Herry the loims o' the laigh Countrie, 
Syne to the Highlands hame to me 1 



BANNOCKS O' BEAR MEAL 

CHORUS 

Bannocks o' bear meal, 
Bannocks o' barley, 

Here 's to the Highlandman's 
Bannocks o' bitfley I 



Wha in a brulyie 

Will first cry «' a parley " ? 
Never the lads 

Wi' the bannocks o' barley I 



n 



Wha, in his wae days. 
Were loyal to Charlie? 

Wha but the lads 

Wi' the bannocks o' barley I 



CHORUS 



Bannocks o' bear meal. 

Bannocks o' barley. 
Here 's to the Highlandman'f 

Bannocks o' barley 1 



WAE IS MY HEART 



Wae is my heart, and the tear 's in my e'e; 
Lang, lang joy 's been a stranger to me: 
Forsaken and friendless my burden I bear. 
And the sweet voice o' pity ne'er sounds in 
my ear. 

n 

Love, thou hast pleasures — and deep hae 

I lov'd I 
Love, thon hast sorrows — and sair hae I 

prov'd I 
But this bmisM heart that now bleeds in 

my breast, 
I can feel by its throbbings, will soon be at 

rest. 

Ill 

O, if I were where happy I hae been, 
Down by yon stream and yon bonie castle 

green ! 
For there he is wand'ring and musing on 

me, 
Wha wad soon dry the tear frae his Phillia* 

e'e I 



HERE'S HIS HEALTH IN WATER 



Altho* my back be at the wa'^ 
And tho' he be t!2e fautor, 

Altho' my back be at the wa', 
Yet here 's his health in water 1 

O, wae gae by his wanton sides, 
Sae brawly 's he could flatter ^ 



THERE GROWS A BONIE BRIER-BUSH 



Till for hia oke I 'm alis'fatod uir 
Aod dree Uie kintm cutter I 

Bat, tho' mv back be at the wa'. 
Yet here a bis health in water I 



THE WINTER OF LIFE 

Bnma aent ■ eopj to ThommD, under the 
title irf I^ Old Man. The Mmg i* ineladed in 
Tboroaon (Vol. iii). 

DonbtlsH Bareeited by a toag with the 
Mtne title which we have found in Z^ GM- 
Jinck (EdinhiUKh, 1777) : — 



_!'!•( 



l«ftr BhaphaidB, jour gMrdHiL 
iTFloirait will dropwhen DMnnbcc dm 



But lately seen in g^Indmme gTeen, 

The woods rejoiced the daj ; 
Thro' eeiitle showen the laoghiug flowers 

In £iuble pride were gay; 
Bat now our joya are fled 

Od winter blaate awa, 
Yet maiden May in rich arra^r 

Again shall bring them a*. 



But my white pow — nse kindly thowe 

Shall melt the tnaws of Age I 
Hy tmnh of eiid, but buw and bield. 

Sinks in Time's wintry rage. 
O, Age has weary days 

And nights o' tleeplemi pain I 
TboB golden time o' y outhf a' prime, 

Why comes thou not again 7 



THE TAILOR 



The t«ilor he cam here to sew, 
And weel he kend the way to woo. 
For ay he pree'd the lassie's mon'. 
As he gaed but and ben, O. 
For weel he kcnd the way, O, 
The way, O, the way, O ! 
For weel he kend the wny, O, 
. The laasie's heart to win, 01 



The tailor nue and ahook his dnda^ 
The flaes they flew awa in eluds t 
And them that stay'd gat fearfu' thnda— 
The Tailor proved a man, O 1 
For now it was the gloamin, 
The gloamin, Uie gloamin I 
For now it was the gloamin. 
When a' the rest are gaun, O I 



There grows ■ bonie biier-bnah in ooi 

kiul-yard. 
There grows a bonie brier4)ush Id onr kail- 

And below the bonie brier-bosh then 's a 

lassie and a lad. 
And tbey 're busy, bu^ eonrting in ou 

kul-yard. 

n 
We II oonrt nae mair below the bnts in 

our kail-yard. 
We II court nae mair below the buss in 

our kul-yard: 
We 11 awa to Athole's green, and there 

we 11 no be seen. 
Where the trees and the branches will be 

our safeguard. 



Will ye go to the danciu in Carlyle's ha' ? 
Will ye go to the dancin in Carlyle's ha'. 
Where Sandy and Nancy I 'm sure will 

ding them a' ? 
I winna gang to the danoe in Carlyle-ha' I 



What will I do for 



L lad when Sandie 



What will I do for a Ud when Sandie 

gangs awa 1 
I will awa to Edinbnr^, and win a peanie 

fee. 
And see an onie lad will fanoy me. 



He 'a oomiu fiae the north that 's to marry 
He 'a comin frae the north that 's to manj 
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A feather in hU bonnet and a ribbon at his 

knee — 
He 'a a bonie, bonie laddie, an yon be he I 



HERE'S TO THY HEALTH 



Hkbe 's to thy health, my bonie lass ! 

Guid night and joj be wi' thee I 
I '11 come iiae mair to thy bower-door 

To tell thee that I lo'e thee. 
O, dinna think, my pretty pink, 

But I can live without thee: 
I vow and swear I dinua care 

How lang ye look about ye I 

II 

Thou 'rt ay sae free informing me 

Thou hast nae mind to marry, 
1 11 be as free informing thee 

Nae time hae I to tarry. 
I ken thy f reens try ilka means 

Frae wedlock to delay thee 
(Depending on some higher channe), 

But fortune may betray thee. 

in 

I ken they scorn my low estate. 

But that does never g^eve me, 
For I 'm as free as any he — 

Sma* siller will relieve me I 
1 11 count ray health my g^atest wealth 

Sae lang as I '11 enjoy it. 
I '11 fear nae scant, I '11 bode nae want 

As lang 's I get employment. 

IV 

But far off fowls hae feathers fair, 

And, ay until ve try them, 
Tho' they seem fair, still have a care — 

They may prove as bad as I am I 
Bnt at twel at night, when the moon shines 
bright, 

My dear, I '11 come and see thee. 
For the man that loves his mistress weel, 

Nae travel makes him weary. 



IT WAS A' FOR OUR RIGHTFU' 

KING 

fSngfipested by the chap-book ballad of 
Jdatlif Stewart, circa 1746, of which the first 
and last stanzas are as follows] : — 



** * TlM ooM Winter b past and gone, and now oofMS l« 

th«8p«itig, 
And I am one <n Um King*a lif e-goarda, and nnat fO 
fight for UMT King, 

Mydaar, 
I moat go fight for my King.' 

The trooper tnrnM himaelf about aO on the Iriah abore. 
He baa giren the bridal-ralna a abake, aaying * Adieu 
for eTermore, 

My dear, 
Adieu for eTermore.' " 

Bnms used the last as his own central, g^uping 
his others, which are laisely sngsfested by it, 
roond about it. He was tSwo greatly inflaenced 
by the first, which nndoabtedly helped him to 
his own beginning. For the rest, he took the 
situation and the charaoten, and touched his 
borrowings to issues as fine, perhaps, as the 
Romantic Lyric has to show. 



It was a' for our rightfu' king 
We left fair Scotland's strand; 

It was a' for our rigfatfn' king, 
We e'er saw Irish land, 
Mv dear — 
We e'er saw Irish land. 

II 

Now a' is done that men can, do, 

And a' is done in vain. 
My Love and Native Land fareweel. 

For I maun cross the main. 
My dear — 

For I maun cross the main. 

Ill 

He tnm'd him right and round aboat 

Upon the Irish shore. 
And gae his bridle reins a shake^ 

With adieu for evermore. 
My dear — 

And adieu for evermore I 

IV 

The soger frae the wars retumSi 

The sailor frae the main. 
But I hae parted frae my love 

Never to meet again, 
My dear — 

Never to meet again. 



When day is gane, and night is oome^ 
And a' folk bound to sleep, 

I think on him that 's far awa 
The lee-lane night, and weep, 

My dear — 
The lee-lang night and weep. 



MY PEGGY'S FACE, MY PEGGY'S FORM 



O, I Aic came to the low eonDttie — 

Ochon, ocbon, oobria I — 
Without A peniiT in my pone 

To buy K iiichI to me. 



It WHS na lae in tlie Hifcbland hilta - 

Uchoii, ocliuj, wbria 1 — 
Nae woman in the ooiintrf wide 

Sae hftppf was ai me. 



For then I had a »oore o' kye — . 

Ochon, ooboQ, ochrie I — 
Feeding on yon hill aae high 

And giving milk to me. 

IV 

And there I had three acore o' j 
Oehou, oohon, ochrie t — 

Skipping on joa bonie knowea 
And casting woo* to me. 

I WM the happiest of a' the clan 
Sair, eair may I repine I — 

For Donald wai tlie braweit mai 
And Donald he was mine. 



"nil Cburlie Stewart cam at last 

Sae far to set us free: 
Hy Donald's arm was wanted then 

For Scotland and for me. 



Their waefa' fate what need I tell ? 

Eight to the wrang did yield: 
Uy Donald and fais country fell 

Upon Cullodeu field. 



Ochon I O Donald, O ! 

Ocbon, ochon, ochrie I 
Nae woman in the warld wide 

Sm wretched now as me I 



THOU GLOOMY DECEMBER 



Akcb mair I hail tbee, thou gloomy D»- 
oember I 
Anoe mair I hail thee wi' sorrow and 

Sad was the parting thou makes me re- 
member: 
Farting wi' Nancy, O, ne'er to meet 



Fond lovers' parting ia sweet, painful pleft> 



Bnt the dire feeling, farewell for 



Wild as the winter now tearing the forest, 
TiU the last leaf o' the lummer u 

Such is the tempest has shaken my boeoro. 
Till my last hope and last comfort is 

Still as I bail tbee, thou gloomy Decent 

Still Bfakll I hail thee wi' sorrow and 

For sad was the parting thou makes mfl 
remember: 
Parting wi' Nanoy, O, ne'er to meot 



Written in 1787, and wnt to JobiMoa with 
the following letter : " Dsar Hr. PabUiher, — 
I hops, aKmiiut my return, von will ba able to 
tell me from Hr. Clarke if thna wordt will 
■nit the tone. If they don't soit, I miut think 
on ume other air, as I have a Terj strov 
private reaaen for wishing them in the trcoi3 
volume. Don't focjrst to traneoribe tna the 
list ol th* Antiquarian Hndu. FaiewelL — 
R. BuMis." No reason was f[iven bj Johnson 
tor the delay in publishing ; bat It is probable 
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that Mifls Chalmers (see ante, p. 214, Prefatory 
Note to Wherey Braving Angrji Winter''M Stornu) 
objected. 



My Peggy's face, my Peggy's form 
The frost of hermit Age might warm. 
My Peggy's worth, my Peggy's mind 
Might charm the first of human kind. 

II 

I love my Peggy's angel air, 
Her face so truly heavenly fair, 
Her native grace so void of art; 
But I adore my Peggy's heart. 

III 

The lily's hue, the rose's dye, 
The kindling lustre of an eye — 
Who but owns their magic sway ? 
Who but knows they all decay ? 

IV 

The tender thrill, the pitying tear, 
The generous purpose nobly dear, 
The gentle look that rage aisarms — 
These are all immortal charms. 



O, STEER HER UP, AN' HAUD 
HER GAUN 

The first half stanza is Ramsay's, from i 
■et founded on an old, improper ditty. 



O, BTEER her up, an' baud her gaun — 

Her mither 's at the mill, jo, 
An' gin she winna tak a man. 

E'en let her tak her will, io. 
First shore her wi' a gentle kiss, 

And ca' anither gill, jo, 
An' gin she tak the thing amiss. 

E'en let her flyte her fill, jo. 

iz 

O, steer her up, an' be na blate. 

An' gin she tak it ill, jo. 
Then leave the lassie till her fate. 

And time nae langer spill, jo f 
Ne'er break your heart for ae rebute, 

But think upon it still, jo. 
That ffin the lassie winna do 't, 

Ye 11 fin' anither will, jo. 



WEE WILLIE GRAY 
A nursery ditty for the tune Wee Toium Fogg, 



Wee Willie Gray an' his leather wallet. 
Peel a willow-wand to be him boots and 

jacket 1 
The rose upon the brier will be him tronse 

and doublet — 
The rose upon the brier will be him trouse 

and doublet 1 

II 

Wee Willie Gray and his leather wallet. 

Twice a lily-flower will be him sark and 
gravat 1 

Feathers of a file wad feather up his bon- 
net — 

Feathers of a file wad feather up his bon- 
net I 



WE'RE A' NODDIN 

The present ditty is a medley of two old 
sonn with variations and amendments, John 
Anderson My Jo [not Bnms^s, but the sprightly 
old song that served as his model] — whien 
gives us stanzas iv. and v., the best things in 
tile Bums set, verbatim — and an unpublished 
fragment in the Herd MS. : — 

'* CaU like mOk, and Dogs like Broo, 
Lftdi like Uwaes and laaiee lada too ; 
Aad they *re a* nodding, nidding, nidding, nodding, 
They 're a' nodding at our houee at hame. 

** Kate site i' the neak supping hen broo, 
Deil take Kate if she does not know it too; 
And they *re a* nodding, nidding, nidding, nodding^ 
They 're a' nodding at our house at hame.*' 



CHORUS 

We *re a* noddin, 
Nid nid noddin, 
We *re a' noddin 
At our house at hame ! 



" GuiD e'en to you, kimmer. 
And how do ye do ? " 

** Hiccup I " quo* kimmer, 

<« The better that I 'm f oa t " 



O. GUID ALE COMES 



365 



K&te tits i' tfas iteok, 

Suppin hen-broo. 
Deil tak Kate 

An she be na noddin too t 



« Rair '■ a' wi' ;ou, kimmer 7 
And bow do jroii fare 7 " 

" A pint o' the beit o't. 
And twa pints mail' 1 " 



" How 's a' wi' yoii, kimmer 7 
And bow do ;e thrive 7 
How monie bairaa ha« ya?" 
Quo' kimmer, *' I bae five." 



* Are thej a' Johnie'a ? " 
" Eb I fltweel na: 
Twa o' them were gotten 
WbeD Jobnie was awa I " 



Cats like milk. 

And don like broo; 
Xddg like lasiieB wee), 

And laiges lads too. 



We 're a' Doddin, 
Nid aid noddin. 
We 're a' noddin. 
At our house at bams I 



0, AY MY WIFE SHE DANG ME 
[S*t to the tDM of Ms Wift She Dang JA.] 



0, nj mj wife she dang me, 
Ad' aft mj wife she bang'd me I 
If ye gie a woman a' her will, 
Guid faith ! she '11 aoon o'ergaog ye. 



Ok peace an' rest my mind 1 
And, fonl I was I I marric 

But never honest niau's intet 
Sae onnedly miscarned. 



I 'm sure o' bliss aboon, a 



O, ay my wife she dang me. 
An' aft my wife she bang'd me I 
If ^e eie a woman a' her will, 
Gmd njtb 1 she '11 soon o'ergang ya. 



SCROGGAM 



These was a wife womt'd in Cockpnn, 

Scroggam 1 
She hrew'd guid ale for gentlemen: 
Sing Auld Cowl, lay yon down by me — 
Scroggam, my dearie, ruffum I 



The guidwife'a docbter fell in a fever, 

Scroggam I 
The priest o' the parish fell in anither; 
Sing Auld Cowl, lay you down by me — 
Scroggam, my dearie, mSiim I 



They Uid the twa i' the bed tbegitber, 

Scroggam I 
That the heat o' the lane mi^t cool the 

tither: 
Sing Auld Cowl, lay jou down by nw — 
Scroggam, my dearie, raifum I 



O, GUID ALE COMES 



O, ^id ale oomes, and gnid ale goe^ 
Giiid ale gars me sell my boae. 



I HAD sax owMQ in a pleugh. 
And they drew a* weel enengb; 
I sell'd them a' jnst ane by ane-^ 
Guid ale keeps the heait aboon 1 
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Guid ale b&udi me bare and bos;, 
Gari me moop wi' the servant hiiiie, 
Stand i' tbe stool when I hae done — 
Guid ale keeps the heart aboon ! 



O, ^id ale comes, and ^id ale p>es, 
Guid ale gari me sell mj faoee, 
Sell mj hate, and pawn mv sboon — 
Guid ale keep* mji heart aWin I 



ROBIN SHURE IN HAIRST 

" I am still cntpriiig for Jahimin'i publica- 
tion. Hud tmaBg Dihfn. I Imvc bnulied nn the 
fDiln»i<igr old ifavonrite nong a littU, with a 
(riew 1o jour wopahip, I have uiilv altered a 
word here and there ; bnl if jou like the ha- 
mour of it. we shnll think o( a slania or tva 
to add to it." <K. B. tu Robert Ainslie, Jaou- 



Robin slLiiro in haint, 
I shure wi' liim: 

Fient n heuk had I, 
Yet 1 stack hy him. 



I GARD up to Diinso 

To warn a wab o' plaidcn 
At his daddic's relt 

Wha met me but Bobin I 



Wiu. na Robin baiiW, 
Tin.' I was a cottar? 

Pbtv'd mc »ic n triek. 

An' me the Eller's duclitcr t 



Bobin promls'd me 

A' mv winter i-ittlc: 
Fient h'iet he had but three 

Guse feathers and a nhitlle t 



Rnhin nbnre in hairst, 
1 xbure wi' hint: 

Fient a heuk had I, 
Yet 1 stack bj bim. 



Does haughty Gaul iay 

Then let the loous beware. Sir I 
There 's wooden walls upon our se 

And volunteers on shore, Sir I 
The Nith shall run lo Corsincon. 

And CrlfTel sink in Solwaj', 
Ere we permit a foreign foe 

On British ground to rallj' I 



0, let us not, like snarling tykeS, 

lu wrnngliug be divided. 
Till, alnp 1 eume in an nnco loon, 

Ami wi' a nm); dei-ide it 1 
Be BHtnin still to Uritnin true. 

Aiming ouraels iiuiled I 
For never but bj British bands 

Maun British wrangs be righted t 



Tlie keltle o' the Kirk and Stat«, 

Perhaps a doiit ma^ fail in 't; 
Bot Deil a foreign tinkler loon 

Shall ever ca' a nnil in 't 1 
Our fathers' lilndc the kettle bongkt, 

And wba wnd dare tu sirail it. 
By Hcnv'nii 1 the saerilegiuui do^ 

glmll fuel be to boil it ! 



The wretch that would a tyrant own. 

And the wretch, bis trne-swom brother. 
Who would set tbe mob above Ihe tbroue. 

May they be dauin'd together ! 
Who will not sing God tare tkt King 

Shall hang as high 's the steeple; 
Bnt while we sing CJod time lie King, 

We '11 ne'er foiget the People I 



O, ONCE I LOV'D A BONIE LASS 



arm umplicity 
ipted with the 

but 1 a 



MY LORD A-HUNTING 



167 



Mried ui the prkiaB* 

S;. B.) In the AuiobiographKal Letter to Dr. 
viTi., he «Ut«> Uut the jrouiig girl wu hi* 
riier in " die labon of hureiit. " Amon^ 
other love-inipiring qoaliliaatuiiu," n be 
farther relates, " (he (uog *«hi1j \ ajxA 't «H 
her fsTourite reel to whioh I attempteil giTing 
KB embodied vehiale in rhjmg, I wb« oat w 
prMmnptive u to imngine thftt 1 voold nuke 
Teivaa like printed oegei, aomposfid by men who 
had Greek knit Latin ; but my ^\ van/, > ""V 
whioh va* laid to b« compoied by k eniBS 
eonntrj laird's ton, an one of hie father's 
nwids, with whom he va* in love ; aod I law 
DO reasou why I might aoc rhyme as well ■< hs, 
for except ahearing aheep and oaadog peaU, 
hia father liiing in the moor*, he had no mon 
■ohoLarcraft than I had." 

Hia oriticiam of the aong (in the FirH Com- 
nun Piact Boot) ia inCereating eooagh to re- 
print in full : " The lirat dUJoh of the GrM 
ttania ia quite too much in the flimay strain of 
oar ordinary street ballads : aod on the other 
hand, the second distich is too much in the other 
•itreme. The eTprsMuon is a littlj awkward, 
and the sentimanc too Mriaui, Stasia the 
■•oond I am well pleased with, aod I think it 
conveys a iine ideii of that amiable part of the 
Sai — the afcreeables; or what in onr Sootoh 
dialect we call a sweet sonsy Lass. The third 
•taou has a little of the Himsy turn in it ; and 
the third line has rather too s«rioas a casL 
The fourth stanta is a very indifferent one ; 
the fint line is. lodeed, all in the strain of the 
■eoood ■toDcA, but the rest is mostly an eiple- 
tive. The thougbU in the fifth stanu Dome 
fioaly up to my favourite idea, a sweet sonsy 
Lass; the last line, however, halts a little. 
The same sentiments are kept ap with equal 
■pirit and tend^'mess in the sixth stanza, but 
tba second and fourth lines ending with short 
syllables hurts the whole. Tlie seventh stania 
has aeveral minute faults; but I remember I 
composed it in s wild enthusiasm of passion, 
and to this hour I never reoollect it. bat my 
heart melts, niul inj blood sallies at the re- 



0, OXCK I lov'd A bonie lau. 
Ay, and I luve her still I 

And whilst that virtue war ma m 
I '11 love my handsome Nell. 

Ai bonie laawa I hae m«b, 



A boiue htaa, I will confeot. 

Is pleasMit to the e'e; 
Bat without some better qnalitiM 

She 'h no a lau for me. 



And fair withoat 



I flaw. 



She dreates ay Me clenti and neat, 

Both decent and genteel; 
And then there 's something in her gftit 

Uan onie dress louk weel 



A Randy dress and gentle air 
May slightly touch the heart; 

But it's iiiiiocence and luodeaty 
That polishes tlie dart. 



Tis this in Nelly pleases me, 
Tis this enchants my soul; 

For absolutely in tny breast 
She reigus without coutroul. 



MY LORD A-HUNTlNG 



My lady's gown, there 's gairs upon 't. 
And Kowden flowers sac mre upon 't; 
But Jenny's jimps and jirkinet, 
My lord thinks uieikle loair upon 't 1 



By Colin's cottage lies his g*me, 
If Colin's Jenny be at hame. 



My Udy 's white, mv bidv 'f T«d, 
And kith and kin o'CassIUis' blude; 
Bill ber ten-piind land* o' toctier guid 
Were ».' tba ebarms bis lordship lo'ed. 
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ni 



Out o'er yon naoir, out o'er yon moss, 
Whare gor-cocks thro' the heather pass, 
There wons auld Colin'i bonie lass, 
A lily in a wilderness. 



IV 



Sae sweetly move her genty limbs, 
Like music notes o' lovers' hymns I 
The diamond-dew in her een sae blue, 
Where laughing love sae wanton swims ! 



My lady 's dink, my lady 's drest, 
The flower and fancy o' the west; 
But the lassie that a man lo'es best, 
O, that 's the lass to mak him blest ! 

CHORUS 

My lady 's gown, there 's gftirs upon 't. 
And eowden flowers sae rare upon 't; 
But tienuy's jimps and jirkinet. 
My lord thinks meikle mair upon 't I 



SWEETEST MAY 

An Imitation, open and unabashed, of Ram- 
say's My Sweetett May, Ld Love Incline Thee, 



Sweetest May, let Love inspire thee ! 
Take a heart which he designs thee: 
As thy constant slave reg^ard it. 
For its faith and truth reward it. 

II 

Proof o' shot to birth or money, 
Not the wealthy but the bonie. 
Not the high-bom but noble-minded. 
In love's Buken band can bind it. 



MEG O' THE MILL 



0, KEN ye what Meg o' the Mill has got- 
ten? 

An' ken ye what Meg o' the Mill has got- 
ten? 



A braw new naig wi' the tail o' a rottan, 
And that 's what Meg o' the Mill has got- 
ten I 

II 

O, ken ye what Meg o' the Mill lo*et 

dearly? 
An' ken ye what Meg o' the Mill lo'es 

dearly ? 
A dram o' guid strunt in a morning early. 
And that 's what Meg o' the Mill lo'ea 

dearly ! 

Ill 

O, ken ye how Meg o' the Mill was mar- 
ned? 

An' ken ye how Meg o' the Mill was mar- 
ried ? 

The priest he was oxter'd, the dark he was 
carried. 

And that 's how Meg o' the Mill was mar- 
ried 1 

IV 

O, ken ye how Meg o' the Mill was 

bedded? 
An' ken ye how Meg o' the Mill was 

bedded? 
The groom gat sae f u' he fell awald beside 

it. 
And that's how Meg o' the Mill was 

bedded 1 



TOCKIE'S TA'EN THE PARTING 

KISS 



JOCKIE 's ta'en the parting kiss, 
O'er the mountains he is gane, 

And with him is a' my bliss — 
Nought but griefs with me re 

II 

Spare my Inve, ye winds that blaw^ 
Plashy sleets and beating rain I 

Spare my luve, thou feathenr snaw. 
Drifting o'er the frozen plain 1 

III 

When the shades of evening creep 
O'er the day's fair gladsome e^, 

Sound and safely may he sleep, 
Sweetly blythe his waukening be I 



THERE 'S NEWS, LASSES, NEWS 



Ha will think on her be lovM, 
Pondlj' he U repekt her name; 

For wbere'er be dutant fotm, 
Joofcie'* heui ia •till at hama. 



O, U^ thy loo! in mine, Uu, 
la mine, lass, in miiis, lui. 



A eLAVR to Love'a nnbounded sway. 
He aft haa wrongbt me meikle me; 
But now he ia my deadi; fae, 
Unless thou be mj aiu. 



There '» monie a lass hiu broke my rest, 
That for a blink I hae lu'ed best; 
But thou art queen within my breut. 



O, U;r thy loof in mioe, lass, 
In mine, laas, in mine, lass, 
And swear on thy white hand, b 
That thou wilt be my ain ] 



CAULD IS THE E'ENIN BLAST 



Cauld is the e'enin blast 
O' Boreas o'er the pool 

An' dawin.it is dreary, 

When birks are bare at Tnle, 



0, canld bbtvR the eVnin blast. 
When bitter bites the frost, 

And in the mirk and dreary drift 
The hilU and glens are lost I 



Ne'er eae mnrky blew the nigjit 
That drifted o'er the bill, 

But bonie Feg^-a-Bamsay 
Gat grist to her milL 



THERE WAS A BONIE LASS 
A oento of old oatoh words. 



Tkxrk was a bonie lass, and a bonie, boni* 

And she loed her bonie laddie dear. 
Till War's load alarms tore her laddie frae 
her arms 
Wi' monie a sig^ and a tear. 



Over eea, over shore, where the e 
loudly roar. 
He still was a stranger to fear. 
And nocbt could him quail, or his boaom 

But the bonie lass be loed sae dear. 



THERE'S NEWS, LASSES, NEWS 



The wean wants a cradle. 
And the cradle wants a cod, 

An' I 'II no gang to my bed 
Until I get a nod. 



Tiir.BB 's nem, lasses, news, 
Gnid news I 're to tell I 

There's a boatfu'o' lads 
Come to onr town to sell I 



" Father," quo' she, " Mither," quo' s 
" Do what you e»n: 
I '11 no gang to my bed 
Until I get a maul" 



I hae as gnid a craft rig 
Aa made o' yird and staae; 
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And waly fa* the ley-crap 
For I maun till'd again. 



CHORUS 



The wean wants a cradle, 
And the cradle wants a cod. 

An' I '11 no gang to my bed 
Until I get a nod. 



O, THAT I HAD NE'ER BEEN 
MARRIED 

CHORUS 

Anoe crowdie, twice crowdie, 
Three times orowdie in a day ! 

Gin ye crowdie onie mair, 

Ye '11 crowdie a' my meal away. 



O, THAT I had ne'er been married, 
I wad never had nae care t 

Now I 've gotten wife an' bairns, 
An' they cry *' Crowdie " evermair. 

II 

Waefu' Want and Hunger fley me, 
Glowrin by the hallan en'; 

Sair I fecht them at the door. 
But ay I 'm eerie they come ben. 

CHORUS 

Ance orowdie, twice crowdie. 
Three times crowdie in a day I 

Gin ye crowdie onie mair, 
Ye '11 crowdie a' my meal away. 



MALLY 'S MEEK, MALLY 'S SWEET 

CHORUS 

Mally 's meek, Mally 's sweet, 
Mally 's modest and discreet, 
Mally 's rare, Mally 's fair, 
Mally 's ev'ry way complete. 



As I was walking up the street, 
A barefit maid I ohanc'd to meet; 

But O, the road was very hard 
For that fair maiden's tender feet ! 



II 



It were mair meet that those fine feet 
Were weel laced up in silken shoon I 

An' 't were more fit that she should sit 
Within yon chariot gilt aboon ! 



Ill 



Her yellow hair, beyond compare. 
Comes tumbling down her swan-white 
neck. 

And her twa eyes, like stars in skies, 
Would keep a sinking ship frae wreck I 



CHORUS 



Mally 's meek, Mally 's sweet, 
Mally 's modest and discreet, 
Mally 's rare, Mally 's fair, 
Mally 's ev'ry way complete. 



WANDERING WILLIE 



Here awa, there awa, wandering Willie, 
Here awa, there awa, baud awa hanie I 

Come to my bosom, my ae only dearie. 
And tell me thou bring'st me my Willie 
the same. 

II 

Loud tho' the Winter blew cauld at our 
parting, 
'Twas na the blast brought the tear iu 
my e'e: 
Welcome now Simmer, and welcome m} 
Willie, 
The Simmer to Nature, my Willie to me ! 

Ill 

Rest, ye wild storms iu the cave o' your 
slumbers — 
How your wild howling a lover alarms I 
Wauken, ye breezes, row gently, ye billows. 
And waft my dear laddie auce mair to 
my arms. 

IV 

But O, if he 's faithless, and minds na hit 
Nannie, 
Flow still between ns, thou wide-roaring 
main ! 
Mav I never see it, may I never trow it. 
But, dying, believe that my Willie 's mj 
ainl 



OPEN THE DOOR TO ME, O 



BRAW LADS O' GALLA WATER 



Braw, braw lads od Yarrow braei, 

Tbej rove amang the blooming heather; 

But Yarrow brae* nor Ettrick shaws 
Can niflUh the lads o' Galla Wat«r. 



Bat tbcre is ane, a secret ane, 
AbooD them a' I loe him better; 

And I'll be bis, and he'll be mine, 
The bouie lad o' GalU Water. 



Altbo' his daddie was aae laird, 
Aud tlio' I has nae meikle tocher, 

Yel, rich in kindest, truest love, 
We'll tent our flocks b; Cialk Water. 



AULD ROB MORRIS 



Thske 's Anid Rub Horn* that wons b 



Biild n 
He has gowd i 

And ae bonie lassie, his dautle and n 



1 bis ooffera, he baa o 



She 's frcsb aa the morning the fairest in 

She's sweet ns the ev'ning amang the new 

As blylhe and as artless as the lamba on 

the lea. 
And dear to m; heart as the light to mj e'e. 



But O, she 'a an heiress, aald Robin 'a a 

lurd, 
And mj daddie baa nocht bnt a cot-boiue 

andfardl 



A wooer like me maunna hope to eome 

speed: 
The wounds I must hide that will soon be 

my dead. 



The da; coi 
The night c 



to me, bnt delight bring! 
I to me, but mj rest it is 
night-troabled 



I wander mj lane like 

ghaist. 
And I sigh as mj heart it wad burst 

breast. 



O, bad she but been of a lower degree, 

I then might hae hop'd she wad smil'd 

0, how past descriving had then been mf 

bW, 
As now mj distraction do words can »• 



OPEN THE DOOR TO ME, O 



O, OPEH the door some pit; to shew. 

If love it majr na be, O t 
Tho' thon bast been false, 1 11 ever [ 

O, open the door to me, O I 



CanId is the blast upon m; pale cheek, 
Bnt caulder tbj love for me, O t 

The frost, that freezes the life at mj heart, 
la noDght to mj pains frae thee, O 1 



The wan moon sets behind the white wave, 
And Time is setting with me, O : 

False friends, faUe love, farewell I fnrmair 
I'll ne'er troable them nor thee, O I 



She haa opeu'd the door, ahe has open'd it 



ir 



M on the plain, O, 
' My troe love I " she cried, and sank down 
by bis side — 
Never to rise again, O I 
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WHEN WILD WAR'S DEADLY 

BLAST 



When wild War's deadlj blast was blawn, 

Aud gentle Peace returning, 
Wi' nionie a sweet babe fatherless 

And roouie a widow mourning, 
I left the lines and tented field, 

Where lang I 'd been a lodger, 
My humble knapsack a' my wealth, 

A poor and honest sodger. 

n 

A leal, light heart was in ray breast, 

My hand unstain'd wi' plunder, 
And for fair Scotia, hame again, 

I cheery on did wander: 
I thought upon the banks o' Coil, 

I thouc^ht upon my Nancy, 
And ay I mind*t the witching smilo 

That caught my youthful fancy. 

Ill 

At length I reach'd the bonie glen, 

Where early life I sported. 
I pass'd the mill and trysting thorn. 

Where Nancy aft I courted. 
Wha spied I but my ain dear maid, 

Down by her mother's dwelling. 
And turn'd me round to hide the flood 

That in my ecu was swelling 1 

IV 

Wi' alter'd voice, quoth T : — " Sweet lass. 

Sweet as yon hawthorn's blossom, 
O, happy, happy may he be. 

That 's dearest to thy bosom ! 
My purse is light, I 've far to gang. 

And fain wad be thy lodger; 
I 've serv'd my king and country lang — 

Take pity on a sodger." 



Sae wistfully she gaz'd on me. 

And lovelier was than ever. 
Quo' she: — "A sodger ance I lo'ed, 

Forget him shall I never. 
Our humble cot, and hamely fare, 

Ye freely shall partake it; 
That gallant badge — the dear cockade — 

Ye re welcome for the sake o't 1 " 



VI 

She gaz'd, she redden'd like a roBe, 

Syne, pale like onie lily. 
She sank within my arms, and cried:-— 

" Art thou my ain dear Willie ?" 
" Bv Him who made yon sun and skj. 

By whom tme love 's regarded, 
I am the man ! And thus may still 

True lovers be rewarded 1 

vn 

** The wars are o'er and I 'm come hamfl^ 

And find thee still true-hearted. 
Tho' poor in gear, we 're rich in love. 

And mair, we 'se ne'er be parted." 
Quo' she: '* My g^ndsire left me gowd^ 

A roailen plenish'd fairlv ! 
And come, my faithfu' sodger lad. 

Thou 'rt welcome to it dearly ! " 

VIII 

For gold the merchant ploughs the main. 

The farmer ploughs the manor; 
But glory is the sodg^r's prize. 

The scidger's wealth is honour ! 
The brave poor sodger ne'er despise^ 

Nor count him as a stranger: 
Remember he 's his country^ stay 

In day aud hour of danger. 



DUNCAN GRAY 

Enclosed, together with Auld Rob Mom\ to 
Thomson 4th December, 1792 : " The foregoing 
I submit, my dear Sir, to your better judgment ; 
acquit them or condemn them as seemew good 
in thy sight. Duncan Gray is that kind of 
lighthorae g^op of an air which precludes 
sentiment. The ludicrous is its ruling feature." 



Duncan Gray cam here to woo 

(Ha, ha, the wooing o't I) 
On blythe Yule-Night when we were foa 

(Ha, ha, the woomg o't I). 
Maggie coost her head fu' high, 
Look'd asklent and unco skeigh, 
Grart poor Duncan stand abeigh — 

Ha, ha, the wooing o't ! 

II 

Duncan fleech'd, and Duncan pray'd 
(Ha, ha, the wooing o't I), 



LET NOT WOMEN E'ER COMPLAIN 



Mer wM deftf u Ailu onig 
(U>, ho, the wooing n't I). 
DuncMi sigfa'd baith ont ud in, 
Gnt hia een baith biMr't an' blin', 
Spak o' lowpin o'er % linn — 
Ua, ha, the wooing o't I 



Tine and Cbauee an bat a tidA 

(Ha, ha, the wooing o't !): 
Slighted love ia sair to bide 

(Ha, ha, the wooing o't I). 
"Shall I lihe a fool," qaotfa he^ 
" For a haughty faiixie die 7 
She nay gae to — Fraooe for me I" 
Ha, ha, the wooing o't I 



Soaietiune in her bosom wrings, 
For relief a sigh she brinn. 

Ha, ha, the wooing o' 



Duncan was a lad o' grace 

(Ha, ha, the wooing o't I), 
tiaggie'a was a piteona case 

(Ha, ba, the wooing o't I): 
Duncan could na be her death, 
Swelling pitj smoor'd hia wrath; 
Now they 're crouse and oauty (with — 

Ha, ha, the wooing o't I 



Deluded swain, the pleasure 

The fickle Fair can give thee 
Is but a faiiy treasure — 

Thy hopes will soon deoeive tbee; 
The Ullows on the ocean. 

The breeiei idly roaming. 
The cloud's uncertain motion. 

They are but types of Woman I 



O- art thou not ashamM 
To doat npon » f eatore ? 



If Han thou wonld'st be naaM, 
Despise the silly creature I 

Go, find an honest fellow, 
' Good claret set before thee, 

Hold on tilt thou art mellow, 
And then to bed in glory I 



HERE IS THE GLEN 

" I know yoD Talue "a oiinpasition beeanse it 
is mada bf one of tha great ouea u little u I 
do. HoweTer, I got an air, pretty enoogh, 
oompoaed b; Lmdv Elixabeth Hanm of Ueroo, 
wUoh she calls Tht Bantt of Cra. Cne is a 
beautif nl romantic stretun, and, as her ladjship 
is a partioular friend of mine, I bare written 
the f oUowini; song to it." ( R. B. to Thomson.) 

The tone did not pleue Thomson, who set 
the lenea to Tit Fiowen of EditUnrj^ That 
tkej made a loTe-aotig for Uaria Riddell, as 
•ome hold, is swce oondstent with Bnns's 
statement. Moreover, he must hsTe iateoded 
that Lady Elizabeth Heron sbootd see them. 



Herk is the glen, and here the bower 

All underneath the birchen shade, 
The Tillage-bell has toll'd the hour — 

O, what can stay my lovely mnid? 
T is not Maria's wbisperiog call — 

'T is but the balmy-breathing gale, 
Mixed with some warbler's dying CaU 

The dewy star of eve to luul I 
II 
It is Maria's voice I hear I — 

So calls the woodlark in the grora 
His little faithful mate to cbeer: 

At onoe 'tis musio and 'tis love I 
And art thou oome 7 And art thou tme ? 

O, welcome, dear, to love and me. 
And let us all our vows renew 

Along tbe flowery bwdu of Cree I 



AltemstiTe English words to the tnoe Am- 
ma Cray : " These English songpt grarsl me 
to death. T have not that eomnuuid of tha 
language that I have of my native ton^e. 
In faot, I think my ideas an more banvn io 
l^iah than in Soottish. I have been at Ihrn- 
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tan Graf to dro* it in Eoeliih, but all 1 cu 
Ao ia dsplorablj atupid." (K. B. to ThomMMi, 
IWh October. IIM.) Thei« ii nutliiiig to uld 
to this, gioDpt that the aong eiiiti (it that can 
b« wid to eziflt which ia ntiver Hang, never 
^notedf and if ever read, inmiediat«l; forgoC- 
Mb) aa pore Uaiaa. 

I 
Ln not wouien e'er complain 

Of incuuotaucy in luve I 
Let not women e'er cooipUin 

Fickle man ii apt to rove I 
Look abroad thro Nature'i range. 
Nature's mighty Inw is change: 
Ladies, would it not be atmnge 

Man should then a uiunster prove 7 
II 
Mark the winda, and mark the skies, 

Ucean's ebh and ocean's flow. 
Sun and uioou but set to rise. 

Bound and round the Beasona go, 
Wbj tbcD, ask of siliy d 



LORD GREGORY 

Written, at Thomaon'i reqnett, to the air of 
Tht Lau of LachryoH. 

Peter Pindsr (Dr. Wolcott) wrote E^eliih 
«eraea for Thom«on on the aatDe theme. Tliej 



Bia Grrgorg it beautifiU. I ham tried to gi< 
Jon a act of itaniaa in Seola on the aame Rnb- 
ject, whioh are at yonr lerriee. Not that I in- 
tend to enter the lista with Peter — that wonld 
be preanrnption indeed I Mj aong, thonph 
■nnch inferior io poetic merit, hoa. I think. 
Mora of the ballad ■implioit)' in it." (R. B. to 
ThunuoD. 2tith Jannar)-. 17Q3.) 



9, MIRK, mirk ia tbi» midnight hoor, 
And loud the tempest's roar t 

A waefu' wanderer seeks thy tower — 
Lord Gregory, ope thy door. 



At least aome pit; 
If love it may n 



Lord Gregory, tnind'st thou Dot the grove 

By bonie Irwine side. 
Where first I own'd that virgin love 

I laug, lang had denied 7 



How aften didst thou pledge and vow. 

Thou wad for ay be mine t 
And inv fond heart, ttsel' sae tme, 

It ne'er mistrusted thine. 



Hard is thy heart, Ix>rd Gregory, 

And fiinty is tliy breast: 
Thou bolt of Heaven that flashest by, 

0, vilt thou bring me rest I 



Te mastering thnnders from above. 

Your willing victim see. 
But spare and pardon my fause love 

His wrangs to Heaven and me I 



O POORTITH CAULD 

Gilbert Buma told Thomaca that Bnna'a 
heroine was " a Miaa Jane BUckatock, af tar- 
wanls tin. Whittier of Liverpool." Bat it 
was probably Jean Lorimcr <a«e tioM. p. 289, 
Prefatory Not* to Loui'r irC Iht Lint-vhite 
Locks), who wa* then ocmtemplatiDK the mai^ 
riaee of which ahe instaDlly repented. O Foar- 
lilh Could is held to refer to her rejeclinKa 
([auger for the man she married (aee ante, 
p. 2:il. Pn'fulory Note to Craigi^Kim Wood). 
It waa sent lo Thomson in January. 17113, 
for the tune of Ca\dd Kail in Aberdien; but 
Thomson ihong-ht the veneshad "toomnuh of 
uneaay. cold reflection for the air." To tfaia 
Buma : " The objections are jnat. but I cannot 
make it better. The itnff won't bear mend- 
ing l yet for private reaaona,! shoold like to aee 
it in print." With a new ehoma and other 
amendnienta. it waa set in the end to / Had d 
Jforae and I Had Nat Mair. 

CHORUS 
O, why should Fate sic pleaaare bavo. 

Life's dearest bauds untwining ? 
Or why sne sweet a flower ns lova 

Depend on Fortune's shining 7 



SAW YE BONIE LESLEY 
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O PooRTiTH oauld and restless Love, 
Ye wrack my peace betweeu ye ! 

Yet poortith a' I could forgiye. 
An 't were na for my Jeauie. 



n 



The warld's wealth when I think on. 
Its pride and a' the lave o*t — 

Myourse on silly coward man. 
That he should be the slave o't I 



III 



Her een sae bonie blue betray 
How she repays my passion; 

But prudence is her o'erword ay: 
She talks o' rank and fashion. 



IV 



O, wha can prudence think upon, 
And sic a lassie by him ? 

O, wha can pnidence think upon. 
And sae in love as I am ? 



How blest the wild-wood Indian's fate I 
He woos his artless dearie — 

The silly bogles, Wealth and State, 
Can never make him eerie. 

CHORUS 

O, why should Fate sic pleasure have. 
Life's dearest bands untwining ? 

Or why sae sweet a flower as love 
Depend on Fortune's shining ? 



O, STAY, SWEET WARBLING 
WOOD-LARK 



O, BTAT, sweet warbling wood-lark, stay, 
Nor quit for me the trembling spray 1 
A hapless lover courts thy lay, 

Thy soothing, fond complaining. 
Again, ag^iu that tender part, 
That I may catch thy melting art I 
For surely that wad touch her hearty 

Wha kills me wi' disdaining. 



II 

Say, was thy little mate unkind, 
And heard thee as the careless wind ? 
O, nocht but love and sorrow join'd 

Sic notes o' woe could wauken I 
Thou tells o' never-ending care, 
O' speechless grief and dark despair— 
For pity's sake, sweet bird, nae mair. 

Or my poor heart is broken ! 



SAW YE BONIE LESLEY 

'* Bonie Lesley*' was Miss Leslie Baillie, 
daughter of Mr. Baillie of Mayfield, Aynhire. 
She married, in June, 1799, Mr. Robert Gum- 
ming of Log^e, and died in July, 1848. ** The 
heart-struck awe, the distant humble approach, 
the delight we should have in gazing upon and 
listening to a messenffer of Heaven, appearing 
in all the unspotted pnrity of his celestiid 
home, among the coarse, pollnted, far inferior 
sons of men, to deliver to them tidings that 
make their hearts swim in joy, and their ima- 
ginations soar in tnmspcnt — such, so delighting 
and so pure were the emotions of ray soul on 
meeting the other day with Miss Lesley Baillie, 
your neighbour at Mayfleld. Mr. B., with his 
two daughters, accompanied with Mr. H. of G., 
passing through Dumfries a few days ago on 
their way to England, did me the honour of 
oallinfl^ on rae; on which I took my hone — 
though God knows I could ill spare the time 
— and accompanied them fourteen or fifteen 
miles, and dined and spent the day with them. 
*Twa8 about nine, I think, that 1 left them, 
and riding home I composed the following 
ballad, of which yon will probably think yon 
have a dear bargain, as it will cost yon ano^er 
rroat of postage. Yon must know that there 
IS an old ballad beginning with : — 

•My Bonle lisxie BaUUs, I 'U row« thee in mypUddie** 

so I parodied it as follows, which is literally 
the first copy 'unanointed, nnannealed,' as 
Hamlet says.^' (R. B. to Mrs. Dunlop, 22d 
AnguFt, 1792.) 

I 

O, SAW ye bonie Lesley, 

As she gaed o'er the Border ? 

She 's gane, like Alexander, 
To spread her conquests farther I 

II 

To see her is to love her. 
And love but her for ever; 
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For Nature made her what she is, 
And never made anither ! 



in 



Thou art a queen, fair Lesley — 
Thj subjects, we before thee t 

Thou art divine, fsir Lesley — 
The hearts o' men adore thee. 



IV 



The Deil he could na skaith thee, 
Or aught that wad belang thee: 

He 'd look into thj bonie face, 

And say : — "I canna wrang thee ! " 



The Powers aboon will tent thee, 
Misfortune sha'ua steer thee: 

Thou 'rt like themsel' sae lovely. 
That ill they '11 ne'er let near thee. 

VI 

Return again, fair Lesley, 

Return to Caledonie I 
That we may brag we hae a lass 

There 's nane again sae bonie. 



SWEET FA'S THE EVE 



Sweet fa's the eve on Craigiebum, 
And blythe awakes the morrow, 

But a' the pride o' Spring'^ return 
Can yield me nocht but sorrow. 

II 

I see the flowers and spreading trees, 

I hear the wild birds singing; 
But what a weary wight can please. 

And Care his bosom is wringing ? 

in 

Fain, fain would I my griefs impart, 

Yet dare na for your anger; 
But secret love will break my heart, 

If I conceal it langer. 

rv 

If thou refuse to pity me, 

If thou shalt love another. 
When yon green leaves fade frae the tree, 

Around my grave they '11 wither. 



YOUNG JESSIE 

" I send yon a song on a celebrated fashion- 
able toast in this country to suit Bonie Dundee/* 
(R B. to Thomsoo.) 

The lady was Miss Jessie Staig (daughter of 
Provost Staig of Dumfries), on whose recovery 
from a dangerous illness Bums afterwards 
wrote the epigram To Dr. Maxwell (see ante, 
p. 190). She married Major William Miller, 
son of Mr. Miller of Dalswinton, and died at 
twenty-six in the March of 1801. 



True hearted was he, the sad swain o' the 
Yarrow, 
And fair are the maids on the banks of 
the Ayr; 
But by the sweet side o' the Kith's wind- 
ing river 
Are lovers as faithful and maidens as 
fair: 
To equal young Jessie seek Scotia all over — 
To equal young Jessie you seek it in 
vain I 
Grace, beauty, and elegance fetter her lover. 
And maidenly modesty fixes the chain. 

II 

Fresh is the rose in the gay, dewy morn- 
ing, 
And sweet is the lily at evening close; 
But in the fair presence o' lovely young 
Jessie 
Unseen is the lily, unheeded the rose. 
Love sits in her smile, a wizard ensnaring; 
Enthron'd in her een he delivers his law; 
And still to her charms she alone is a 
stranger: 
Her modest demeanour 's the jewel of a'. 



ADOWN WINDING NITH 

*' Another favourite air of mine is T%e 
Muckin o* Geordte^s Byre, When sung slow, 
with expression, I have wished that it had 
better poetry : that I have endeavoured to sup- 
ply as follows. . . . Mr. Clarke begs yon to 
gfive Miss Phillis a comer in your Book, as she 
is a particular Flame of his. She is a Miss 
Phillis M'Mnrdo, sister to the * Bonie Jean ' 
which I sent you some time ago. They are 
both pupils of his." (R. B. to Thomson, Au- 
gust, 1793.) 



BLYTHE HAE I BEEN ON YON HILL 
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PhiUis M'Murdo married Norman Lockhart, 
afterwards third baronet of Camwath. Before 
this, Bums had sent Thomson another song 
on the same lady» FhUlit the Fair^ with which 
ha did not pretend to be satisfied, and which 
Thomson did not accept (see post, p. 313). 

CHORUS 

Awa wi' your belles and your beauties — 
They never wi' her can compare ! 

Whaever hae met wi* my Phillis 
Has met wi' the Queen o' the Fair ! 



Adown winding Nith I did wander 

To mark the sweet flowers as they spring. 

Adown winding Nith I did wander 
Of Phillis to muse and to sing. 

The Daisy amus*d my fond fancy, 

So artless, so simple, so wild : 
" Thou emblem," said I, " o' my Phillis " — 

For she is Simplicity's child. 

Ill 

The rose-bud 's the blush o' my charmer, 
Her sweet balmy lip when 't is prest. 

How fair and how pure is the lily ! 
But fairer and purer her breast. 

IV 

Ton knot of gay flowers in the arbour, 
They ne'er wi' my Phillis can vie: 

Her breath is the breath of the woodbine, 
Its dew-drop o' diamond her eye. 



Her voice is the son^ o' the morning, 
That wakes thra the green-spreading 
grove, 

When Pbebus peeps over the mountains 
On music, and pleasure, and love. 

VI 

But Beauty, how frail and bow fleeting ! 

The bloom of a fine summer's day I 
While Worth in the mind o' my Phillis 

Will flourish without a decay. 

CHORUS 

Awa wi' your belles and your beauties — 
They never wi' her can compare ! 

Whaever hae met wi' my Phillis 
Has met wi' the Queen o' the Fair ! 



A LASS Wr A TOCHER 

'* The other day I strung up a kind of rhap* 
Body to another Hibernian melody that I admire 
much.'' (R. B. to Thomson, February, 1797.) 
The ** Hibernian melody" was Balinamona 
Ora, 

CHORUS 

Then hey for a lass wi' a tocher, 
Then hey for a lass wi' a tocher. 
Then hey for a lass wi' a tocher. 
The nice yellow guineas for mo I 



Awa wi' your witchcraft o' Beauty's 

alarms, 
The slender bit beauty you grasp in your 

arms I 
O, gie me the lass that has acres o' charms I 
O, gie me the lass wi' the weel-stockit 

farms ! 

n 

Tour Beauty 's a flower in the morning 

that blows. 
And withers the faster the faster it grows ; 
But the rapturous charm o' the bonie green 

knowes, 
Hk spring they 're new deckit wi' bonie 

white yowes I 

ni 

And e'en when this Beauty your bosom has 

blest. 
The brightest o' Beauty may cloy when 

possess'd; 
But the sweet, yellow darlings wi' Geordie 

impress'd. 
The langer ye hae them, the mair they 're 

carest I 

CHORUS 

Then hey for a lass wi' a tocher. 
Then hey for a lass wi' a tocher. 
Then hey for a lass wi' a tocher. 
The nice yellow guineas for me I 



BLYTHE HAE I BEEN ON YON 

HILL 

Suggested by Fraser the oboist's interpre- 
tation of The Quaker's Wife: ''Mr. Fraser 
plays it slow, and with an expression that 
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quite charms me. I |^t sach an enthaaiMt in 
it that I made a loiig for it, which I here sab- 
join, and enclose Fraser's set of the tone. If 
thej hit your fancy they are at your senrioe ; 
if not, return me the tune, and I will put it in 
Johnson's Museum. I think the song is not in 
my worst manner." (R. B. to Thomson, June, 
179:^.) 

Later, in his remarks on Thomson's Litt^ 
he inserted Blifthe Hae I B^n on Yon H\U: 
^ which,'* he wrote, ** is one of the finest songs 
ever I inade in my life ; and is composed on a 
joni^ lady, poeitiyely the most beautiful lorely 
woman in the world. As I purpose giving you 
the name and designation of all my heroines 
to appear in some future edition of your work, 
perhaps half a century hence, you must cer- 
tainly include the boniest lass in the world in 
your collection/* For the ** boniest lass in the 
world.** see ante, p. 275, Prefatory Note to 
Saw Ye Borde LetUy. 



Blythe hae I been on yon hill 

As the lambs before me, 
Careless ilka thought, and free 

As the breeze flew o*er me. 
Now nae langer sport and play, 

Mirth or sang can please me: 
Lesley is sae fair and coy. 

Care and anguish seize mo. 

n 

Heavy, heavy is the task, 

Hopeless love declaring ! 
Trembling, I dow nocbt but glower, 

Sighing, dumb despairing I 
If she winna ease the thraws 

In my bosom swelling. 
Underneath the grass-green sod 

Soon maun be my dwelling. 



BY ALLAN STREAM 

'*! walked out yesterday evening with a 
volume of the Museum in my hand, when, 
turning up Allan Water (* What number shall 
my Muse repeat,* ete.), it appeared to me rather 
unworthy of «o fine an air; and recollecting it 
IB on your list, I sat and raved under the shade 
of an old thorn, till I wrote one to suit the 
measure. I may be wrong, but I think it is 
not in ray worst style.** (R B. to Thomson, 
August, 1793.) 



Bt Allan stream I chanc'd to icove, 

While Phebus sank beyond Benledi; 
The winds were whispering thro' the grove, 

The yellow com was waving ready; 
I listen*d to a lover's sang, 

An* thought on youthfu pleasures monie, 
And ay the wild-wood echoes rang: — 

'* O, my love Annie 's very bonie I 

II 

'< O, happy be the woodbine bower, 

Nae nightly bogle make it eerie ! 
Nor ever sorrow stain the hour, 

The place and time I met my dearie I 
Her head upon my throbbing breast, 

She, sinking, said : — ' I 'm thine for 
ever I ' 
While monie a kiss the seal imprest — 

The sacred vow we ne'er should sever." 

Ill 

The haunt o' Spring 's the primrose-brae. 

The Summer joys the flocks to follow. 
How cheery thro' her short'ning day 

Is Autumn in her weeds o' yellow f 
But can they melt the glowing heart. 

Or chain the soul in speechless plea- 
sure, 
Or thro' each nerve the rapture dart. 

Like meeting her, our bosom's treasure ? 



CANST THOU LEAVE ME 

Sent to Thomson, 20th November, 17^ 
** Well, 1 think this, to be done in two or 
three turns acroes my room, and with two or 
three pinches of Irish blackguai-d, is not far 
amiss. Ton see I am determined to have m 



3 



quantum of applause from somebody.'* (R. B 



CHORUS 

Canst thou leave me thus, my Katie f 
Canst thou leave me thus, my Katie I 

Well thou know'st my aching heart. 
And canst thou leave me thus for pity ? 

I 

Is this thy plighted, fond regard : 
Tlius cruelly to part, my Katie ? 

Is this thy faithful swain's reward : 
An aching broken heart, my Katie ? 



FAREWELL, THOU STREAM 



Fnrewell 1 And ne'er saefa sorrow* tear 
That 9cUe heart of thine, mj Katie t 

Tboa majr'Bt find those will love tbee deu', 
But not a love like mine, my Katie. 



Cannt tbon leave me thus, mj Katie I 
Cannt thou leave me thos, my Ka^, 

Well Ihoo know'st my aching heart, 
And canst tboa leave me thus for pity 7 



COME, LET ME TAKE THEE 

"That tane, Caiild Kail, 'a saah a faTonritc 
of jonnthati once roved out y«sUr flTtininjc for 
a KloaiDiD shot at the Mnseii ; when tha Miub 
tl^t presides o'er tho shorei of Nith, or rather 
my old iiupiriag dearest nTmph, Coila, whis- 
pered IHB the (ollowing. I have two retuoin for 
thinking that it wiu mj Burly, sweet Impirer 
thatwaa by m; elbow, ' smootb-gliding' wiUioat 
■tep.' and pouring the son;; on my g-lowing 
fancy. In the firat place, since I left Coila's 
native haunts, not a fraf^ent of a Poet has 
arisen to cheer her solitary iDoainga by catch- 
ing inspiration from her, so I more than sua- 
pect she has followed me hither, or at least 
' isit 1 secoadly, tha 



last St 



I of this 



words that Coila taaght me many yean ag;o, 
and which 1 set to an old Scots teel, in Johu- 
■on's MMtum," (R. B. to Thonison, Angnst, 
nm.) The eone refeixed to is Atid I 'a KUt 
Tlut Ytl <aiKe, p. 213). 



Come, let me take thee to my breaat. 

And pledge we ne'er shall simder, 
Aod I shall Bpurn as vilest dust 

The world's wealth and gmndenr I 
And do I hear my Jeanie own 

That equal transports move her? 
I ask for dearest life alone, 

That I may live to love her. 



Thus in my arms, wi' a' her charms, 
I clasp my eonntless treasnre, 

1 11 seek nae mair o' Heav'a to share 
Than HC a moment's plesanre 1 



I swear I 'm thine for ever. 

And on thy lips I seal my vow. 

And break it shall I never I 

CONTENTED Wl' LITTLE 



Contented wi' little and cantie wi' mtur. 
Whene'er I forgather wi' Sorrow and Care, 
them a skelp, as they 're creepin ahuig, 
' guid swats and an aald Soot- 



fe' 



I whyles claw the elbow o' troublesome 

Hioiigbt; 
But Man is a soger, and Life is a fanght. 
My mirth and gnid humour are coin in my 

pouch. 
And my Freedom 's my latrdsbip nae m(»' 

arch daur touch. 



A towmond o' trouble, should that be my 

fa', 
A night o' guid fellowship sowthers it a' : 
When at the blythe end o' our journey at 

last, 
Wha the Deil ever thinks o' the road he 

has past ? 



Blind Chance, let her snapper and stoyte 

on her way. 
Be 't to me, be 't five me, e'en let tbe jade 

Come Ease or come Travail, come Pleasure 
or Pain, 

My warst word is : — " Welcome, and wel- 
come again I " 



FAREWELL, THOU STREAM 
Tha seoond set of a soag which originall; 

And left Kmris'i dwBlllnc." 

The heroine was Maria Riddell, to whom 

Boma sent a oapy. To this he added this note 

(oBpnhlished ') : "On reading over the song, I 

< That Is, tolora tha CaBtcBu; EdJtUn. 
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it 18 but a cold, inanimated compositioii. 
It will be abaolniely moeflsary for me to get in 
love, else I shall never be able to make a line 
worth reading on the subject." In January, 
1794, occurred the estrangement from Mn. 
Riddell (see ante^ pp. 178, 179, Prefatory Note 
to Impromptu on Mrs. RidddVs Birthday) ; and 
in July, 1794, Bums informed Thomson Uiat he 
meant to set the verses he had sent him for 
The Last Time 1 Came O'er the Moor to N^ncy *s 
to the Greenwood Gane^ and that he had ** made 
an alteration in the beginning.'' 



Farewell, thou strenm that winding flows 
Around Eliza's dwelling ! 

Mem'ry, spare the cruel throes 
Within my boBom swelling: 

Condemned to drag a hopeless chain 

And yet in secret languish, 
To feel a Are in every vein 

Nor dare disclose my anguish f 

II 

Love's veriest wretch, unseen, unknown, 

I fain my griefs would cover: 
The bursting sigh, tb' unweeting groan 

Betray the hapless lover. 

1 know thou doom'st me to despair, 
Nor wilt, nor canst relieve me; 

But, O Eliza, hear one prayer — 
For pity's sake forgive me I 

III 

The music of thy voice I heard. 

Nor wist while it enslav'd me I 
I saw thine eyes, yet nothing fear'd, 

Till fears no more had sav'd me I 
Th' unwary sailor thus, aghast 

The wheeling torrent viewing, 
'Mid circling horrors sinks at last 

In overwhelming ruin. 



HAD I A CAVE 

" That crinkum-crankum tune, Robin Adair, 
has run so in my head, nnd I succeeded so ill 
in my last attempt [PhilHs the Fair, see 
post, p. 313], that 1 ventured in my morning's 
walk one essay more. You, my dear Sir, will 
remember an unfortunate part of our worthy 
friend Cunningham's st^)ry, which happened 
abont three years ago. That struck my fancy, 
and I endeavoured to do tlie idea poetic justice, 
as follows." (R. B. to Thomson, August, 
1793.) 



See further. Prefatory Notes to Anna {anU^ 
p. 96) ; To Alex. Cunningham {ante, p. 140) ; 
and She '« Fair and Fause {ante, p. 249). 

I 
Had I a cave 

On some wild distant shore, 
Where the winds howl 

To the wave's dashing roar. 
There would I weep my woes, 
There seek my lost repose, 
Till grief my eyes should close, 
Ne'er to wake more 1 

II 

Falsest of womankind, 
Can'st thou declare 
All thy foud, plighted tows 
Fleeting as air ? 

To thy new lover hie, 
Laugh o'er thy perjury. 
Then in thy bosom try 
What peace is there ! 



HERE'S A HEALTH 

**I once mentioned to you an air which I 
have long admired. Here '« Health to Them 
That '< Awa, Hinney ; but I forget if you took 
notice of it. I have just been trying to suit it 
with verses ; and I beg leave to reconunend 
the air to your attention once more." (R. B. 
to Thomson, May, 179({.) About a fortnight 
before his death he sent a copy to Alexander 
Cunningham : '^ l>id Thomson show you the 
following song, the last I made, or probably 
will make for some time ? " 

The heroine, Jessie Lewars, sister of John 
Lewars, a fellow-excisemau, was of great ser- 
vice to the Bums household during the last 
illness. She is also commemorated in certain 
complimentary verses {ante, pp. 148, 192), and 
in that very beautiful song, O, Wert Thou in 
the Cauld Blast {vost, p. 315). On 3d June, 
1799, she married Mr. James Thomson, Writer 
in Dumfries, and she died 2Cth May, 1855. 

CHORUS 

Here 's a health to ane I loe dear I 
Here 's a health to ane I loe dear I 
Thou art sweet as the smile when fond lov- 
ers meet. 
And soft as their parting tear, 

Jessy — 
And soft as their parting tear 1 



IT WAS THE CHARMING MONTH 



T is tweeter for thee deipairii^ 
Than ought ia the world betide, 

Thau oagbt in the world beside I 



I Dioum thro' the gay, gandy day, 

Aa bopeleas I muse ou thy obarma; 
But welcome th^ ilream o' aweet ilnmber I 
For then 1 utii luckt in thine armi, 

Jesiy — 
Foe then I aiu lockt io thine arms 1 

CHORUS 
Here 'e & health to aoe I loe dear 1 
Here 's a health to aue I loe dear I 
Tbou art aweet as the amile when fond 
lovera meet, 
And *oft aa their parting tear, 

Jesay — 
And soft aa tbeb patting tear I 



HOW CRUEL ARE THE PARENTS 

" A aoDK altered from an old ^'^"■;^lt^l tmt" 
(R. B.), |»hich beKiu] : 

" Hov crual U tbat panDt'i eai% 



How cniel are the parenta 

Who riches only priie. 
And to the wealthy booby 

Poor Woman aacrificel 
Meanwhile the hapless daughter 

Una but a choice of atrtCei 
To shim a tyrant father's hate 

Become a wretched wife 1 



The raTcning hawk pnrguinir, 

The trembling dove thus Hies: 
To shun impending ruin 

Awhile her pinion triea. 
Till, of escape deipairJDg, 

No shelter or retreat. 
She trusts the ruthleaa falconer. 

And dropa beneath his feet. 



" HuBBAMD, husband, oeaae yonr strife, 
Nor longer idly rave, sir I 
Tho' I atn your wedded wife. 
Yet I am not jour slave, ur." 

" One of two must still obey, 



la it Man or 
My apouae Nancy 7 " 



say, 



And ao go<>dbye, allegiance I " 
"Sad will I be BO bereft, 
Nancy, Nancy I 
Yet I 'II try to make a shift, 
My apouae Nancy I " 



"My poor heart, then break it must. 
My last hour I am near it: 
When you lay me in the duat, 
Think, how will you bear it 7 " 
"I will hope and trust in Heaven, 
Nancy, Nancy ! 
Strength to bear it will be given, 
My sponse Nancy." 



" Well, air, from the silent dead, 
Still 1 11 try to daunt yon: 
£ver round your midnight bed 
Horrid sprites shall bannt yon I " 
"111 wed another like my dear, 
Nancy, Nancy I 
Then all Hell will fly for fear, 
My spouse Nancy I " 



IT WAS THE CHARMING MONTH 

Meant aa Eogliah words to Daintf Davie, 
and abridged from a aonfr in T%t tfa-TabU 
MitctUaity. " You may think meanly of thia, 
but take ■ look at the bombast original and 
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All the same, Bums rmther teleoted from 
than renewed and re-inspired the ** bombast 
originaL*' Practically nothing* is his bat the 
repeats and the ohoms; and even these haye 
their germs in the MiaxUany, The rest of his 
set is *' lifted " almost word for wofd, and sim- 
ply edited and rearranged. 

CHORUS 

Lovely was she by the dawn. 

Youthful Chloe, charming Chloe, 

Tripping o'er the pearly lawn, 
The youthful, cbarmmg Chloe ! 



It was the ohamiing month of May, 
When all the flowers were fresli and gay. 
One morning, by the break of day, 

The youthful, charming Chloe, 
From peaceful slumber she arose. 
Girt on her mantle and her hose, 
And o'er the flow'ry mead she goes — 

The youthful, charming Chloe I 

II 

The feather'd people you might see 
Pereh'd all arouna on every tree ! 
With notes of sweetest melody 

They hail the charming Chloe, 
Till, painting gay the eastern skies. 
The glorious sun beg^n to rise, 
OutnvalM by the radiant eyes 

Of youthful, charming Chloe. 

CHORUS 

Lovely was she by the dawn. 

Youthful Chloe, charming Chloe, 

Tnpping o'er the pearly lawn. 
The youthful, charming Chloe ! 



LAST MAY A BRAW WOOER 



Last May a braw wooer cam down the 
lang glen, 
And sair wi' his love he did deave me. 
I said there was naething I hated like 
men: 
The deuce gae wi*m to believe me, be- 
lieve me — 
The deuce gae wi'm to believe me I 



II 

He spak o' the darts in my bonie black een, 
And vow'd for my love he was diein. 

I said, he might die when he liket for Jean: 
The Lord f orgie me for liein, for liein — 
The Lord forgie me for liein ! 

la 

A weel-stocket mailen, himsel for the liurd. 
And marriage aff-hand were his proffers: 

I never loot on that I kenn'd it, or car'd, 
But thought I might hae waur offers, 

waur offers — 
But thought I might hae waur offers. 

IV 

But what wad ye think? In a fortnight 

or less 

(The Deil tak his taste to gae near her I) 

He up the Grate-Slaok to my black cousin, 

Bessl 

Guess ye how, the jad 1 1 could bear her, 

could bear her — 
Guess ye how, the jad ! I could bear her. 



But a' the niest week, as I petted wi' care, 

I gaed to the tryste o' Dalgarnock, 
And wha but my fine ficUe lover was 
there? 
I glowr'd as I 'd seen a warlock, a war- 
lock — 
I glowr'd as I 'd seen a warlock. 

VI 

But owre my left shouther I gae him a 
blink. 
Lest neebours might say I was saucy. 
My wooer he caper'd as he 'd been in 
drink. 
And vow'd I was his dear lassie, dear 

lassie — 
And vow'd I was his dear lassie I 

VII 

I spier'd for my cousin fu' couthy and 
sweet: 
Gin she had recovered her hearin ? 
And how her new shoon fit her auld, 
shachrd feet ? 
But heavens I how he fell a swearin, a 

swearin — 
But heavens ! how he fell a swearin 1 



NOW ROSY MAY 



d kill faim 1 
Bo e'en to preaerre the poor bod; in life, 
I think I maun wed liim to-motrow, to- 

I think I maun wed biui to-niorrow I 

MY NANIE'S AWA 

"Thera it one poBxaKe in your cbarmlnf; 
letter. Thoiuwa nur SlisuBtoue UDver eiceedud 
it, nor often came up to it. I tbah osrUunlj 
BteiJ it, and setitin eoniefnture poftio produc- 
tion and get itumortal fame by ic. 'T i* where 
yon bid the acene* af Nature raniind ma of 
CLirinda." (Sjlvander to CUrinda [aae Prefa- 
tory Note, ante, p. i:i8]. Ttli Febmary, I7S8.) 
It may be, aa hoids anppoae, that thia amooth 
and pUaaant ditty rapraaents the theft 



Now iu her green ninntle biytbe Nature 

arrajs. 
And listens the lambkini that bleat o'er the 

While birds warble welcomes in itka gruen 

But to me it '■ dellghtleu — mj Nanie'a 



The BDawdrap and primroie our woodbuidB 

And TioleU batlie in the weet o' the mom. 
Tbey pniu my sad bosom, soe sweetly thej 

blaw; 
They mind me o' Nauie — and Nanie *■ 



Thoa lav'roek, that springs frae the dews 

of the lawn 
The shepherd to wan o' the grey-breaking 

And thon mellow mavis, that hub the 

night-fa, 
Give over for pity — my Nanie '• awk. 

IV 

Come Antumn, sae pensive iu yellow and 

grey. 
And soothe me wi' tidings o' Nature's de- 

eajl 



The dark, dreary Winter and wild-driring 
AUne can delight me — now Naoie 's vn. 



NOW ROSY MAY 

A rifaccimtnto of 7^ GanTno' wC hit PaiiU 
[ante, p. 218), adapted to (he tnne of Dainlf 
Oasu. The origrinal Daiaij/ Daeie, an which 
the chorui ii nuwlelled, is preaeiTBd in the 
Hard US. and The Mtrrii ilwa. See alao, 
poMt. p. 395, Notts to The JoUg BtggarM. " The 
words ' Dainty Davis ' glide so swaetly in the 
air, that to a Scots ear, any song to it. without 
Davie being the hero, wonld fajiTe a lame ef> 
feot." (R. B. to TbonuoQ, Aogust, 17113.) 



Meet me on the Warlock Enowa, 
Dainty Davie, Dainty Davie I 

There I II spend the day wi' yon, 
My ain dear Dainty Davie. 



Nov KMr May comes in wi' flnwers 
To deck her gay, greeu-spreading bowers] 
And now comes in the bnppy hours 
To wander wi' my Davie. 



The crystal witters round us fa'. 
The merry birds are lovers a'. 
The scented breexes round as blaw, 
A wandering wi' my Davie. 



When purple n 



ig starts the han 



To steal upon her early fare, 
Then thro' the dews I will repair 
To meet my faithfu* Davie. 



When day, expiring in the west. 
The onrtaio dnws o' Nature's rest, 
1 flee to his arms I loe the beet: 
And that's my aim dear Davie I 



Meet me on the Warluek Knowe, 
Dainty Davie, Dainty Davie t 

There I'll spend tlie day wi' yon. 
My ain dear Dainty Davie. 
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NOW SPRING HAS CLAD 



Now spring has clad the grove in green. 

And strew'd the lea wi' flowers; 
The furrow'd, waving corn is seen 

Rejoice in fostering showers; 
While ilka thing in nature join 

Their sorrows to forego, 
O, why thus all alone are mine 

The weary steps o' woe ! 

II 

The trout within yon wimpling bum 

Glides swift, a silver dart, 
And, safe beneath the shady thorn. 

Defies the angler's art: 
Mylife was auce that careless stream, 

That wanton trout was I, 
But Love wi' unrelenting beam 

Has scorch'd my fountains dry. 

Ill 

The little floweret's peaceful lot, 

lu yonder cliff that erows, 
Which, save the linnet s flight, I wot, 

Nae ruder visit knows, 
Was mine, till Love has o'er me past. 

And blighted a' my bloom; 
And now beneath the withering blast 

My youth and joy consume. 

IV 

The waken'd lav'rock warbling springs. 

And climbs the early sky, 
Winnowing blythe his dewy wings 

In Morning 8 rosy eye: 
As little reck't I Sorrow's power. 

Until the flowery snare 
C witching Love in luckless hour 

Made me the thrall o' care 1 



O, had my fate been Greenland snows 

Or Afric's burning zone, 
Wi* man and Nature leagu'd my foes. 

So Peggy ne'er I 'd known 1 
The wretch, whose doom is "hope nae 
mnir, 

What tongue his woes can tell, 
Within whose bosom, save Despair, 

Nae kinder spirits dwell I 



O, THIS IS NO MY AIN LASSIE 

** This is No My Ain House puzzles me a 
good deal ; in fact, I think to change the old 
rhythm of the first, or ohoros part of the tune, 
will have a g^d effect. I would have it some- 
thing like the gallop of the following.*' (R R 
to Thomson, June, 1795.) In the first draft of 
the Chorus he wrote "Body" for "Lasaie;*' 
but in August he directed Thomson to suheti* 
tute '"Lassie." 

CHORUS 

O, this is no my ain lassie, 

Fair tbo' the lassie be: 
Weel ken I my ain lassie — 

Kind love is in her e'e. 



I BEE a form, I see a face, 
Ye weel may wi' the fairest place: 
It wants to me the witching grace, 
The kind love that 's in her e'e. 

II 

She 's bonie, blooming, straight, and tall. 
And lancr has had my heart in thrall; 
And ay it charms my very saul, 
The kind love that's in the e'e. 

Ill 

A thief sae pawkie is my Jean, 
To steal a blink by a' unseen 1 
Butgleg as light are lover's een, 
Wnen kind love is in the e'e. 

IV 

It may escape the courtly sparks, 
It may escape the learned clerks; 
But well the watching lover marks 
The kind love that s in her e'e. 

CHORUS 

O, this is no my ain lassie. 

Fair tho' the lassie be: 
Weel ken I my ain lassie — 

Kind love is in her e'e. 



O, WAT YE WHA THAT LO'ES ME 

CHORUS 

O, that 's the lassie o' my hearty 
My lassie ever dearer I 



SCOTS, WHA HAE 



O, that 's the queen o' womankind, 
Aud ne'er a ane to peet her I 

0, WAT ye wba that lo'es me, 
And liiu ni; heart a keeping? 

O, sweet U she that lo'es me 
As dews o' Buinner weepinj;. 
In tean the roaebuds steeping 1 



If thou shalt meet a lassie 

Id gracB aed beauty charming. 

That e'en thy choseu lassie, 

Krewhile thy breast sae warming. 
Had ne'er sio powers alarming; — 



If thou hadst heard her talking 
(And thy attention '■ plighted). 

That ilka body talking 

But her by tbee is slighted, 
And thou art all-delighted: — 



If thou hast met this fair one. 
When frae her thou haat parted. 

If every other fair one 

But her tliou hast deserted. 
And thou art broken-hearted: — 

CHORUS 

O, that 's the lassie o* my heart. 

My lassie ever dearer ! 
0, that 'a the queen o' womankind. 

And ne'er a ane to peer her t 



SCOTS, WHA HAE 

First published in TTir Morning Chronicle, 
May, ITH4. Replying to pBiry's offer of an 
enjogemeot on that print, Burns wrote: "In 
the meuitiiDe they &re most veloome to my 
odj ; onl; lot them ituert it as a tiling they 
huve met withbyiuoidentuidnnknowntome." 
Accordingly, Che ode was thus ingenuously 
prefaced : " If the following wann and animat- 
ing ode was not written near the times to which 
it :ippUes, it is one of the moat faithful imita- 
tious of the simple and beantifnl atyle of the 
Scottish bards vre ever road, and we know bnt 
of one living Poet to whom to ancribe it: " a 
pii^oe of criticism which, if ;ou reflect that in 

turn of phrsas, the oda, though here and there 



its spaUing deviates into Scots, is pure Eigh- 
teenth Century English, says little for the 
sonuiness of Perry s judgment, however it 
msT approve the kindness of bis hearl 

Varying accounts ore given of the time and 
ciroumstances of its origin. John fiyme con- 
nects it with a lour with Bums in Galloway in 
July, 1703 : " I told yon that in the midst of 
the storm on the wilds of Kenmnrs, Bums wss 
Tspt in meditation. What do yon think he 
was about ? He wss okaying the English 
army along with Bruce at Bannockbam. He 
was engaged in the same manner on odt rids 
from St. Mark's Isle, and I did' not disturb 
him. Next day he produced me the following 






d gave ! 



adiffen 



After some n^marks t<. 
Se|>tember, 1TU3), on the old air Hev 2Wti 
Tai'li, aud on the tradition that " it waa Robert 
Bruoe's march at the battle of Baunookbnm," 
he introduces ScoU Wlia Uae : " This thought, 
in my ^eatenught's evening walk, roused me 
to a pitch of enthiuiasm on the theme of lib- 
erty and independetice, which I threw into a 
kind of Scots ode, fitted to the air, that one 
might sappoae to be the gallant royal Scot's 
addreu to his heroia f (dlowen on that eventful 
morning." The two statsmentB are irreoondl- 
able ; and we muat conclade either that Syme 
misdated the tour, and that the " ycstemi«it" 
of Bums wss the night of his letuin to Dnm- 
fries. or that Bums did not give Syme a copy 
until some time after his return, and that, like 
some other circumstances he was pleased to 
father, bis " yester-night's evening walk " need 
not be lit<f rally interpreted. 

Thomson reprobated the " idea of giving it a 
tune BO totally devoid of interest or grandeur " 
as ifey Tutlit Tailie, and suggested oertain 
additions in the fourth line of each staoia to 
fit it to that of Lncit Gordon. To aooapt thaae 
eipletivea was to ruin the effent ; but as in the 
case of Yt Flowtry Bank, o' Bonif iJoon, ac- 
cepted they were. Some other suggeations 
Bums declined: " I have Bcmtinii*d it over 
and over ; and to the world, some way or other, 
it shall go as it is." At the same time, be 
aeema to have been scsroe reconciled to the 
ohauge to Laeit Gordon, for says he ; "It will 
not in the least hart me, tho' you leave the 
song out altogether, and adhere to your fint 
idea of adopting Logan's verses." But hav- 
ing agreed to it, he adopted the changes in 
all such copies aa he sent out in MB. After 
the publication of the TTtonion Can-upoiH/cnrc, 
general opinion proitonnoed in favour of H«y 
Tvllie Tmtit ,- and Thomson published the ode 
ai written, and set it to the air for which it 
was made, and Co which (as sung by Braham 
and others) it owes no little of Its fortune. 
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In sending^ a copy (now in Harvard Univer- 
sity Library) to Lord Bnchan, Bums was 
moved to descant on the battle itself : ** Inde- 
pendently of my enthusiasm as a Sootsman, I 
nave rarely met with anything in history which 
interests ray feelings as a man equal with the 
story of Bannockbum. On the one hand a 
cruel, but able usurper, leading on the finest 
army in Europe, to extinguish the last spark 
of freedom among agreaUy-daring and greatly- 
injured people ; on uie other hand, the desper- 
ate relics of a gallant nation, devoting them- 
selves to rescue their bleeding country or 
perish with her. Liberty ! thou art a prize 
truly and ind^d invaluable, for never canst 
thou be too dearly bought." Some have con- 
cluded therefrom that the writer had mixed 
his usurpers, and thought that the Edward 
beaten at Bannockbum was the McUleus ScotO' 
runiy the victor of Falkirk and the hangman 
of Sir William Wallace. But if he did, he 
was afterwards better informed ; for to a copy 
(now in the Corporation Council Chamber, 
Edinburgh) presented to Dr. Hughes of Here- 
ford (8th August, 17d5) he appended the fol- 
lowing note : " This battle was the decisive 
blow which first put Robert the First, com- 
monly called Robert de Bruce, in quiet pos- 
session of the Scottish throne. It was fought 
against Edward the Second, son to that Ed- 
ward who shed so much blood in Scotland in 
consequence of the dispute between Bruce and 
Baliol.** It is also to the purpose to note that, 
on the poet's own showing (letter to Thomson), 
tiiis very famous lyric was inspired, not only 
by the thought of Bannockbum, but also " by 
the glowing ideas of some other struggles of 
the same nature not quite so ancierU : " that, in 
other words, it is partly an effect of the French 
Revolution. 

The stanza, binding-rhyme and all, is that 
of Helen of Kirkconnel^ a ballad which Bums 
thought ** silly to contemptibility : — 

" I wish I were where Helen lies I 
Night and dsy on me she cries ; 
O, that I were where Helen lies 
On fair Kirkconnel Lea I '* 



Scots, wha hae wi' Wallace bled, 
Scots, wham Bruce has af ten led. 
Welcome to yonr gory bed 
Or to viotorie I 

II 

Now *s the day, and now 's the hour: 
See the front o' battle lour, 
See approach proud Edward's power 
Chains and slaverie 1 



III 



Wha will be a traitor knave ? 
Wha can fill a coward's grave ? 
Wha sae base as be a slave ? — 

Let him turn, and flee 1 



IV 



Wha for Scotland's King and Law 
Freedom's sword will strongly draw, 
Freeman stand or freeman fa'. 

Let him follow me I 



By Oppression's woes and paius, 
By your sons in servile chains, 
We will drain oar dearest veins 

But they shall be free I 

VI 

Lay the proud usurpers low I 
Tyrants fall in every foe ! 
Liberty 's in every blow I 

Let us do, or die 1 



THEIR GROVES O' SWEET 
MYRTLE 

*' The Irish air. Humours of Glen, is a gpreat 
favourite of mine, and as, except the silly 
verses in The Poor Soldier^ there are not any 
decent words for it, I have written for it 
follows.'' (R. B. to Thomson, April, 1705.) 



Their groves o' sweet myrtle let foreign 
lands reckon, 
Where bright-beaming summers exalt 
the perfume I 
Far dearer to me yon lone glcn o' green 
breckan, 
Wi' the burn stealing under the lang, 
yellow broom ; 
Far dearer to me are yon humble broom 
bowers, 
Where the blue-hell and gowan lurk 
lowly, unseen; 
For there, lightly tripping among the wild 
flowers, 
A-Hst'ning the linnet, aft wanders my 
Jean. 



HIGHLAND MARY 



Tho' rich is the breeie in their g»j, Bunnj 

And caiild Caledonia's blast on the ware, 
Tfaeir sweet-scented woodlands tliat skirt 
the proud palace, 
What are the;? — The haunt of the 
tyrant and slave I 
The slave's spicy forests and gold-bnbblinff 
foun tains 
Tbe brave Caledonian views wi' disdain: 
He wanders as free as tbe winds of his 

Save 



THINE AM I 

Intended 
Wife. It is poMiBle that the ' 
duty with Clarinda; " I haTs altered the fint 
■Cania, which I would have to itwid thus : 



I, IDT UtUol Pair, 



Xretj puljeal 
I«U(Uwiiri 



Take awuj thoae roaj lips 
Rich with halmj treasure 1 

Tum-swKy thine eyes of love, 
Lest I die with pleunre I 



What is life when wanting love ? 

Night without a morning' I 
Love the oloudless aummer's sun. 

Nature gay adorning. 



SnK^ested to Thoouon (September, 1783) as 
words for Fet H'n FatKtr : " I enclose jon 
Fruer's wt of this tune when be plaji it slow : 



. give it half the 
t in playing, it 



(R. B. to Tbomson, 10th October, 1794.) Bat 

on id August, 1796, being lonf , long off with 
Cluinda and very mnoh on with Jean Loiuner, 
ha wants his first line changed to " Thine am 
I, my Cbloria fair ; " " If you neg-leot tbe al- 
teration, 1 call on all the Nine oonjonatly and 
severallj tn anathematise yon." A puallel 
case is that of Ur. Arthur Peadenuia. ^rifdly 
tuminr his Fotheringay rhymes to aoot 
with tilias Amor;. 



Tbine tuD I, my fiutbful Fair, 

Thine ray lovelj Nancy I 
Ev'ry pulse along mv veins, 

Ev'ry roving fancy ! 
To thy bosom lay my heart 

There to tbrob and languish. 
Tho' despair had wrung its core. 

That would heal its anguish. 



Tuer s sat of tuts tune when be plays it slow : 
>u faot, he makes it the lauKUSge of desp^ I 
1 shall bare give yon two staniaa in that style, 
merely to try if it will be any improvement. 
Were it possible, in siu|j;iugi t** ""* i» kol# thA 
pathos whidh Fraaer gives i 

would make an admirably p „. _ 

do not give theae versus for any merit they 
have. laompaaed them at the time in which 
' Patio AUmi mithor de'ed ' — that was ' about 
the back o' midnij^ht ' — and by &» leeside of 
a bowl of punch, which had overset every mor- 
tal in company except the Haulbott and tiiS 



Thoc bast left me ever, Jamie, 

Tbou bast left me ever t 
Thou hast left me ever, Jamie, 

Thou bast left me ever I 
Aften hast thou vow'd that Death 

Only sbonid as sever; 
Now tnou'st left thy lass for ay — 

I maun see thee never, Jamie, 

I'll see thee never I 



Thou hast me forsaken, Jamie, 
Thou bast me forsaken I 

Thou hast me forsaken, Jamie, 
Thou hast me forsaken 1 

Hiou const love another jo, 
While my heart is breaking — 

Soon mj weary een I '11 dose, 
Never moir to waken, Jamie, 
Never mair to waken t 



HIGHLAND MARY 

Sent to Tbomson, 14th November. 1799: 
" Tbe ■foregoing song pleaae* myself ; I think 
it is in my happiest manner; you will see at 
&nt glanoe that it sulla the air. The subijot 
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of the Bong is one of the most interestmg pas- 
sages of my youthful days ; and I own that I 
would be much flattered to see the verses set 
to An air which would ensure celebrity. Per- 
haps, after all, 't is the still glowing prejudice 
of my heart that throws a borrowed lustre 
orver the merits of the compodtion." For 
Mary Campbell see atUe^ p. 2()4, Prefatory 
Note to My Highland Lassie, O, and post, p. 
343, Notes to the same. 



Ye banks and braes and streams around 

The castle o' Montgomery, 
Green be your woods, and fair your flowers, 

Your waters never drumlie f 
There Summer first unfald her robes, 

And there the langest tarry ! 
For there I took the last fareweel 

O' my sweet Highland Mary I 

II 

How sweetly bloom'd the gay, green birk, 

How rich the hawthorn's blossom, 
As underneath their fragrant shade 

I clasp'd her to my bosom 1 
The golden hours on angel wings 

Flew o'er me and my dearie: 
For dear to me as light and life 

Was my sweet Highland Mary. 

Ill 

Wi' monie a vow and lock'd embrace 

Our parting was fu' tender; 
And, pledging aft to meet again, 

We tore oursels asunder. 
But O, fell Death's untimely frost, 

That nipt my flower sae early ! 
Now green 's the sod, and cauld 's the clay. 

That wraps my Highland Mary I 

IV 

O, pale, pale now, those rosy lips 

I aft hae kiss'd sae fondly ; 
And closM for ay, the sparkling glance 

That dwalt on me sae kindly; 
And mouldering now in silent dust 

That heart that lo'ed me dearly I 
But still within my bosom's core 

Shall live my Highland Mary. 



MY CHLORIS, MARK 

**0n my visit the other day to my fair 
Chloris (that is the poetic name of the lovely 



goddess of my inspiratioii) she suggested an 
idea which on my return from uie visit I 
wrought into the following song." (R. B. to 
Thomson in November, 11 A.) For Chloris see 
posty p. 289, Prefatory Note to Lassie ivt' the 
UfU'white Locks, 



Mt Chloris, mark how green the groyes. 
The primrose banks how fair I 

The balmy gales awake the flowers, 
And wave thy flaxen hair. 

II 

The lav'rock shuns the palace gay, 

And o'er the cottage sings: 
For Nature smiles as sweet, I ween, 

To shepherds as to kings. 

Ill 

Let minstrels sweep the skilf u' string 

In lordly, lighted ha': 
The shepherd stops his simple reed, 

Blythe in the birken shaw. 

IV 

The princely revel may survey 

Our rustic dance wi' scorn; 
But are their hearts as light as ours 

Beneath the milk-white thorn ? 



The shepherd in the flowery glen 
In shepherd's phrase will woo: 

The courtier tells a finer tale — 
But is his heart as true ? 

VI 

Here wild-wood flowers I 've pu*d, to deek 

That spotless breast o' thine: 
The courtier's gems may witness love — 

But 't is na love like mine 1 



FAIREST MAID ON DEVON 
BANKS 

Bums' 8 last song. " I tried my hand on 
Bothiemurchie this morning. The measure is 
so difficult that it is impossible to infuse mnoh 
genius into the lines; they are on the other 
side." (R. B. to Thomson. 12th July, 1796.) 

As in 1787 he had complimented Charlotte 
Hamilton in The Banks of the Devon^ it may 



LASSIE WI' THE LINT-WHITE LOCKS 
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be that she U the " faixest maid ** of the pre- 
sent song, although some refer it to a break in 
his friendship wiui Peggy Chalmers, or to her 
refusal to marry him (see ante, p. 214, Prefa- 
tory Note to Where, Braving Angry W interns 
Storms), But, although the Devon is real 
enough, the ** maid *' in this case may haye been 
pure fiction. 

CHORUS 

Fairest maid on Devon banks, 
Crystal Devon, winding Devon, 

Wilt thou lay that frown aside, 
And smile as thou wert wont to do ? 



Full well thou knoVst I love thee dear — 
Couldst thou to malice lend an ear I 
O, did not Love exclaim: — " Forbear, 
Nor use a faithful lover so ! " 

II 

Then come, thou fairest of the fair, 
Those wonted smiles, O, let me share, 
And by thy beauteous self I swear 

No love but thine my heart shall know I 

CHORUS 

Fairest maid on Devon banks, 
Crystal Devon, windiug Devon, 

Wilt thou lay that frown aside. 

And smile as thou wert wont to do ? 



LASSIE Wr THE LINT-WHITE 

LOCKS 

" I have finished my song to Rothiemurchie* 8 
Bant. . . . The piece has at least the merit of 
being a regular pastoral ; the vernal mom, the 
summer noon, the autumnal evening, and the 
winter night, are regularly rounded." (R. B. 
to Thoraaoii, November, 1794.) 

The Chloris who did duty as Bums's Muse 
for some time after his break with Maria Rid- 
dell was the daughter of William Lorimer, 
farmer and publican, Kemmishall, near Dnm- 
friea She was bom in September, 1775, at 
Craig^ebnm Wood, which her poet has associ- 
ated with a Mr. Gillespie, a brotber ganger 
(see p. 231), and his passion for her — Gilles- 
pie^s disappointment, when she eloped to 
Oretna Qreen with a prodigal young English- 
man, one Whepdale, tenant of a farm near 
Moffat, being shadowed forth in O PoortUk 



Cavld (p. 274). The lady was still a bride, 
when her husband fled his creditors across the 
border ; and, her illusion being no more, she 
returned to her parents and* resumed her 
maiden name. Her misfortunes so touched 
the Bard that he became exceedingly en- 
amoured of her. He re-wrote Whistle and 
1 ^U Come to You My Lad in her honour ; on 
her behalf appropriated part of an earlier 
song, And I'U Kiss Thee Yet (p. 213), to com- 
plete Come, Let Me Take Thee (p. 279) ; cele- 
brated her illness in a new set of Ay Wau- 
kin, O (p. 290, Long^ Long the Night); and 
exalted her in such " reveries of passion " as 
the present song, as My Chloris Mark (p. 288), 
as Mark Yonder Pomp (p. 294), as Forlorn, 
My Love (p. 292), and as ion Bosy Brier (p. 
291), to name but these. He thus described 
to Thomson her relation to his work : ** The 
lady on whom it [Craigiebitrn Wood] was made 
is one of the finest women in Scotland ; and, 
in fact (entre nous) is, in a manner to me, 
what Sterne's Eliza was to him — a Mistress, 
or Friend, or what you will, in the guileless 
simplicity of Platonic love. (Now don't put 
any of your squinting constructions on this, 
or have any cushmaolavers about it among 
our acquaintances.) I assure you that to my 
lovely Friend you are indebted for many of 
your best songs of mine. Do you think that 
the sober g^n-horse routine of existence could 
inspire a man with life, and love, and joy — 
could fire him with enthusiasm or melt him 
with pathos equal to the genius of your Book ? 
No, No I Whenever I want to be more than 
ordinary in song — to be in some degree eqnal 
to your diviner airs — do you imagine I fast 
and pray for the celestial emanation? Tout 
au contraire ! I have a glorious recipe ; the 
very one that for his own use was invented to 
the Divinity of Healing and Poesy, when erst 
he piped to the flocks of Admetus. I put my- 
self in the regimen of admiring a fine woman ; 
and in proportion to the adorability of her 
charms, in proportion you are delighted with 
my verses." Towards the close of 1705 he (for 
whatever reason) g^rew disenchanted with the 
"adorability" of this particular "fine wo- 
man,'* and would rather, as we have seen, 
that neither her name nor her " charms " were 
associated with his fame. The poor lady's 
later years were unfortunate. Her father lost 
his money, and, compelled to support herself, 
she went into service, dying as laX» as Septeme 
ber, 1831. 



CHORUS 

Lassie wi* the lint-white lookf| 
Bonie lassiei artless laasiei 
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Wilt thou wi' me tent the flocks — 
Wilt thou be my dearie, O ? 



Now Nature deeds the flowery lea, 
And a' is young and sweet like thee, 
O wilt thou share its joys wi' me, 
And say thou 'It be my dearie, O ? 

II 

The primrose bank, the wimpling bum, 
The cuckoo on the milk-white thorn, 
The wanton lambs at early mom 
Shall welcome thee, my dearie, O. 

Ill 

And when the welcome simmer shower 
Has cheer'd ilk drooping little flower, 
We '11 to the breathing woodbine-bower 
At sultry noon, my dearie, O. 

IV 

When Cynthia lights wi' silver ray 
The weary shearer's hameward way. 
Thro' yellow waving fields we 11 stray, 
And talk o' love, my dearie, O. 



And when the howling wintry blast 
Disturbs my lassie's midnight rest. 
Enclasped to my faitbfu' breast, 
I '11 comfort thee, my dearie, O. 

CHORUS 

Lassie wi' the lint-white locks, 
Bonie lassie, artless lassie. 

Wilt thou wi' me tent the flocks — 
Wilt thou be my dearie, O ? 



LONG, LONG THE NIGHT 

A rather tawdry set of Ay Waukin^ O (ante^ 

L217). See ante, p. 289, Prefatory Note to 
\$$ie wV the LdrU'whiU hack*, 

CHORUS 

Lone, long the night, 

^avy comes the morrow^ 

While my soul's delight 
Is on her bed of sorrow* 



Can I cease to care. 
Can I cease to languish, 

While my darling fair 
Is on the couch of anguish I 



II 



Ev'ry hope is fled 
Ev'ry fear is terror: 

Slumber ev'n I dread, 
Ev'ry dream is horror. 



lu 



Hear roe. Powers Divine: 
O, in pity, hear me I 

Take aught else of mine. 
But my Chloris spare me 1 



CHORUS 



Long, long the night, 

Heavy comes the morrow, 
While my soul's delight 

Is on her bed of sorrow. 



LOGAN WATER 



(( 



Have you ever, my dear Sir, felt your 
bosom ready to burst with indignation on 
reading, or seeing how these mighty villains 
who divide kingdom against kingdom desolate 
proyinces and lay Nations waste, out of the 
wantonness of ambition, or often from still 
more ignoble passions ? In a mood of this 
kind to-day, I recollected the air of Lo^n 
Water, and it occurred to me that its queru- 
lous melody probably had its origin from the 
plain'vive indignation of some swelling, suffer- 
ing heart, fired at the tyrannic strides of some 
Pablic Destroyer, and overwhelmed with pri- 
vate distress, the consequences of a country's 
ruin. If I have done anything like justice to 
my feelings, the following song, composed in 
three-qnarters of sn hour's Incnbtations in my 
elbow-chair, ought to have some merit." (R. B. 
to Thomson, 25th June, 1798.) 

" I remember two ending lines of a vexee In 
some of the old songs of Logan Water (for 
I know a good many different ones) whkui I 
think pretty : — 

** * Now my dear Ud msan fSee hli fSet 
Far, (»r frae me and Logan Braea.' *' 

(B. B. to Thomson, 8d April, 1703.) 



WHERE ARE THE JOYS 



O LoOAH, sweetly didst tfaoa glide 
TiiBt dsy I was my Willie's bride, 
Aiid yean sin syne hae u'er us run 
Like Logan to the simmer sun. 
Hut now tliy flowety banks appear 
Like dnimlie winter, dark ana drear, 
While my dear lad maun face his £aes 
Far, far free me aud Logan braes. 



Again the merry month of May 

Has made our bills and Tallies gay; 

The birds rejoice in leafy bowera, 

Tlie bees hum round tUn breathing flowers; 

BIythe Morning lifts his rosy eye, 

Aud Evening's tears are tears o' joy: 

Mv soul deligbtless a' surveys. 

While Willie 's far fra Logan braes. 



Within yon milk-white hawthorn bnsh, 
Amang her nesthngs sits tbe thnish: 

Her faitlifu' mate will sbare her toil. 
Or wi' liis song her cares beguile. 
But I wi' luy sweet nurslings here, 
Nae mate to help, nse mate to cheer, 
Pasi widow'd nights and joyless days. 
While Willie 'a far frae Logan braes. 



O, wae upon you, Men o' State, 
That brethren rouse in deadly hate I 
As ye make monie a fond heart mourn, 
Sae may it on your heads return I 
Ye mindim 'mid yonr cruel joys 
The widow's tears, tbe orphan's cries; 
But soon may peace bring happy days. 
And Willie bame to Logan brmes 1 



YON ROSY BRIER 



0. BONIE was yon roay brier 

That hloorai sae far Frae hannt o' man, 
And bonie sbe — and ah, how dear 1 — 

It shaded frae the e'enin inn I 



Ton rosebuds in the morning dew. 
How pure ainong tlie leaves Me gieen I 



All in its rude and prickly bower, 
Tbat crimson rose how sweet and fair I 

But lore is far a sweeter flower 
Amid life's thorny path o' care. 



The pathless wild and* 

Wi' Chloris in my an 
And I tbe warld nor 'nish nor scorn — 

Its joys and griefs alike resign I 



mpling bi 
IS, be min< 



WHERE ARE THE JOYS 

" SaiB Yt Mm Father T is om of my greateel 
faTonrites. The evening before Uat I wut- 
dered ont, and began a tender wing in what 
1 Uiink is iu natiye stjle. . . My song is but 
just began; and I ihonld like, before I pro- 
ceed, to know yonr opinion of it," (R. It. to 
Thomson, in his commente on the latler's list 
of an hundred aonga, September, 1T1>3.) The 
completed song he HiDt to Thomson ■h<nily 
afterwards, vith the advioe to set the air to 
the old words, and let hk " follow as Fngll*!' 



That danc'd to the lark's early sang? 
Where is tbe peace that awaited my war 

At e'ening the irild-woods amang 7 



Nae mair a-winding the course o' yon river 
Aud marking sweet flowerets sae fair, 

Nae mair I trace the light footsteps o* 
Pleasure, 
Bu' Sorrow and sad-eighiug Care. 



Is it that Summer 's forsaken our valUes, 

And grim, surly Winter is near ? 
No, no, the beea humming round the gt,J 

Proclaim it the pride o' tbe year. 



Fain wad I bide what I fear to discover, 
Yet lang, bug, too mil bae I koowni 
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A' that has oausM the wreck in my bosom 
Is Jemiy, fair Jemiy alone ! 



Time cannot aid me, my griefs are immor- 
tal, 
Not Hope dare a comfort bestow. 
Come then, enamor'd and fond of my an- 
guish, 
Enjoyment I '11 seek in my woe I 



BEHOLD THE HOUR 

** The following song I have composed for 
Oran G<ioil^ the HighUmd air that you tell me 
in your last you have resolved to g^ve a place 
in your book. I have this moment finished 
the songf so you have it elowing from the mint. 
If it suit you, well I if not 't is also well I " 
(K. B. to Thomson, September, 1798.) 

It is from a song sent to Clarinda in 1701 ; 
but this itself was Uttle more than a transcript 
of a certain Farewell to Nice, to be found in 
The Charmer and other books (8ee/K»f, p. 312). 



Behold the hour, the boat arrive ! 

Thou goest, the darling of my heart I 
Severed from thee, can I survive ? 

But Fate has wiird and we must part. 
I '11 often greet the surging swell. 

Yon distant isle will often hail: — 
'<E'en here I took the last farewell; 

There, latest marked her vanished sail." 

n 

Along the solitary shore, 

While flitting sea-fowl round me cry, 
Across the rolling, dashing roar, 

I '11 westward turn my wistful eye: — 
"Happy, thou Indian grove," I'll say, 

" Where now my Nancy's path may be I 
While thro' thy sweets she loves to stray, 

O, tell me, does she muse on me ? " 



FORLORN, MY LOVE 

^ How do you like the foregoing ? I have 
written it within this hour; bo much for the 
tpeed of mv Pejz'asus, but what say you to his 
VoUom f " (R. 6. to Thomson, May, 1795.) 



CHORUS 



O, wert thou, love, but near me. 
But near, near, near me. 
How kindly thou would cheer me. 
And mingle sighs with mine, lo?e I 



Forlorn, my love, no comfort nea^ 
Far, far from thee I wander here; 
Far, far from thee, the fate severe, 
At which I most repine, love. 

II 

Around me scowls a wintry sky. 
Blasting each bud of hope and joy, 
And shelter, shade, nor home have I 
Save in these arms of thine, love. 

Ill 

Cold, alter'd friendship's cruel part. 
To poison Fortune's ruthless dart I 
Let me not break thy faithful heart. 
And say that fate is mine, love I 

IV 

But, dreary tho' the moments fleet, 
O, let me think we yet shall meet I 
That only ray of solace sweet 
Can on thy Chloris shine, love I 

CHORUS 

O, wert thou, love, but near me, 
But near, near, near roe. 
How kindly thou would cheer me. 
And mingle sighs with mine, love f 



CA' THE YOWES TO THE 
KNOWES 

SECOND SET 

Sent to Thomson in September, 1794, [fons 

5 ears after the appearance of the first set in 
ohnson*s Musical Museum]. See ante^ p. 224, 
Prefatory Note to Ca' the lowes to the Knowe$ 
(first set). 

CHORUS 

Ca' the yowes to the knowes, 
Ca' them where the heather grows, 
Ca' them where the bumie rowes. 
My bonie dearie. 



w 



HOW CAN MY POOR HEART 



Hare, the mavis' e'eiiiiiR sang 
Sounding Cloudeo's woods amnng ; 
Then R-faiilding let us gaug, 
bij bonis deane. 



W« '11 gae doim b; Cloudeo side, 
Tliro' 3ie haxels, spreading wide 
O'er the waves that aweetl; glide 
To the moon soe elearlj. 



Ynnder Clou den's ulent towera 
Where, at ntoonshine's niidnight houn. 
O'er the dewy bending flowers 
Fairies dance tae eheery. 



Ghaist nor bogle shalt thon fear — 
Thou 'rt to Love and Heav'n sae dear 
Nocht of ill inaj come thee near, 
My boDie dearie. 



Ca' the yowes to the koowes, 
Ca' them where the heather grows, 
Ca' thein where the bumie rowes. 
My bonie dearie. 



HOW CAN MY POOR HEART 

"The latt sreninp ai I was atraring oat, 
and thinking of O'er the Bilit and Far Aieay, 
I ipnu the folloiring stanui for it ; but 
whether my ■pinning will deterve to be laid 

Sin store, like the precious thread of the 
kworm, or brushed Co Che devil, like the 
vile iuannfsctni« of the spider, 1 leava, my 
dear sir, to your usual candid cricicisia. I nu 
pleased with several liues in it at first, hot I 
own that it appears rather a flimsy bniineai. 
. . . I give you leave tfl abuse this Ktig, bat do 
it in the spirit of Christian meekness.''^ (R. B. 
to Thomson, 30th August, 1704.) Thomson 
took him at his word, whareupan he replied: 
"1 shall withdraw my O'er tht Snu and Far 
Aaas altofrethpr; it ia unequal, and onworthy 
of the work. Making a poem la like begettinj; 
a son ; 70U oannot know whether you tuTa a 
wise man or a fool, until yon produce him to 
the world and tiy him." 



How can my poor heart be glad 
When absent from my sailor lad 7 
How can I the thought forego — 
He '■ on the seas to meet the foe ? 
Let me waode^, let me rove, 
Still mj heart is with my love. 
Nightly dreams and thoughts by AttJ 
Are with him that 's far away. 
On the seas and far away. 
On stormy seaa and far away — 
Nightly dreams and thoughts by Avj, 
Are ay with him that 'a far away. 



When in summer noon I faint, 

As weary flocks around me pant, 

Hnply in this scorching sun 

My sailor's thund'ring at his gnn. 

Bullets, spare my only joy 1 

Bullets, spare my darling boy I 

Fate, do with me what you may. 

Spare but him that 's far away I 
On the seas aud far away, 
On stormy seas and fat away — 
Fate, do with me what you may. 
Spare but him that 's fai away I 
III 

At the starless, miduight hour 

When Winter rules with Iwundless poweit 

As the storms the forests tear, 

And thunders rend the howling air, 

Listening to the doubling roar 

Surging on the rocky shore. 

All I can — I werp and pray 

For his weal that 's far away. 
On the seas and far away. 
On stormy seas and far away, 
All I can — I weep and pray 
For his weal that 's far away. 



Peace, thy olive wand extend 

And bid wild War his ravage end; 

Man with brother man to meet. 

And as brother kindly greet t 

Then may Heaven with prosperous galel 

Fill my sailor's welcome sails. 

To my arms their charge convey, 

My dear lad that 's far away I 
On the seas and far sway, 
On stormy seas and fir away. 
To my arms their charge convey. 
My dear lad that '• far away I 
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IS THERE FOR HONEST 
POVERTY 

** A great critic (Aildn) on aongi layi that 
Love and Wine are the ezclnrive themes for 
song-writii^. The following is on neither sub- 
ject, and consequently is no soug. ... I do 
not giye you the foregoing soi^ for your book, 
bnt merely by way of vive la bagatelle ; for the 

Siece is not really poetry." (H. B. to Thomson, 
annanr, 1795.) 
In all likelihood the oldest set of For a' That 
is one in The Merry Muses. Apparently sug- 
gested by the Highlander's imperfect Scots 
(the hero is specifically some bare-breeched 
Donald), the phrase was found effective for a 
certain class of ditty — the ditty which (as 
Bums says of this one) ** is not really poetry.'* 
A Jacobite derivative, which he knew likewise, 
is included in a Collection of Loyal Songs, 1750. 
It begins thus : 



II 



Tho' 



reigna In 



•teMl 



I *m i^rieved, vet acorn to ahsw that : 
I *1I ne'er look down nor hang my head 
On rebel Whig for a* that : ** 

and has this chorus : 

** For a* that and a* that, 

And twice as muckle '• a' that. 

He *• far beyond the aeaa the night, 

Tet be 'U be here for a' that.^ 

Like Scots Wha Hae —''the Scottish Mar. 
seiUaise^* (whatever that may mean) — this 
famous song — *' the Marseillaise of hu- 
manity *' (whatever thcU may mean) — which, 
according to Chambers, ''may be said to 
embody all the false philosophy of Bums^s 
time and of his own mind," is very plainly 
an effect of the writer's sympathies with the 
spirit and the fact of the French Revolu- 
tion, and of that estrangement from wealthier 
loyslist friends, with which his expression 
of these sympathies and his friendship with 
such " sons of sedition " as Maxwell (see 
anUj p. 188, Prefatory Note to Ye Trve 
Loyal Natives, and p. 190, Prefatory Note to 
To Dr, Maxwell) haa been visited. 



Is there for honest poverty 

That hings his head, an' a' that ? 
The coward slave, we pass him by — 

We dare be poor for a' that 1 
For a' that, an' a' that. 

Our toils obscure, an' a' that, 
The rank is but the guinea's stamp, 

The man 'b the gowd for a' that. 



n 

What though on hamely fare we dine. 

Wear ho^din grey, an' a' that ? 
Gie fools their silks, and knaves theiz 
wine — 

A man 's a man for a' that. 
For a' that, an' a' that. 

Their tinsel show, an' a' that, 
The honest man, tho' e'er sae poor. 

Is king o' men for a' that. 



Ill 



f> 



Ye see yon birkie ca'd " a lord,' 

Wha struts, an' stares, an' a' that ? 
Tho' hundreds worship at his woid^ 

He 's but a cuif for a' that 
For a' that, an' a' that. 

His ribband, star, an' a' that, 
The man o' independent mind, 

He looks an' laughs at a' that. 

IV 

A prince can mak a belted knight, 

A marquis, dnke, an' a' that I 
But an honest man 's aboon his might • 

Quid faith, he mauna fa' that 1 
For a' that, an' a' tbat. 

Their dig^ties, an' a' that, 
The pith o' sense an' pride o' worth 

Are higher rank than a' that 



Then let us pray that come it may 

(As come it will for a' that) 
That Sense and Worth o'er a' the earth 

Shall bear the gree an' a' that I 
For a' that, an' a that, 

It 's comin yet for a' that. 
That man to man the world o'er 

Shall brithers be for a' that 



MARK YONDER POMP 



Mark yonder pomp of costly fashion 
Round the wealthy, titled bride I 

But, when compar'd with real passiona 
Poor is all that princely pride. 

II 

What are the showy treasures ? 
What are the noisy pleasures ? 



PHILLY, HAPPY BE THAT DAY 



Rie guy, gKod; glare of vanity uid art 1 

Tbti poliab'd jewel's blaze 

Ma; draw the wond'riiig gaze. 

And eouitly grandeur btigbt 

Hie fimcy may delight, 
But never, never can come near the heart I 

m 

But did yoa we my dearett ChlorU 

In simplicity's array, 
Lovf If BB yonder sweet opening flower u, 

Slirinlcing fron the gaze at day 7 



O, then, the hoart alsTining 
And all rcaiatl 'Si charming. 
In love's delightful fetter* she ehains 
willing soul I 
Ambition would disown 
The world's imperial crown 1 
Ev'n Avarice would deny 
His worshipp'd deity. 



I love's rapture 



O, LET ME IN THIS AE NIGHT 



O, let me in this ae night. 
This ae, ae, ae night I 
O, let me in this ae night. 
And rise, and let me in I 



O LASSIE, are ye sleepin yet, 
Or are ye waukin, I wad wit ? 
For Love has bound me band an' flt, 
And 1 would fain be in, jo. . 



Thon hear'st the winter wind an' weet: 
Nae star blinks thro' the driving sleet I 
Talc pity on tny weary feet, 
And shield me f rae the rain, jo. 



The bitter blast that round me blaws. 
Unheeded howls, noheeiled fa's; 
The caaldness a' thy heart 's the eanse 
Of a' my oare and pine, jo. 



CHORUS 
O, let roe in this ae night. 
This ae, ae, ae night I 
O, let me in this ae nigbt, 
And rise and let me in 1 



HER ANSWER 



I tell you now this ae night, 
Thisae, aei-ueueht. 
And aiice for a' Uiis ae night, 
I winna let ye in, jo. 



0, TELL me Da o' wind an' rain. 
Upbraid na me wi* oanld disdain, 
Gae back the gate ye cam again, 
I winna let ye iu, jo I 



The snellest blast at mirkest hours. 
That round the patbless wand'rer poura 
Is Docht to what poor she endures. 
That 's trusted faithless uau, jo. 



The sweetest flower that deok'd the mead, 
Now trodden like the vilest weed — 
Let simple maid the lesson read 1 
Tbe weird may be her sin, jo. 



The bird that charm'd his summer day, 
And now tbe cruel fowler's prey. 
Let chat to witless woman say: — 
" The giatef n' heart of man," jo. 



O PHILLY, HAPPY BE THAT DAY 

" Did von not onoe propoH T%€ Sow't Tail 
ta Gtordie u u air /or ^onr work? I am 
qnita delighted with it; but I aoknowledp 
that ia no mark of ila real •loelleaoa. I onot 
••t aboat vum far It, which I nuant to b* ii 
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the eltemate way of a lover and his mistrefle 
chanting together. ... I have jnst written 
fonr stanzas at random, which I intended to 
have woven somewhere into, probably at the 
conclusion of, the sons:.*' (R. B. to Thomson, 
September, 1794.) He finished the duet one 
morning in November, " though a keen blow- 
ing frost," in his ^'walk befwe breakfast.'* 
The portion written in September consisted of 
'tanzas iv. and v. 

CHORUS 

Me and She. For a' the joys that gowd can 

I dinna care a single file I 
The J[^[ I We '» the 

And that 's my ain dear 
( Willy > 
1 Philly f 



He, O Philly, happy be that day 

When, roviug tliro' the g^ther'd hay. 
My youthfu* heart was stowu away, 
And by thy charms, my Philly 1 
She, O Willy, ay 1 bless the grove 

Where first I own'd my maiden love, 
Whilst thou did pledge the Powers 
above 
To be my ain dear Willy. 

II 

He. As songsters of the early year 
Are ilka day mair sweet to hear, 
So ilka day to me mair dear 
And charming is my Philly. 
She, As on the brier the budding rose 

Still richer breathes, and fairer blows, 
So in my tender bosom grows 
The love I bear my Willy. 

Ill 

He, The milder sun and bluer sky, 

That crown my harvest cares wi' joy, 
Were ne'er sae welcome to my eye 
As is a sight o* Philly. 
She. The little swallow's wanton wing, 

Tho' wafting o'er the flowery spring, 
Did ne'er to me sic tidings bring 
As meeting o' my Willy. 

IV 

STe. The bee, that thro* the sunny hour 
Sips nectar in the opening flower. 



Compared wt' my delist is poor 

Upon the lips o' Philly. 
She, The woodbine in the dewy weet. 

When ev'ning shades in silence meet. 
Is nocht sae &agrant or sae sweet 

As ia a kiss o' Willy. 



He, Let Fortune's wheel at random rin, 
And fools may tyne, and knaves may 

win I 
My thoughts are a' bound np on ane. 
And that 's my ain dear Philly. 
She, What 's a* the jovs that gowd can gie ? 
I dinna care a single file I 
The lad I love 's die lad for me. 
And that 's my ain dear Willy. 

CHORUS 

He and She. For a' the joys that gowd can 

gie, 
I dinna care a single file ! 

The JJlif I love's the 



lui}^"'""'' 



And that's my ain dea> 
( Willy > 
1 Philly; 



O, WERE MY LOVE 

The second stanza is a fragment preserved 
in Herd's Collection: '^This thought is inex- 
pressibly beautiful, and, so far as I know, quite 
origfinal. It is too short for a song, else I 
would forswear you altogether except you gave 
it a place. I have often tried to eke a stanza 
to it, but in vain. After balancing myself for 
a musing five minutes on the hind-legs of my 
elbow-chair. I produced the following [ Were 
My Loi:e Yon Lilac Fair^ etc.^ The verses 
are far inferior to the foregoing, I frankly con- 
fess; but, if worthy of insertion at all. tliey 
might be first in place, as every Poet who 
knows anything of his trade will husband his 
best thoughts for a concluding stroke." (R. B. 
to Thomson, June, 1793.) 

In the Herd MS. there is also a set three 
stanzas in length : 

" O, if my love wm s pickle of wheat. 
And growing upon yon lilly white lea, 
And I myself a bonny sweet bird. 
Away with that pickle I would flia. 

** 0, if my love was a bonny red rose,** elfr 



THERE WAS A LASS 



O, WERE mf lore jon UIm Mr 

Wi' purple blossoms to the spring, 
AnH I a bird to sbelkiT tbere. 

When wearied on mj little wing, 
How I wad mourn when it was torn 

By Antnmn wild and Wbter mde I 
But I wad BJDg on wanton wing. 

When joutbfu' Ma; its bloom renev't 



O, gin my love were yon red mae, 

That grows upon the ca«tle wa', 
And I xajicl a drap o' dew 

Into her bonie breast to fa', 
O, there, beyond expression blest, 

I 'd feast on beauty a,' the night, 
Seal'd on her silk-saft fanlds to rest. 

Till fley'd awa by Fhcebus' light 1 



SLEEP'ST THOU 



Numbering ilka bud, which Nature 

Waters wi' the tears o' joy. 

Now to the streaming fountain 

Ut up the heathy mountain 
The hart, bind, and roe, freely, wildly- 

In twining hazel boweta 
His lay the linnet pours; 
The laverock to the sky 
Ascends wi' sangs o' joy, 
While the sun and thon arise to bleu the 

II 



When frae my Chloris parted, 
Sad, cheerless, broken-hearted, 
The night's gloomy shades, cloudy, dark, 

But when she charm* my sight 
In pride of Beauty's light. 
When thro' my very heart 
Her beamiue glories dart, 
T is then — 't u then X wake to life and joj I 



THERE WAS A LASS 

The hsniiDS wm Jenn M'HnnIo, daughter 
of Boms's friend, John M'Mutdo (see ante, p. 
143, Prefatory Note to To Join M-Murdi). 
To ber he sent a copy : " In the inclosed ballad 
I hsTe, I think, hit off a few outlines of yonr 
portrait. The personal charms, the poritj of 
mind, the ingsnuous naivtii of heart and man- 
ners in my heroine are, I flatter mjself, a 
pretty jnat likeness of Miss M'Mordo in a oot- 



Trerb was a lass, and she was fair I 
At kirk and market to be seen 

When a' our fairest maids were met. 
The fairest maid wa« bonie Jean. 



And ay she wrought her country warfc. 

And ay the sang sae merrilie: 
Tlie blythest bird upon the bush 
Had ne'er a lighter heart than she I 



But hawks will rob the tender joyi, 
That bless the little Untwhite's nest. 

And frost will blight the fairest flowers, 
And love will break the soundest rest. 



Toung Robie was the brawest lad, 
The flower and pride of a' the glen, 

And he had owsen, sheep, and kye. 
And wanton naigies mne or ten. 



Ho gaed wi' Jeanie to the tiyate. 
He danc'd wi' Jeanie on the down. 

And, lang ere witless Jeanie wist. 

Her heart was tint, her peace was atown ' 



At in the bosom of the stream 

The mcmn-beara dwells at dewy e'ei 

So, trembling pure, was tender love 
Within the breast of bonie Jean. 



And now sbe works ber conntry'i wark. 
And ay she sighs wi' care and pain, 

Tet wist na what her ail might be. 
Or what wad make bei w«el again. 
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vin 



Bat did na Jeanie's heart loap lighty 
And did iia joy blink in her e'e, 

As Robie tauld a tale o' love 
Ae e'enin on the lily lea ? 



IX 



While monie a bird sane sweet o' love, 
And monie a JBower blooms o'er the dale, 

His cheek to hers he aft did lay, 

And whisper'd thus his tender tale: — 



** O Jeanie fair, I lo'e thee dear. 

O, canst thou think to fancy me ? 
Or wilt thou leave thy mammie's cot, 

And learn to tent the farms wi' me ? 

XI 

** At bam or bjrre thou shalt na drudge. 
Or naething else to trouble thee. 

But stray amang the heather-bells. 
And tent the waving com wi' me.' 



» 



XII 



Now what could artless Jeanie do ? 

She had nae will to say him na 1 
At length she blush'd a sweet consent, 

And love was ay between them twa. 



THE LEA-RIG 

** On reading over TTie Lea-Rig^ I imme- 
diately set about trjring ray hand on it, and 
after aU, I could make nothings more of it than 
the following, which Heaven knows is poor 
enough." (R. B. to Thomson.) Here he prob- 
ably referred to The Lea-Rig in Johnson^s 
Museum. This is his note on it in the Inter- 
leaved Copy : '" The old words of this song are 
omitted here, though much more beautiful 
than those inserted, which were mostly com- 
posed by poor Ferg-nsson in one of his merry 
humours. The old words began thus : 

* I *ll rowe thep oVr the lea-rig, 

My ain kind deary, O, 
I Ml rowe thee o*er the lea-rig. 

My ain kind deary, O. 
▲Itho* the night were ne'er eae wat, 

And I were ne^er sae weary, 0. 
I *11 rowe thee o^er the lea-rig, 

My ain kind deary, O.' " 

A fuller set of the Museum words is in the 
Herd MS., [which] also contains a fragment, 
which is, perhaps, the archetypal origiuaL 



When o'er the hill the eastern star 

Tells bughtin time is near, my jo, 
And owsen frae the furrow'd field 

Return sae dowf and weary, O, 
Down by the burn, where scented birki 

Wi' dew are hangin clear, my jo, 
1 11 meet thee on the lea-rig, 

My ain kind dearie, O. 

II 

At midnight hour in mirkest glen 

I 'd rove, and ne'er be eerie, O, 
If thro' that glen I gaed to thee, 

My ain kind dearie, O I 
Altho' the night were ne'er sae wild. 

And I were ne'er sae weary, 0, 
I '11 meet thee on the lea^rig. 

My ain kind dearie, O. 

Ill 

The hunter lo'es the morning sun 

To rouse the mountain deer, my jo; 
At noon the fisher takes the glen 

Adown the burn to steer, my jo: 
Gie me the hour o' gloamin grey — 

It maks my heart sae cheery, O9 
To meet thee on the lea-rig, 

My ain kind dearie, O I 



MY WIFE'S A WINSOME WEE 

THING 

"In the Bxt—My Wife's a Wanton Wee 
Thing — if a few lines smooth and pretty can 
be adapted to it, it is all you can expect. The 
following I made extempore to it ; and though, 
on further study, I mig^t give you something 
more profound, yet it might not suit the light- 
horse gallop of the air, so well as this random 
clink." (R. B. to Thomson, 8th November, 
1792.) 

CHORUS 

She is a winsome wee thing. 
She is a handsome wee thing, 
She is a lo'esome wee thing. 
This sweet wee wife o' mine I 



I KRVER saw a fairer, 
I never lo'ed a dearer. 
And neist my heart I '11 wear her. 
For fear my jewel tine. 



MARY MORISON 



The warld's wiBck, we share o't; 

The war*tle and the eare o't, 

Wi' hcT r '11 blythelj hear it, 

Ami think mj lot divine. 



She ia n winsome wee thing, 
Sho IB a. linnd^ioine wee thing. 
She is a lo'eaome wee thing. 
This sweet wee wife o' miue. 



MARY MORISON 



I7M. 



■Thei 



ngpi 



BRied ;■ 



y luv 



ir huads. 

do not think it Terf remarkahle tiither for i(a 
menu or demerila." |R. B. tn TlialiuoD.) 
And Tbomaon Ht on Et for upmnla of tweaC;- 
fiTB jeara. Gilbert Bnmi told him that M>ry 
Horiion was the hpruins of some lieht iprsea 
beginning: And I'll kin Ihre art, yrl (•me anCt, 
^:!I3). She hu therefore been ideat.iSed with 
Elboa BrtrbiE. But a Maty MoriiKHi, the 
daughter of on" AdjatanC Morison, who lived 
at Manchline from 17S4. i> uiid to bavo been 
■■ beauliful as unliable, tihe died of ootiniinp- 
tioa, -20th Augnat, 1791. 



Mary, at thy window be I 

It is the wish'd, the tryated hour. 
Those smiles nud ginucea let in e see. 

That inakn the miser's treasure poor. 

How blithely wad I hide the stoura, 
A weary slave frae sun to sua, 

Could I the rich reward secure — 
The lovely Mary Morison 1 



Yestreen, when to the trembling string 

The dance gaed thro' the lighted hiT, 
To thee my fancy took iU wing, 

I sat, but neither heard or saw; 

Tho' this was fair, and that was braw. 
And yon the toast of a' the town, 

I sigli'd and said nmang them »': — 
" Ye are na Mary Morison I " 

111 

Mary, canst thnn wreck hi« peace 

Wha for thy sake wad gladly die? 
Or eanst thou break tliat heart of his 

Whase only faut is loving thee ? 

If love for love thon wilt na gie. 
At least be pity to me shown: 

A thought ungentle canna be 
The thought o' Mary MoriBon. 



MISCELLANEOUS SONGS 



More than halt the rene of Bnnu was pub- 
lished poathnmoDdj ; mora than s third of it 
withont hia aanctioa. He was eapeciallj " on- 
thnfty of hia aweeU ; " beatowing them on aU 
■nd BDndrj. aa if he had heen denied the privi- 
lege of poblication in aaj other form. Mnch 
of hii work was in the strictest aente occo- 
monal ; written " by way of viat la bagatdtr " 
on windoH-p-iops, in albums, in volnmea, io 
letter* to friends. He neier dreamed, or not 
nutil the very last, that the warid would cher- 
ish any curiosity about these fugitives ; and 
death came to bim ere the chance of dfting 
gold from dross in a fiual Editirai. Thus, his 
nniealised estate (so to apeak) was not only of 
pecnliar bulk : it was also of many qoaUties, 
•nd it was varimnly dispersed anMmg a crowd 
at owners ; so <hat he provided the gull with 



no dsfenoe against the gnD-BateheT, — he left 
the credaloDB wholly unarmed and anpropand 
against the contrivances of them that would 
deoeivs. Again, he Was accoatomed to jot 
down from reailation, or to copy from letters, 
or from odd volamss. auch Unea, such stan- 
zas, or anch whole pieoea as took his fancy ; 
and mom often than not he left hia sources 
undenoted. Withal, he would di«pat43ti songs 
got in this wsy — with or withont retouches 
— for publication, especially in Johnson'* Ifu- 
leam : and, inasmuch as he signed not all those 
envoys which were his own. the task of sepa- 
rating false from tme is one of very oonsid- 
emble di£Bcnlty. Often the probabilitie* ars 
onr only guide* ; and in these esses we have 
summarised the evidanca, and taken that dl- 
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In others, any sort of evidence is of the scant- 
est ; and what there is has been made scanter 
still by the carelessness — or the romantic hu- 
mour, to call it by no worse a name — of such 
Editors as Allan Cunningham, Hogg and 
Motherwell, and Robert Chambers. The chief 
exemplar in the other sense is certainly Scott 
Douglas, who, thouf h he seems to have pre- 
pared himself for t£e work of editing Bums 
by resolutely declining to read any one else, 
was zealous in his quest of MS. authoritiea, and, 
had he known something of literature, and 
been less given to putting on what Mr. Swin- 



burne calls ** a foolish face of praise *' over 
any and every thing his author wrote, migLt 
have g^ne far to establish a sound tradition in 
the matter of text. But such a tradition was 
scarce indicated ere it succumbed to sentimen- 
talism and pretence ; the old, hap-hazard, irre- 
sponsible convention still holds its own ; and 
editions professing to give the ** complete 
text," the " true text," the '* best text,'' and 
the like, continue to be issued, which net forth 
an abundance of proof that they are based — 
some wholly, all mainly — on the battered 
jog-trot hack-authorities of the prime. 



A RUINED FARMER 

Probably written during the crisis of Wil- 
liam Bumess's difficulties at Mount Oliphant : 
** The farm proved a ruinous bargain ; and, to 
clench the curse, we fell into the hands of a 
factor, who sat for the picture I have drawn 
of one in my tale of Two DogsJ*^ (R. B. in 
Autobiograpnical Letter.) [ISee ante, p. xix» 
and footnote.] 



Thr sun be is sunk in the west, 
All creatures retirM to rest, 
While here I sit, all sore beset 

With sorrow, grief, and woe: 
And it 's O fickle Fortune, O 1 

II 

The prosperous man is asleep, 

Nor hears how the whirlwinds sweep; 

But Misery and I must watch 

The surly tempests blow: 
And it 's O fickle Fortune, O 1 

III 

There lies the dear Partner of my breast, 
Her cares for a moment at rest t 
Must I see thee, my youthful pride, 

Thus brought so very low ? — 
And it 's O fickle Fortune, O t 

IV 

There lie my sweet babies in her arms; 
No anxious fear their little hearts alarms; 
But for their sake my heart does ache, 

With many a bitter throe: 
And it 's fickle Fortune, O 1 



I once was by Fortune carest, 
J once could relieve the distrest; 



Now life's poor support, hardly eam'dy 

My fate will scarce bestow: 
And it 's O fickle Fortune, O ! 



VI 



No comfort, no comfort I have I 
How welcome to me were the g^ve I 
But then my wife and children dear — 

O, whither would they go I 
And it 's O fickle Fortune, O 1 



VII 



O, whither, O, whither shall I turn, 
All friendless, forsaken, forlorn 7 
For in this world Rest or Peace 

I never more shall know: 
And it 's O fickle Fortune, O I 



MONTGOMERIE'S PEGGY 

** My Montgomerie^s Peggy was my deity 
for six or eight months. She had been bred, 
tho', aa the world says, without any just pre- 
tence for it, in a style of life rather elegant. 
But, as Vanburgh says in one of his combes, 
* my damned Star found me out * there too, 
for though I began the affair, merely in a gaiti 
de ccmr, or, to tell the truth, wnat would 
scarcely be believed, a vanity of showing my 
parts in courtship, particularly my abilities at 
a billet doux^ whien I always piqu'd myself 
upon, made me lay siege to her ; and when, as 
I always do in my foolish gallantries, I had 
battered myself into a very warm affection for 
her, she told me one day, in a flag of truce, 
that her fortress had been for some time before 
the rightful property of another ; but with the 
g^atest friendship and politeness, she offered 
me every alliance, except actual possession. ^^ 
(R. B.) Mrs. Beg^ stated that the girl was 
housekeeper at Coi&eld House. 
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Altho* mj bed were in yon muir, 
Araang the heather, in my plaidie, 

Yet happy, happy would I be, 

Hiid I my dear Montgomerie's Feggy. 



II 



When o'er the hill beat surly storms, 
And winter nights were dark and rainy, 

I 'd seek some dell, and in my arms 
I 'd shelter dear Montgomerie's Feggy. 



Ul 



Were I a Baron proud and high, 
And horse and servants waiting ready. 

Then a' *t wad gie o* Joy to me — 

The sharin 't with Moutgomerie's Feggy. 



THE LASS OF CESSNOCK BANKS 

The heroine is supponed to have been the 
Elison Begbie — daughter of a farmer in the 
parish of Gslston — to whom Bums made what 
was probably his first offer of marriage, in let- 
ters (1780-81), included in his published Cot' 
respondence. By some she is also supposed to 
have been the heroine of And 1 7/ Kiss Thee 
Yet {ante, p. 213). 



On Cessnock banks a lassie dwells, 
Could I describe her shape and mien I 

Our lasses a' she far excels — 

An' she has twa sparkling, rogueish een t 

n 

She 's sweeter than the morning dawn. 
When rising Fhoebus first is seen, 

And dew-drops twinkle o'er the lawn — 
An' she has twa sparkling, rogueish eenl 

ni 

She 's stately like yon youthful ash. 
That grows the cowslip braes between, 

And drinks the stream with vigour fresh — 
An' she has twa sparkling, rogueish eenl 

IV 

She 's spotless like the fiow'ring thorn 
With flow'rs so white and leaves so 
green, 

When purest in the dewy mom — 
An' she has twa sparkling, rogueiah een t 



Her looks are like the vernal May, 
Wheu ev'uiug Fhoebus shines serene. 

While birds rejoice on every spray — 
An' she has twa sparkling, rogueish eenl 



VI 



Her hair is like the curling mist. 
That climbs the mountam-sides at e'en^ 

When tiow'r-reviving rains are past — 
An' she has twa sparkling, rogueish een 1 

VII 

Her forehead 's like the show'ry bow, 
When gleaming sunbeams intervene. 

And e^ld the distant mountain's brow — 
An she has twa sparkling, rogueish een I 

vni 

Her cheeks are like yon crimson gemf 
The pride of all the flowery scene. 

Just opening on its thorny stem — 

An' she has twa sparkling, rogueish een C 

IX 

Her teeth are like the nightly snow. 
When pale the morning rises keen. 

While hid the murm'ring streamlets flow — 
An' she has twa sparkling, rogueish een 1 



Her lips are like yon cherries ripe, 
That sunny walls from Boreas screen: 

They tempt the taste and charm the sight — 
An' she has twa sparkling, rogueish een I 

XI 

Her teeth are like a flock of sheep 
With fleeces newlv washen clean, 

That slowly mount the rising steep — 
An' she has twa sparkling, rogueish een t 

XII 

Her breath is like the fragrant breeze, 
That gently stirs the blossora'd bean. 

When Fhoebns sinks behind the seas — 
An' she has twa sparkling, roguebh een t 

XIII 

Her voice is like the ev'ning thrush, 
That sings on Cessnock Minks unseen. 

While his mate sits nestling in the bnsh — 
An' she has twa sparkling, rogueish eenf 
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Bat it 'ft oot her sir, her form* her faee, 
Tbo' ^•t^^^^ Beaotj'ft fiMeH Qneen: 

Tk the miiid that ihuKS in et'rr gnet- 
Ab' ehicAf ib her rogaeifth een ! 



THO* FICKLE FORTUNE 

""As extempore vader the piimiiii off a 
hearr traia at nusfortaae*. which, indeed. 
tfateateiKd to mdo me altogether. It vaa joet 
at the ck«e of that dreadf id period m mtj o t d 
OB pof^ rth [eee amie, p. 37. rrefatorr Note to 
A frufer la At Pro^Mft nf lApocA]. and. though 
the weather has hnghtenHl op a little with 
Tct there h^ alwaji been. snee. a * tern- 
^_ - brewiaf^ round me in the ^rim skT * <d 
f utnritT. vfajch I pretty plainlr k« wilL Mfne 
time or other, perhaps ere long, overwhelm 
me. and drive me into aoane doleful dell to pine 
in oolitarT. iqualid wretehednem." (R- B.) 
He aliio itatee it to hare been written ** "■ 
mutadmi of an old Scotch waof: well 
nowog the eountrr ingle ndea." and ^ 
down one stanza thereof to mark the ** debt I 
owe to the author, as the repeating of that 
▼erw Lao lighted up mj flame a * 



laikSetdo( 



T'/Ude 
will 



of the 



lybe 



Tho* fickle Foftmie has deceiTed me 

(She promift'd fair, and perf orm'd but ill), 

Ot mistress, friends, and wealth bereaved 
m<r. 
Yet I bear a heart shall support mestilL 

n 

in act with prudence as far as I 'm able; 

But if soeeess I mart vertr find. 
Then comity Misfortnne, I bid thee wel- 



I n meet thee with an nndannted nund I 



RAGING FORTUNE 

InMribed in the FiVjf Cvmm/m Plan Book, 
September. HWn neit to TV)' Fickle Fortmme, 
*'Twas at ihm mme tima I set about eom* 



in the old 
■rUJir tAiMigh to 







O, KAGn^G Fortune's withering blast 
Has laid mj leaf full k>w ! 

O, raging Fortune's withering blmat 
Has laid mr leaf fall k>w ! 



Mr !Et^m was fair, mj bod 
Mr bloMom sweet did bk>w; 

The dew fell fresh, the sun rose mild. 
And made mj branches grow. 

ni 

But luckless Fortune's nor t hern atcnma 

Laid a' mr blossoms low ! 
But luckless Fortune's northem stonns 

Laid a* mj Moasoms low I 



MY FATHER WAS A FARMER 

**Tbe following song is a wild ikapaody, 
miverablr deficient in rersifieataoa ; bnt na tha 
sentiments are the genuine feelings of asj 
heart, for that reason I hare a partieular plea 
snre in conning it orer.** CR, B.) It fniatly 
re«rmble9 a mm^ in an old chnp nt Abbota- 
ford. Mf Fatkir was a Farmer^ amd a Farmer's 
Son am L 



Mt father was a farmer upon the Cairick 

border, O, 
And carefully he bred me in deeencj and 

order, O. 
He bade me act a manly part, thongh I 

had ne*er a farthing, O, 
For without an honest, manly heazt no 

man was worth regarding, O. 

n 

Then out into the world mj comae I did 

determine, O: 
Tho' to be rieh was not mj wish, yet to be 

great was charming. O. 
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My talents tbej were not the wont, nor 

yet my education, O — 
Resoly d was I at least to try to 

sitoation, O. 



try to mend my 



in 



In many a way and Tain essay I courted 

Fortune's favonr, O: 
Some cause unseen still stept between to 

frustrate each endeavour, O. 
Sometimes by foes I was o'erpower'd, 

sometimes by friends forsaken, O, 
And when my hope was at the top, I still 

was worst mistaken, O* 

IV 

Then sore harass'd, and tir'd at last with 

Fortune's vain delusion, O, 
I dropt my schemes like idle dreams, and 

came to this conclusion, O: — 
The past was bad, and the future hid; its 

good or ill untriM, O, 
But the present hour was in my pow'r, and 

so I would enjoy it, O. 



No help, nor hope, nor view had I, nor 

person to befriend me, O; 
So I must toil, and sweat, and broil, and 

labour to sustain me, O I 
To plough and sow, to reap and mow, my 

father bred me early, O: 
For one, he said, to labour bred was a 

match for Fortune fairly, O. 

VI 

Thus all obscure, unknown, and poor, thro' 
life I 'm doom'd to wander, O, 

Till down my weary bones I lay in ever- 
lasting slumoer, O. 

No view nor care, but shun whatever might 
breed me pain or sorrow, O, 

I live to^y as well's I may, regardless 
of to-morrow, O I 

vn 

fint, cheerful still, I am as well as a mon- 
arch in a palace, O, 

Tho' Fortune's frown still hunts me down, 
with all her wonted malice, O: 

I make indeed my daily bread, but ne'er 
can make it farther, O, 

Bnt, as daiiy bread is all I need, I do not 
much regard her, O. 



VIII 

When sometimes by my labour I earn % 

little money, O, 
Some unforeseen misfortune comes gen'« 

rally upon me, : 
Mischance, mistake, or by neglect, or mj 

good-natur'd folly, O — 
But, come what will, I've sworn it stil^ 

I 'U ne'er be melancholy, O. 

IX 

All you who follow wealth and power with 
unremitting ardour, O, 

The more in this you look for bliss, yoa 
leave your view the farther, O. 

Had you the wealth Potosi boasts, or na- 
tions to adore you, O, 

A cheerful, honest-hearted clown I will 
prefer before you, O 1 



O, LEAVE NOVELS 



O, LEAVE nov^s, ye Manchline belles — 
Ye 're safer at your spinning-wheel 1 

Such witching books are baited hooks 
For rakish rooks like Rob MossgieL 

n 

Your fine Tom Jones and Grandisons 
They make your youthful fancies reel I 

They heat your brains, and fire your veinSi 
Aiid then you *re prey for Rob MossgieL 

III 

Beware a tongue that's smoothly hunr, 
A heart that warmly seems to feel 1 

That feeling heart but acts a part, — 
'T is rakish art in Rob MossgieL 

iv 

The frank address, the soft caress 

Are worse than poisoned darts of steeli 

The frank address and politesse 
Are all finesse in Rob MossgieL 



THE MAUCHLINE LADY 

The Mauchliae lady was no doubt Jeao 
Azmoor. 
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When first I came to Stewart Kyle, 
My mind it was na steady: 

Where'er I gaed, where'er I rade, 
A mustress still I had ay. 



II 



But when I came roun' by Maachline toon, 

Not dreadin anybody, 
My heart was caneht, before I thonghty 

And by a Mauchline huiy. 



ONE NIGHT AS I DID WANDER 

One night as I did wander, 

When com begins to shoot, 
I sat me down to ponder 

Upon an auld tree-root: 
Aula Ayr ran by before me. 

And bicker'd to the seas; 
A cnshat crooded o'er me, 

That echoed through the treeSi 



THERE WAS A LAD 

CHORUS 

Robin was a rovin boy, 

Rantin, rovin, rantin, rovin, 

Robin was a rovin boy, 
Rantin, rovin Robin I 



There was a lad was bom in Kyle, 
But whatna day o' whatna style, 
I doubt it 's hardly worth the while 
To be sae nice wi' Robin. 

II 

Our monarch's hindmost year but ane 
Was five and twenty days beenn 
*T was then a blast o' Janwar win' 
Blew hansel in on Robin. 

Ill 

The gossip keekit in his loof, 

Quo' scho : — ** Wha lives will see the 

proof, 
This waly boy will be nae coof : 
I think we 11 ca' him Robin. 



IV 



'* He 11 hae misfortunes great an' 
But ay a heart aboon them a'. 
He 11 be a credit till us a': 
We '11 a' be proud o' Robin 1 



** But sure as three times three mak nine, 
I see by ilka score and line, 
This chap will dearly like oar kin', 
So leeze me on thee, Robin I 

VI 

"Quid faith," quo' scho, **1 donbt yon, 

stir, 
Ye gar the lasses lie aspar; 
But twenty f auts ye may hae wanr — 
So blessins on thee, Robin I " 

CHORUS 

Robin was a rovin boy, 

Rantin, rovin, rantm, rovin, 

Robin was a rovin boy, 
Rantin, rovin Robin 1 



WILL YE GO TO THE INDIES, 

MY MARY 

Sent to Thomson in October, 1792, as a sub- 
stitute for Will Ye Gang to the Ewe-hughu, 
Marion f which Thomson, like the pedant he 
was, could not approve. **In my very early 
years, when I was thinking of going to the 
West Indies, 1 took the following farewell of a 
dear g^l. It is quite trifling, and has nothing 
of the merits of Ewe^mghts^ hot it will fiU 
up this page.'^ Thomson replied that he did 
not mean to supplant The Ewe-bughts, and 
that what he wanted Bums to do was to try 
his **hand on some of the inferior stanzas." 
Bums took not the hint; nor did Thomson 
accept his song : ** This is a very poor song, 
whicn I do not mean to include in my Collec- 
tion.*' For Mary Campbell, the supposed 
heroine (though this is at least doubtful), see 
ante^ p. 204, Prefatory Note to My Highland 
Lassie, O [and post^ d. 343, notes to the same, 
also the account in Mr. Henley's essay, on^ 
pp. xxxviii-xlii]. 



Will ye go to the Indies, my Mary, 
And leave auld Scotia's shore ? 

Will ye go to the Indies, my Mary, 
Across th' Atlantic roar ? 
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II 



O, Bweet grows the lime and the orange, 

And the apple on the pine; 
But a' the charms o' the Indies 

Can never equal thine. 



Ill 



I hae sworn by the Heavens to my Mary, 
' I hae sworn by the Heavens to be true, 
And sae may the Heavens forget me, 
When I forget my vow t 



IV 



O, plight me your faith, my Mary, 
And plight me your lily-white hand I 

O, plight me your faith, my Mary, 
Before I leave Scotia's strand 1 



We hae pliehted our troth, my Mary, 

In mutual affection to join; 
And curst be the cause that shall part as I 

The hour and the moment o' time 1 



HER FLOWING LOCKS 



Her flowing locks, the raven's wing, 
Adown her neck and bosom hing. 
How sweet unto that breast to cling, 
And round that neck entwine her 1 

II 

Her lips are roses wat wi' dew — 
O, what a feast, her bonie mou I 
Her cheeks a mair celestial hue, 
A crimson still diviner I 



THE LASS O' BALLOCHMYLE 

Sent to Miss Wilhelminia Alexander in a 
letter of 18th November, 1786 : '* The enoloeed 
tong was the work of my return home, and 
perhaps but poorly answers what might have 
been expected from such a scene. I am going 
to print a second edition of my Poems, but can- 
not insert those verses without your permis- 
siou/* The lady took no notice of the reauest ; 
but a MS. copy sets forth this note : The 
above song cannot be published without the 
sonsent of the lady, which I have desired a 



common friend to ask." In all probability 
this was the copy submitted to the **jnry of 
literati *^ in Edinburgh. It went unpublished 
— not becanse the writer could not get Miss 
Alexander's consent, but because it and a 
song on Miss Peg^gy Kennedy ( Young Peggy, 
ante, p. 201) were ** found defanuitory libels 
M^ainst the fastidious powers of Poesy and 
Taste.*' In Polyhymnia it is stated to ^ have 
been composed by Robert Bums, from the 
emotions of g^titude and esteem which he 
felt for the worthy family, for the kindness 
and attention they had shewn him " — a rather 
too Platonic theory of its origin. 

Miss Wilhelminia Alexander was the sister 
of Claud Alexander, who succeeded the White- 
foords in Ballochmyle. She is referred to in 
one of the suppressed stanzas of The Vition : 

** While lorely WilbelminU warms 
The coldert heftrt.'* 

Later in life she set a higher price than erst 
upon the compliment designed in Boms's 
verses. She died unmarried, as late as 1843. 



'T WAS even : the dewy fields were green. 

On every blade the pearls hang, 
The zephyr wanton'd round the bean. 

And Dore its fragrant sweets alang. 

In ev'ry glen the mavis sang, 
All nature ust'ning seem'd the while. 

Except where greenwood echoes rang 
Amang the braes o' Ballochmyle. 

n 

With careless step I onward stray'd. 

My heart rejoic'd in Nature's joy, 
When, musing in a lonely glade, 

A maiden fair I chanc'd to spy. 

Her look was like the Morning's eye^ 
Her air like Nature's vernal smue. 

Perfection whisper'd, passing by: — 
*< Behold the lass of Ballochmyle 1 " 

III 

Fair is the mom in flowery May, 

And sweet is night in autumn mild. 
When roving thro the garden gay, 

Or wand 'ring in the lonelv wild ; 

But woman, r^ature's darling child — 
There all her charms she does compile I 

Even there her other works are foil'd 
By the bonie lass o' Ballochmyle. 

IV 

O, had she been a country maid, 
And I the happy country swain. 
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Tho' sheltered iu the lowest shed 
That ever rose oo Scotia's phiin, 
Thro' weary winter's wind and rain 

With joy, with rapture, I would toil, 
Aua nightly to my bosom strain 

The bonie lass o' Ballochmyle I 



Then Pride might climb the slipp'ry steep, 
Where fame and honours lofty shine, 

And thirst of gold might tempt the deep, 
Or downward seek the Indian mine I 
Give me the cot below the pine. 

To tend the flocks or till the soil, 
And ev'ry day have joys divine 

With the bonie lass o' ballochmyle. 



THE NIGHT WAS STILL 

The MS. was given to one of the daughters 
of Dr. I^awrie of Newmilns, and commemo- 
rates a dance — when Bums for the first time 
b^Mud the spinet — in the nuinae of Newmilns 
on the banks of Irvine. (See ante, p. 70, Pre- 
fatory Note to Prayer : O Thou Dread Power,) 



The night was still, and o'er the hill 
The moon shone on the castle wa\ 

The mavis sang, while dew-drops haog 
Around her on the castle wa': 

II 

Sai^ merrily they danc'd the ring 
Frae eenin' till the cock did craw. 

And ay the o'erword o' the spring 

Was: — '* Irvine's bairns are bonie a' 1 ** 



MASONIC SONG 

Said to have been recited by Bums at his 
■dnuflsion as an honorary member of the Kil- 
winning St. John's Lodge, Kilmarnock* 26th 
October, 1786. *' WilUe '' was Major WiUiam 
Parker, Gbind Master. (See ante, p. 139, Pre- 
fatory Note to To Hugh Parker,) 



Ye sons of old Killie, assembled by Willie 
To follow the noble vocatioDy 



Your thrifty old mother has scarce sueh 
another 
To sit iu that honoorM station I 
I 've little to say, but only to pray 

(As praying 's the ton of your fashioL). 
A prayer from the Muse you well may ex- 
cuse 
CT is seldom her favoorite passion): — 



u 



<( 



and 



Ye Powers who preside o'er the 

the tide. 

Who mark^ each element's border. 
Who form^ this frame with beneficent 



aim. 



Whose sovereign statute is order. 
Within this dear mansion may wayward 
Contention 

Or wither^ Envy ne'er enter t 
May Secrecy round be the mystical boundy 

And brotherly Love be the centre I " 



THE BONIE MOOR-HEN 

CHORUS 

I rede you, beware at the hunting, young 

men t 
I rede you, beware at the hunting, young 

men I 
Take some on the wing, and some as 

they spring. 
But canuily steal on a bonie moor-hen. 



The heather was blooming, the meadows 

were mawn. 
Our lads gaed a-hunting ae day at the 

dawn, 
O'er moors and o'er mosses and monie a 

glen: 
At length they discovered a bonie moor* 

hen. 

n 

Sweet-brushing the dew from the brown 

heather liells, 
Her colours be tray 'd her on yon mossy 

foils ! 
Her plinna?^ ontlnstred the pride o' the 

spring. 
And O, ns Khe wanton'd sae gay on the 

wi'"^. 



THE BONIE LASS OF ALBANIE 



In suite at ber plumage he ttyid bia skill: 
He lerel'd hii raja where she bask'd on 

the brae — 
Uls njs wen outshoae, and bat tnafk'd' 

where ahe U; ! 

Hey banted the valley, the; bnnted the 

bill, 
Tbe best of our lads wi' the beat o' their 

skill i 
Biit still as tbe fairest she aat in their aight, 
TbeD,whirrl she was over, a mile at a flight. 

CHORUS 
I rado yon, beware at the hnDling, young 
I rede yoo, beware at the bunting, yonng 



Take some on the wing, and 

they spring. 
But cannily steal 



bonie moor-hen. 



HERE'S A BOTTLE 



But Um olMnful ud tha f^j, nun. 

Gilbert Burns ■iproMcil to Cromek bis 
doubts uf liobert's authonbip; but he mky 
have been iniluanDeil b; ■ dean to disuaouiata 
his brother from Iba Hntiment of the (one. 
In any case it -wn pooibl; ■nggested b; 7%9 
Boole and Friend, in the Damon and PhiUtM 
Oarland. included to tbe BeU CoUeotion at 
Abbotaford: 

" Brtidit gtoiy 1* ■ tarifl* ua u li amUtioii, 
I deaplH ■ IsiM bHit ud a InTtr MmdiUaD, 
War pride )■ m foUr, for It 1 11 not teotmi. 
But 1 <rlll en"— — " ^-^' J '-" — -■ - 



euloj Ri]t bottle ud f rind i 
u ■ IllUa dcae roan 

Bo BHt and » trim, 
O Ihara I win ni|OT 

Hf boMl* and Iibud," ate. 



Hkri! 'b a bottle and an honest man I 
Whitt wad ye wish fot mair, man ? 

Wha kens, before his life may end. 
What hia share tDt; be o' oace, man ' 



And u: . „ . 

Believe me, Happiness is shy. 
And comes not a.j when sought, a 



THE BONIE LASS OF ALBANIE 

Chariotte Stowt, dang^htar of Charles Ed- 
ward, the "Young Pielendec," by QementinB 
WalkindiBw, was baptized 29tb October. 17B3 
iMf.inaire in the Hiuiattoe des Affairas Etran- 
^lea, for an eitmot from which we an indebted 
to til. Andnw Lang). In the register of bap- 
tisms at Litee, tbe obild ia entered as the 
dsoghter of D. Johnson and tbe noble dame 
Charlotte Pitt ; and tbero is other clear evi- 
dence that, though at this time Cbstles treated 
Mi» Wslhinsbaw as his wife, sbe neither was 
married to hi"! nor supposed nerself to be his 
wife. After Cbarless sepiuation from bis 
wife, the Counteaa of Albauj, he sent for his 
illuitiniate daughter Charlotte, who abode 
with him tiU his death, 30tk Jannai?, 1786. 
In nSi be made oat letters of legitimation, 
and these were cooflrmed by the Parlemeut of 
Paris, Hth December, 1787, when she took tbe 
style of Duchess of Albany. But the legiti- 
mation did not imply (as wsa supposed at the 
time in England, and aa, of course, was credited 
by Bums) that Him Walkinahaw had been 
married to tbe Prume, bat rather that Mim 
Wallduahaw bad not. She died soon after her 
father. 



Mr heart is wae, and nnoo wae. 
To think Dpon the raging sea, 

That roars between bee gordeoa green 
An' the bonie lass of Albanie. 



This noble maid 's of ro;n>l blood, 
That rulbd Albion's kingdoms three; 

Bnt O, alas for ber bonie face I 
Tbey bae wraoged tbe lass ot Albania. 



Id the Tolling tide of spreading Clyde 
There aits an isle of high depee. 

And a town of fatne, whose pnnoely nai 
Should grace the lasa of Albanie. 
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IV 



But there is a youth, a witless youth, 
That fills the place where she should be: 

We '11 send him o'er to his native shore, 
And bring oop aiu sweet Albanie I 



Alas the day, and woe the day I 

A false usurper wan the gree, 
Who now commands the towers and lands, 

The royal right of Albanie. 

VI 

We 11 daily pray, we *11 nightly pray. 
On bended knees most fervently, 

That the time may come, with pipe and 
drum 
We 11 welcome hame fair Albanie. 



AMANG THE TREES 

Written in honour of Niel Gow (1727-1807), 
the faraouA fiddler, whom Bums met during 
his Nortbem tour in 1787. 



Amano the trees, where humming bees 

At buds and flowers were hinging, O, 
Auld Caledon drew out her drone, 

And to her pipe was singing, O. 
"Twas Pibroch, Sang, Strathspeys and 
Reels — 

She dirPd them aff fu' clearly, O, 
When there cam' a yell o' foreign squeels, 

That dang her tapsalteerie, O I 

n 

Theii* capon craws an' queer " ha, ha's," 

They made our lugs grow eerie, O. 
The hungry bike did scrape and fyke. 

Till we were wae and weary, O. 
But a royal ghaist, wha ance was cas'd 

A prisoner aughteen year awa, 
He fir'd a Fiddler in the North, 

That dang them tapsalteerie, O ! 



THE CHEVALIER'S LAMENT 

''Yesterday, my dear sir, as I was riding 
thro' a track of melancholy, joyless mairs, be- 
tween Galloway and Ayrriiire, it being Sun- 



day, I turned my thoughts to psalms and 
hymns, and spiritual songs, and your favourite 
air, Capt. O Kean, coming at length in my 
head, I tried these words to it. You will see 
that the first part of the tune must be re- 
peated.' ' (Burns to Cleghom, Slst March, 
1788.) Only stanza i. was sent to Cleghom at 
that time. " If I could hit on another stanza 
equal to TAe Small Birds Bejoice, I do myself 
honestly avow that I think it a very superior 
song." (R. B. to Thomson, Jst April, 1703.) 
He sent no more to Thomson either. 



The small birds rejoice in the green leaves 
returning. 
The murmuring streamlet winds dear 
thro' the vale. 
The primroses blow in the dews of the 
morning, 
And wild scatter'd cowslips bedeck the 
green dale: 
But what can give pleasure, or what 

can seem fair. 
When the lingering moments ore 
number'd by care ? 

No flow'rs gaily springing. 
Nor birds sweetly singing, 
Can soothe the sad bosom of joyless 
despair I 

n 

The deed that I dar'd, could it merit their 
malice, 
A king and a father to place on his 
throne ? 
His right are these hills, and his right are 
those valleys, 
Where the wild beasts find shelter, tho' 
I can find none t 
But 't is not my su£E*ring8 thus 

wretched, forlorn — 
My brave gallant friends, 'tis your 
ruin I mourn ! 

Your faith prov'd so loyal 
In hot bloody trial, 
Alas I can I make it no better return ? 



YESTREEN I HAD A PINT O' 

WINE 

The Anna of the song was Anna Park, niece 
of Mrs. Hyslop of the Qlobe Tavern, Dumfries. 
She bore a daughter to Bums, 31st March, 
1791, which was first sent to Mossgiel, and af- 



SWEET ARE THE BANKS 



iL According to dutmbcT* it *■■ Mn. Bnras'i 
pl^n duty BO to do, uuAmach us if ahe had u't 
gone to riiit relatiTH in Ajnhire, ud thni 
proTided hei ipoiue witli both u opportiimt; 
Hkd an ezcuM, Uie child woold navcrhkre been 
begotten. Be thii aa it may , nothii^ ii known 
of the mother'! after-life. Indeed, aha a aud 
bj Bome to have died in childbed of thia Birl. 

The aong *B8 sent to ThomKiii in April, 
1703 : " S^iherds, I Have Latt Mg Lout a to 
me a beaventy aii — vhat would yon think of 
a let of Soote varse* to it ? I hsTc nude one, » 
good while ago, which I think ia tha beet lore 



a lady 'a 
plauMi I 



lan- 

it witk 



li pl"> 
my beat complimanta to Mr. 
•lao encloaa an altaed not amended oopj for 
yoa, if yon chooae to aet tha tnna to it, un let 
tlM Iiiah nnaa toUow." (R. B.) 



Trstbebh I bad a pint o' wi 
A place where bodv mw iu 

Yestreea la; on thia breaat o' 
The gowden locks of Amu 



The hnoerf Jew in wildemesa 
Bejoieiii^ o'er bis nuuma 

Was oaething to my hine; bliu 
UpoD the lips of Anna 1 



Te monarchs take the East and Wert 

Frse Indus to Savannah : 
Gie me within my atnuning gnsp 

The melting form of Aima 1 



nien 1 11 despise Imperial charms, 
An Empress or SultAno, 



Awa, thou pale L 
Ilk Star, j^ bide tb; twinkling ray, 
'o meet m J Anna I 






Come, in thy raven plnmage, Ni^bt 
(Sun, Uoon, and Stars, withdrawn t^. 



And bring an Angel-pen to write 
Hj transports with mj Anua I 



POSTSCRIPT 



The Kirk an' Stat« may join, and tell 
To do aic things I maunna: 

The Kirk an' State may gas to Hell, 
And I '11 gae to my Anna. 



She is the sonshine o' my e'e. 
To live but her I canoa: 

Had I on earth but wishes three. 
The first should be my Anna. 



SWEET ARE THE BANKS 

of which the lao 




i^ham, Hill March, 1791: " Hy 
song- ia intended to git^ to a Strathspey reel (J 
which I am very fond, called in Cnmming's 
eolleation of Strathapeya, BaOendidock-t Red; 
and in other oolleotioiu that I haie met with 
it is known by tha name of Canddnmrt. It 
take! three atAnzaa of fonr lines each to go 
thiongh Che whole tana." (R. B.) 



SwxET are the banks, the banks o' Doon, 

The spreading flowen are fair, 
And everything is blythe and glad, 

But I am fu^o' care. 
Tlou 11 break my heart, thon bonie bird, 

That sings apon the bough I 
^on minds me o' the happy days 

When my fause Luve was true. 
Tbou '11 break my heart, thou boDie birdf 

That sings beside thy mate, 
For sae I sat, and sae I song, 

And wist na a' raj fate I 



Aft bae I rov'd by bonie Doon, 
"" the woodlnne twine. 
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Wi' lightsome heart I pu'd a rose 

UpoD its thorny tree, 
But my fause lover staw my rose, 

And left the thorn wi* me. 
Wi' lightsome heart I pa'd a rose 

Upon a mom in June, 
And sae I tioarish'd on the mom, 

And sae was pa'd or noon. 



YE FLOWERY BANKS 

The second set of Sweet are the Banks, Sent 
in an undated letter — prohably of March, 
1791 — to John BaUantine of Ayr: *' While 
here I sit^ sad and solitary, by the side of a 
fire in a little country inn, and drying my vet 
clothes, in pops a poor fellow of a sodger, and 
tells me he is going to A3rr. By heavens ! say 
I to myself, with a tide of ^ood spirits which 
the magic of that sound * Auld Toon of Ayr ' 
conjured up, I will send my last song to Mr. 
Ballantme.^' (R. B.) 



Ye flowery banks o' bonie Doon, 
How can ye blume sae fair ? 

How can ye chant, ye little birds, 
And I sae fu' o' care 7 

II 

Thou 11 break my heart, thou bonie bird, 

That sings upon the bough: 
Thon minds me o' the happy days 

When my fause Luy^ was true t 

m 

Thon 11 break my heart, thou bonie bird, 

That sings beside thy mate: 
For sae I sat, and sae t sang. 

And wist na o' my fate 1 

IV 

Aft hae I roy'd by bonie Doon 

To see the woodbine twine, 
And ilka bird sang o' its luye, 

And sae did I a mine. 



Wi' lightsome heart I pu'd a rose 
Frae aff its thorny tree, 

And my fanse luyer staw my rose, 
But left the thorn wi' me. 



CALEDONIA 



There was on a time, but old Time was 
then young. 
That braye Caledonia, the chief of her 
line. 
From some of your northern deities spruns^ 
(Who knows not that brave Caledonia ? 
diyine ?). 
From Tweed to the Orcades was her do- 
main. 
To hunt, or to pasture, or do what she 
would. 
Her heav'nly relations there fiz^ her reign. 
And pled^d her their godheads to war- 
rant it good. 

II 

A lambkin in peace but a lion in war. 
The pride of her kindred the heroine 
grew. 
Her grandsire, old Odin, triumphantly 
swore: — 
<* Whoe'er shall proyoke thee, th' en- 
counter shall rue ! " 
With tillage or pasture at times she would 
sport, 
To feed her fair flocks by her green 
rustling corn ; 
But chiefly the woods were her fay'rite 
resort. 
Her darling amusement the hounds and 
the horn. 

Ill 

Long quiet she reign'd, till thitherward 
steers 
A flight of bold eagles from Adria's 
strand. 
Repeated, successiye, for many long years, 
They darken'd the air, and they plun- 
der'd the land. 
Their pounces were murder, and horror 
their cry; 
They 'd conqner'd and rayag'd a world 
beside. 
She took to her hills, and her arrows let fly — 
The daring inyaders, they fled or they 
died I 

IV 

The Cameleon-Sayage distnrb'd her repose, 
With tumult, disquiet, rebellion, and 
strife. 



WHEN FIRST I SAW 



Prorok'd beyond beariDf^, at Iwt ahe uom, 
And robbed him at once of hii bopea and 
his life. 
Tbe Anglian Lion, the terror of Prance, 
Oft, ))TOwliDg, enaanguin'd the Tweed's 
silver flood. 
But, taught b; tbe bright Caledonitui lance, 
He learned to fear in his own native 



Tbe tell Harpy-BavoD took wing from the 

Tbe scourge of the aeas, and the dread 
of the shore; 
The wild Scandinavian Boar iaaned forth 

To wanton in carnage and wallow in gore ; 
O'er countries and kingdoms their fni; 
prevnil'd. 
No arts oould appease them, no arms 
could repel; 
But bmTe Caledonia in rain they assail'd, 
As Largs well can witness, and Lon- 
oartie tell. 



Thus bold, independent, nnconqner'd, and 

Her bright coarse of glory for ever shall 

For brave Caledonia immortal must be, 
I '11 prove it from Euclid as clear as the 

Rectangle-triangle, the flgnre we'll obnse; 
Tbe npright is Chance, and old Time is 
the Mse, 
But brave Caledonia 'i tbe bypotbennse; 
Then, ergo, she 11 match them, and match 
them always I 



Oiig-inally inHribed on a orrital tumbler, 
now at Abbotaford, thg song ii laodolled on 
the ume Jacabitiim u IdcJy PoUy SUwarl. 
(See ante. p. 269. See >1» aiiU, p. 146, To 
WiUiaa Stemirt.) Stawart, who waafaotor at 
Closebnm, died in 1812. 

CKOKUS 



rer that blooms in 
That s half sac welcome 's thon art I 



There's ne' 



CoHE, bumpers high I express yonr joy I 
Tbe bowl we maun renew it — 

Tbe tappet hen, gae bring her ben, 
To welcome Willie Stewart 1 



May 
Th 



Wt wtfU]gs thee, Willie Stewart I 

CHORUS 

You're welcome, Willie Stewart I 
YoD 're welcome, Willie Stewart I 

There 's ne'er a flower that blooms is 
Mav, 
That s half sae welcome 'a thon art I 



WHEN FIRST I SAW 

Chamber* atates that tbe benone was tfi« 
Jean Jeftrej. whom Bonu celebrated in 7%c 
Btue-^^td Laaie (see aMf, p. 230, Pretatorj 
Note to Tht Blue-tffd LauiA. But the saw 
is BO poor that, hul not Alexander Smith (Edl- 
tiou 1868) collated tha text " with a copy in 
the poet's handwritii^," irn nhnnlrl hirn nlaainrl 
it with the " Improbablea." 

CHORUS 



She 's aye sae bonie, blithe and gay, 
O, gin I were her dearie I 



When 6r*t I saw fair Jeanie't fiuM, 

I conldna tell what ul'd me: 
My heart went fluttering pit-a-pat, 

My een they almoat fsird me. 
She 's aye sae neat, see trim, sae tight, 

All grace does round her hover I 
Ae look depriv'd me o' my heart, 

Aikl I became her lover. 



Had I Dnndas's whole estate, 
Or Hopetmin's wealth to •biiw In; 
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Did warlike laurels crown my brow, 
Or humbler bays entwining; 

I 'd lay them a' at Jeanie's feet, 
Could I but hope to move her, 

And, prouder than a belted knight, 
I 'd be my Jeanie's loyer. 

ni 

But sair I fear some happier swain 

Has gain'd my Jeanie's favour. 
If so, may every bliss be hers. 

Though I maun never have her t 
But gang she east, or gang she west, 

T wixt Forth and Tweed all over. 
While men have eyes, or ears, or taste. 

She '11 always find a lover. 

CHORUS 

She 's aye, aye sae blithe, sae gay, 
She 's aye sae blithe and cheerie. 

She *s aye sae bonie, blithe and gay, 
O, gin I were her dearie 1 



BEHOLD THE HOUR 



FIRST SET 



Behold the hour, the boat, arrive I 
My dearest Nancy, O, farewell ! 

Sever'd frae thee, can I survive, 
Frae thee whom I hae lov'd sae well ? 

II 

Endless and deep shall be my grief, 
Nae ray of comfort shall I see, 

But this most precious, dear belief. 
That thou wilt still remember me. 

Ill 

Along the solitary shore. 

Where flitting sea-fowl round me cry. 
Across the rolling, dashing roar, 

I '11 westward turn my ¥ri8tful eye. 

IV 

" Happy thou Indian grove," I Tl say, 
** Where now my Nancy's path shall be ! 

While thro' your sweets she holds her way, 
O, tell me, does she muse on me 7 " 



HERE'S A HEALTH TO THEM 
THAT'S AWA 



Here *8 a health to them that 's awa. 
Here 's a health to them that 's awa I 
And wha winna wish guid luck to our cause, 
May never guid luck be their fa' t 
It 's guid to be merry and wise. 
It s guid to be honest and true. 
It 's guid to support Caledonia's cause 
And bide oy the buff and the blue. 

II 

Here 's a health to them that *s awa. 
Here 's a health to them that 's awa I 
Here 's a health to Charlie, the chief o' the 
clan, 
Altho' that his band be sma' t 
May Liberty meet wi' success. 
May prudence protect her frae evil t 
May tyrants and Tyranny tine i' the mist 
And wander their way to the Devil I 

III 

Here 's a health to them that 's awa. 
Here 's a health to them that 's awa t 
Here 's a health to Tammie, the Norlan' 
laddie. 
That lives at the lug o' the Law t 
Here 's freedom to them that wad read. 
Here's freedom to them that would 
write ! 
There's nane ever fear'd that the tmtk 
should be heard, 
But they whom the truth would in* 
ditel 

XV 

Here 's a health to them that 's awa, 
An' here 's to them that 's awa 1 
Here 's to Maitland and Wycombe I Let 
wha does na like 'em 
Be built in a hole in the wa' t 
Here 's timmer that 's red at the heart, 
Here 's fruit that is sound at the core. 
And may he that wad turn the buff and 
blue coat 
Be tum'd to the back o' the door I 



Here 's a health to them that 's awa, 
Here 's a health to them that 's awa. 



PHILLIS THE FAIR 



Uer« 'a Cliieftun M'Leod, k chieftain worth 
gowd, 
Tho' bred anisng mouDtaina o snaw I 
Here 'a fiieDds on baith sides o' the Firth, 
Aad friends oD boith sides o' the Tweed, 
And whn wad betra; old Alluoa's right, 
Uay they never eat of her bread t 



AH, CHLORIS 



Ah, Chloris. since it niaj not be 

That tboii ^if love wilt heap, 
If from the lover thou maun flee, 

Yet let the friend be dear I 
II 
Altho' I love mj Chloris wair 

Than ever tou^e could tell. 
My passion I will ne'er declare — 

X 11 say, I wish thee weU. 
Ill 
Tho' a' my daily care tbon art, 

And a' my nightly dream, 
I II bide the struggle in my heart, 

And say it is esteem. 



PRETTY PEG 



As I gaed np by yon |;ate-end, 
When day was wann weary, 

Wlia did I meet come down the street 
But pretty Peg, my dearie 7 



Her air so sweet, her shape complete, 
Wi' Dae proportion wanting — 

The Queen of Love could never move 
Wi' motion mair enchanting I 



With linked hands we took the sands 
Down by yon winding river; 

And O I that hour, andshady how'r. 
Can I forget it? Never 1 



MEG O' THE MILL 



SECOND SET 

Sent to Tbomson, April, 1793, along with 
Thtre If a« a Laa. " 1 know these songs ate 
not to have the lock to please you, else you 
mi^ht ba weloame to them." (R. B.) It was 
wnttan for Jacku Hume'* Lament. Thomson 
asked bim to write another song to this air, 
but he replied: "My •ong. Sen Ye What 
Meg o' tilt Mill Hat Gottett. pdesHs ms so much 
that I cannot try my hand at anoEher song to 
the same air ; so 1 shall not attempt it. I 
know van will Isnzh at this ; hut ilka man 
wean his belt his ain gait" For the &nt set 



O, KEN ye what Meg o' the mill has gotten ? 
An' ken ye what Meg o' the mill has gotten ? 
She 's gotten a coof wi' a claute o' siUer, 
And broken the heart o' the bailey miller 1 



The miller was strappin, tbe miller wM 

A heart tike a lord, and a hne like a lady. 
TiYie laird was a widdifu', bleerit knurl — 
She's left the guid fellow, and toen the 



Tbe miller, he hecht her a heart leal and 

The laird did address hec wi' matter more 

moving: 
A fine pacing-horse wi* a clear, chainM 

bridle, 
A whip by her side, and a bonia side saddle I 



O, wae on tbe siller — it is sae prevailing I 
And wae on the love that is fixed on a 

mulen t 
A tocher's nae word in a tme lover's pari, 
fiut gie me my love and a fig for the warl I 



PHILLIS THE FAIR 



1. Angnst, naS. " I like- 



will probably think with Uttle • 
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is such a damned, orampti out-of-the-way mea- 
■are, that I despair of doing anything better 
to it. ... So mach for namby-pamby. I may, 
after all, try my hand on it in iScots Terse. 
There I always find myself at home.** Thom- 
son replied that he would be glad to see Bums 
" give Bobin Adair a ^3cottish dress," but that 
« Peter " wa. fnrnidiiDg Urn with hi EDgluOi 
smt. 

I 

While larks with little wing 

Fanned the pure air, 
Viewing the breathing Spring, 

Forth I did fare. 
Gay, the sun's golden eye 
Peep'd o'er the mountains high; 
** Such thy bloom," did I cry — 
«» PhUlifl the fair ! " 

II 

In each bird's careless song, 

Glad, I did share; 
While yon wild flowers among, 

Chance led me there. 
Sweet to the opening day. 
Rosebuds bent the dewy spray; 
" Such thy bloom," did 1 say — 
« Phillis the fair I " 

III 

Down in a shady walk 

Doves cooing were; 
I mark'd the cruel hawk 

Caueht in a snare. 
So kind may Fortune be ! 
Such make his destiny. 
He who would injure thee, 
PhiUis the fair 1 



III 



0,SAW YE MY DEAR, MY PHILLY 



0, SAW ye my Dear, my Philly ? 
O, saw ye my Dear, my Philly ? 
She 's down i' the grove, she 's wi' a new 
love. 
She winna come hame to her Willy. 

II 

What says she my Dear, my Philly ? 
What says she my Dear, my Philly ? 
She lets thee to wit she has thee forgot, 
A^d for ever disowns thee, her Willy. 



O, had I ne'er seen thee, my Philly I 
O, had I ne'er seen thee, my Philly I 
As light as the air, and fause as thou s fair, 
Thou 's broken the heart o' thy Willy. 



'TWAS NA HER BONIE BLUE E'E 



'TWAS na her bonie blue e*e was my ruin: 
Fair tho' she be, that was ne'er my undoin. 
Twas the dear smile when naebody did 

mind us, 
'Twas the bewitching, sweet, stonn glance 

o' kindness 1 

II 

Sair do I fear that to hope is denied me, 
Sair do I fear that despair maun abide me; 
But tho' fell Fortune should fate us to sever, 
Queen shall she be in my bosom for ever. 

Ill 

Chloris, I 'm thine wi' a passion sincerest. 
And thou hast plighted me love o' the 

dearest. 
And thott'rt the angel that never can 

alter — 
Sooner the sun in his motion would falter I 



WHY, WHY TELL THY LOVER 



Why, why tell thy lover 
Bliss he never must enjoy ? 
Why, why undeceive him, 
And give all his hopes the lie ? 

II 

O, why, while Fancy, raptur'd, slumbers^ 
<* Chloris, Chloris," all the theme. 
Why, why wouldst thou, cruel. 
Wake thy lover from his dream ? 



THE PRIMROSE 

Sent to Thomson, 1703: **For Todlin Hami§ 
take Uie following old English song, which 1 
dare say is but HtUe known." (R. B.) ''NM. 



ALTHO- HE HAS LEFT ME 



I haTO altered It a lltUe." (It. B.) [Thi* " oU 
English wng " u Carew'a or Harrkik'i A*k RW 
whg I lend yuH here.] 



DOBT uk me why I send thee her« 
The firstling of the infiuit year ; 
This lovely native of the vale, 
Tbttt bang* so pensive aud so pale 7 



Look on its bending stalk, bo weak, 
That, each way yieldiog, dotb not break, 
And tee bow aptly it reveals 
The doubta aad fean a lover feeU. 



I/ook on its leavea of yellow hue 
Bepearl'd thus with morning dew, 
And these will whisper in thine ears: — 
"The sweets of lores are wasb'd with 



Written duriii|f his hut illnen in honoor of 
Jeuio Lewsn (lee ante, p. 280, Prefatory Note 
to Htre '• a Health), after sha had pUyed T^ 
WrtJi ta him on the {riano. 



O, WERT thoD in the cauld blast 
On yonder lea, on yonder lea. 



Or did Misfortune's bitter Ktornis 

Around thee bUw, around thee blaw, 

Thy bield should be my bosom. 
To share it a', to share it a'. 



Or were I in the wildest waste, 
Sae black and bare, aae bUok ani 

The desert were a Paradise, 

If thou wert there, if thou wert there. 
Or were I monarch of the globe, 

Wi' thee to reign, wi' thee to reign. 
The brightest jewel in my crown 

Wad bo lay queen, wad be my qneen. 



INTERPOLATIONS 

[TIus hemdii^ U ffinn to ■ few veise* in- 
serted by Bom* in poems written bj his eiM- 
temporariea.] 

YOUR FRIENDSHIP 



Your friendship mnoh can make me blest — 

O, why that bliu destroy ? 
Why urge the only, one request 

You know I viU deny ? 



Your thought, if Love must harboarther^ 

Conceal it in that tboagbt. 
Nor cause me from my bosom tw 

The very friend I sought 



For thee is langbing Nature gay. 
For thee slie pours the vernal day: 
For me iu vain is Nature drest. 
While Joy *s a stianger to my breast. 



NO COLD APPROACH 

Inserted in the Hwg, 7^ Ttart I Sked^ b} 
Miss Crenatonn. Bft«rwanl> the second wife A 
Professor Dngikld Stewart, to complete the hut 
octave, and so fit it for the tane in JohmioD's 
JfiueuK. " This (ong of genius was oompoeed 
by a Hia Cmntoun. It wanted foor lines te 
make all the staotas suit the muHD, which I 
added, and ate the fltst four of the last stama." 



No oold approach, no alter'd mien. 
Just what would make suspicion start, 

No pause the dire extremes between : 
He made me blest — and broke my hearL 



ALTHO' HE HAS LEFT ME 

Altho* be bas left me for greed o' tl 

I dinna euT^ him the gains he can win: 
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I rather wad bear a' the lade o' my sor- 
row 
Than ever hae acted sae faithless to him. 



LET LOOVE SPARKLE 

Let loove sparkle in her e'e, 
Let her lo'e nae man but me: 
That 's the tocher gtiid I prize, 
There the luver's treasure lies. 



AS DOWN THE BURN 

As down the bum they took their way, 

And thro' the flowery dale. 
His cheek to hers he aft did lay, 

And love was ay the tale, 
With: — **Mary, when shall we return. 

Sic pleasure to renew ? " 
Quoth Mary : — *' Love, I like the bum. 

And ay shall follow you." 



IMPROBABLES 

In onr judgment few of [the poems that 
fellow] can justly be credited to Bums ; and to 
oonsider Ihe quality of nearly all is to perceive, 
and very clearly, that, partial as his Editors 
were to the use of sncn epithets as " Gk>d- 
gfifted " and " heaven-inspired " and the like, 
there was no rubbish so poor but they found 
it ffood enough to father on the god of their 
idolatry. 

ON ROUGH ROADS 

According to Scott Douglas, "it is very 
familiarly quoted in Ayrshire, as a stray im- 
promptu of Bnms's.'* But he says not from 
whom he got it, and an impromptu which had 
lived for ninety vears without getting written 
or printed — fa donnefurieusement ik penser I 

I *M now arriv'd — thanks to the Gods ! — 

Through pathways rough and muddy: 
A certain sign that makin' roads 

Is no this people's study. 
Tet, though I 'm no wi' scripture cramm'd, 

I 'm sure the Bible says 
That heedless sinners shall be damn'd, 

Unless they mend their ways. 



ELEGY ON STELLA 

Inscribed in the Second Common Place 
Book : *^ This poem is the work of some hap- 
less son of the Muses who deserved a better 
fate. There is a great deal of *the voice 
of Cona' in his solitary, mournful notes; 
and had the sentiments been dothed in Shen- 
stone's langpiage, they would have been no 
discredit to that ele^nt poet.*' (R. B.) He 
sent a copy to Mrs. Dunlop in a letter of 7th 
July, 1789, in which he said that he had met 
the Elegy in MS., and marked the passages 
which struck him most. These are stanzas i. 
iv. ziii. xiv. (last two lines) xvii. xviiL and 
xiz. ; and it is worth noting that he does not 
include with them stanza xv., stanza xvi., or 
stanza xx. 

The theory of Scott Douglas and others, 
that the verses were suggested by a visit to the 
West Highlands in June, 1787, when Bums 
may have visited Mary Campbell*s grave — at 
Qreenock, which, in defiance of geography, ap- 
pears "at the last limits of our isle*' — is 
sheer sentiment. The truth is, there is no 
earthly reason, except the existence of that 
sentiment, for attributing the thing to Bums ; 
and, as it is utterly unlike his work — especially 
his work in English, which is far less easy and 
less fluent — as, too, he suggests that another 
wrote it, we see not why it should ever have 
been printed as his. 



Strait is the spot, and green the sod. 
From whence my sorrows flow; 

And soundly sleeps the ever dear 
Inhabitant below. 

II 

Pardon my transport, eentle shade. 
While o'er the turf I bow ! 

Thy earthly house is circumscrib'd. 
And solitary now I 

III 

Not one poor stone to tell thy name 
Or make thy virtues known ! 

But what avails to thee — to me — 
The sculpture of a stone ? 

IV 

I '11 sit me down upon this turf, 

And wipe away this tear. 
The chill blast passes swiftly by^ 

And flits around thy bier. 



POEM ON PASTORAL POETRY 



Dark ia the dwelluig of the dead, 
And sad their house of rest; 

Low lies the bead b; Death's eold arm 
In awful fold embraoed. 



I sair the grim Areneer stand 

iDcessont by th; side; 
Unseen hj thee, his deadlj breath 

Thy lingering frame destroy'd. 



Pale grew the roses on thy cheek, 
And withe r'd was thy bloom, 

HI) the slow poison brought thy youth 
Untimely to the tomb. 



Thus wasted are the nnks of men — 
Youth, health, aud beauty fall I 

The ruthless ruiu spreads around. 
And overwhelms us all. 



Behold where, round thy narrow house. 
The graves unnnmber'd lie ! 

The multitude, that sleep below, 
Existed but to die. 



Some with the tottering steps of Ag« 
Trod down the darksome way; 

And some in Youth's lamented prime, 
Like thee, were torn away. 



Yet these, however hard their fate, 
Their native earth receives; 

Amid their weeping friends they died. 
And fill their fathers' graves. 



Surpria'd, and laid thee low. 



At the liuit limits of our Isle, 
Wash'd by the western wave, 

Touch'd by tby fate, a thoughtful Bard 
Sits lonely on thy grave I 



Pensive he eyes, before him spread. 

The deep, outstretch'd and vast. 
His mournwg notes are home awaj 

Along the rapid blast. 



And while, amid the silent dead, 
Thj hapless fate he mourns, 

His own long sorrows freshly bleed. 
And all bu grief returns. 



Like thee, cut oft in early youth 
And flower of beauty's pride, 

Uip friend, his first and only joy, 
His muoh-lov'd Stella died. 



Him, too, the stem impulse of Fat« 

Resistless hears along. 
And the same rapid tiib shall whdm 

The Poet and the Song. 



The tear of pity, which he shed. 
He asks not to receive; 

Let but bis poor remains be laid 
Ohscurely in the grave I 



His grief-worn heart with truest jc 
Shall meet the welcome shock; 

His airy harp shall lie nnstniug 
And silent on the roek. 



O my dear maid, my Stella, when 
Shall this sick period close, 

And lead the solitary Bard 
To his belov'd repose ? 



POEM ON PASTORAL POETRY 

Cnrrie, ffom a hi. in Bnmi's hand ; but 
Gilbert Bums rtni^lj doubted its authenti- 
Dity, and internal evidenoe shovs that it may 
hava been written by some contemporary trf 
Allan RuDsay. Thus in atania vi. that maker 
is refeimd to as alire ; while no mention is 
made of either Hamilton of Qilbertfield or 
Fer^nnoD, one or other of whom may wall 
have bean the aathor. Bums, (vain, knew 
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nothing of Theooritns and nothing of Maro ; 
and, had he written of pastoral venef would 
certainly have quoted, not Pope hut hii fa- 
Tourite Shenetone. 



Hail, Poesie! thou Nymph reserved f 

lu chase o' thee, what crowds hae swerv'd 

Frae common sense, or sunk enerv'd 

'Mang heaps o' clavers ! 
And och! o*er aft thv joes hae starv'd 

'Mid a' thy favours I 

II 

Say, Lassie, why thy train amang, 
While loud the trump's heroic cCuig, 
And sock or buskin skelp alaug 

To death or marriage. 
Scarce ane has tried the shepherd-sang 

But wi' miscarriage ? 

Ui 

In Homer's craft Jock Milton thrives; 
Eschylus' peu Will Shakespeare drives; 
Wee Pope, the knurlin, till him rives 

Horatian fame; 
In thy sweet sang, Barbauld, survives 

£ven Sappho's flame I 

IV 

But thee, Theocritus, wha matches ? 
Thev 're no herd's ballats, Maro's catches f 
Squire Pope but busks his skinklin patches 

O' heathen tatters f 
I pass by hunders, nameless wretches. 

That ape their betters. 



In this braw age o' wit and lear. 
Will nane the Shepherd's whistle mair 
Blaw sweetly in its native air 

And rural grace. 
And wi' the far-fam'd Grecian share 

A rival place ? 

VI 

Tes ! there is ane — a Scottish callan f 
There 's ane I Come forrit, honest Allan ! 
Thou need na jouk behint the hallan, 

A chiel sae clever f 
The teeth o' Time may gnaw Tantallan, 

But thou 's for ever. 



VII 

Thou paints auld Nature to the nines 

In thy sweet Caledonian lines ! 

Nae gowden stream thro' myrtles twines. 

Where Philomel, 
While nightly breezes sweep the vines, 

Her griefs will tell: 

VIII 

In gowany glens thy bumie strays, 
Where bonie lasses bleach their claes, 
Or trots by hazelly shaws and braes 

Wi' hawthorns gray, 
Where blackbirds join the shepherd's lays 

At close o' day. 

IX 

Thy rural loves are nature's sel': 
Nae bombast spates o* nonsense swell, 
Nae snap conceits, but that sweet spell 

O' witchin love, 
That charm that can the strongest quell. 

The sternest move. 



ON THE DESTRUCTION OF 
DRUMLANRIG WOODS 

First published in The Scots Magazine for 
July (1803), where it is stated that the verses 
had been found *' written on the window-ahutter 
of a small inn on the banks of the Nith,** and 
that they were *^ supposed to have been written 
by Burns." This is a little vague. Cromek, 
who did n*t print the verses, told Creech that 
they were written by Henry Mackenzie, but 
there is nothing beyond this statement to con- 
firm the ascription; though one could credit 
Mackenzie with them far more easily than one 
could credit Bums. 



Ab on the banks of winding Nith 

Ae smiling simmer morn I stray'd. 
And traced its bonie holms and haughs, 

Where linties sang, and lammies play'd, 
I sat me down upon a craig, 

And drank my fill o' fancy's dream, 
When from the eddying deep below 

Up rose the Genius of the Stream. 

II 

Dark like the frowning rock his brow, 
And troubled like his wintry wave, 



WHY SHOULD WE IDLY WASTE OUR PRIME 



And deep as lughs the boding wind 
Anuuig bis caves the sigh he gave. 

" And come ye here, my sun," he cried, 
" To wander in m; birken sliade ? 

To muse some favourite Scottish theme. 
Or sing some favourite Scottish nuud 7 



" There was a time, it '■ nae laDg sjme, 

Ye might hae teeu me in my pride, 
When a' my banks sae bravelj saw 

Their woody pictures iu my tide; 
When haaging beech and spreading elm 

Shaded my stream sae clear and cool; 
And stately oaks their twisted arms 

Threw broad and dark across the pool; 



it aboon the a 
And peaceful rose its ingle reek, 

That, slowly curling, clamb the bilL 
But DOW the cot is hare and cauld. 

Its leafy bield for ever ^ne 



•* Alaa I " quoth I, " what rnefu' chanoa 

Has twiu'd ye o' your stately trees 7 
Has laid your rocky bosom hare ? 

Has stripp'd the deeding aff your braoB 7 
Was it the bitter eastern blast, 

'I'hat scatters blight in early spring? 
Or was 't the wil'fire scoroh'd their boughs 7 

" >- ■' leoret ating 7 " 



" Nae eastUn blast," the Sprite replied — 

" It blawB na here sae fleroe and fell, 
And on my dry and halesome banks 

Nae oanker-worms get leave to dwell: 
Man I cruel man t " the Genius sigh'd. 

As through the cliffs he sank him down: 
" The worm that goaw'd my bonie trees. 

That reptile wears a Ducal crown." 



THE JOYFUL WIDOWER 

ThU vary sqaBlid performanee is attributed 
by tjtenhDuse to Butdb ; bat ha never aokaow- 
Udgodit. 



I MARRIED with a scolding wife 

The fourteenth of November; 
She made me weary of my life 

By one unruly member. 
Long did I bear the heavy yoke. 

And many griefs attended. 
But to my comfort be it spoke. 

Now, now her life u ended I 



We liv'd full one-and-twenty yean 

A man and wife together. 
At length from me her course she ste«r'd 

And gone I know not whither. 
Would I could guess, I do profess: 

I speak, and do not dattor. 
Of all the women in the world. 

I never would come at her I 



Her body is bestowM well — 

A handsome grave does hide her. 
But sure her soul is not in Hell — 

The Deil would ne'er abide her I 
I rather think she is aloft 

And imitating thunder. 
For why 7 — Methinks I hear her voi 

Tearmg the clouds asunder I 



Wht should we idtj waste our prime 

Repeating our oppressions 7 
Come rouse to arms 1 Tis now the time 

To punish past transgressions. 
'Tis said that Kings can do no wrong — 

Their murderous deeds deny it. 
And, since from ns their power is sprung. 

We have a right to try it. 
Now each true patriot's song shall be : — 
" Welcome Death or Libertie I" 



Proud Priests and Bishapa we 

And canonize as Martvn; 
The guillotine on Peers shall wait; 

And Knights shall hang in garters. 
Those Despots long have tro£ us down, 

And Judges are their engines: 
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Such wretched minions of a Crown 
Demand the people*s vengeance I 
To-day 'tis theirs. To-morrow we 
Shall don the Cap of Lihertie f 

III 

The Golden Age wel^ then revive: 

Each man will he a brother; 
In harmony we all shall live. 

And share the earth together; 
In Virtue train'd, enlighteu'd Youth 

Will love each fellow-creature; 
And future years shall prove the truth 

That Man is good by nature: 
Then let us toast with three times three 
The reign of Peace and Lihertie ! 



THE TREE OF LIBERTY 

Chambers gave as his authority a MB. then 
in the possession of Mr. James Duncan, More- 
field, Gla^ow. The Tree of Liberty reads like 
a bad blend of Scots Wha Ilae and h There 
For Honest Poverty; and as the MS. has not 
been heard of since 1838, we may charitably 
conclude that Burns neither made the trash 
bor copied it. 



Heard ye o' the Tree o' France, 

And wat ye what 's the name o't ? 
Around it a' the patriots dance — 

Weel Europe kens the fame o't ! 
It stands where ance the Bastile stood — 

A prison built by king^, man, 
When Superstition's hellish brood 

Kept France in leading-stringy, man. 

II 

Upo* this tree there grows sic fruit, 

Its virtues a' can tell, man: 
It raises man aboon the brute. 

It mak's him ken himsel', man ! 
Gif ance the peasant taste a bit. 

He 's greater than a lord, man. 
And wi' the beggar shares a mite 

O' a* he can afford, man. 

Ill 

This fruit is worth a* Afric's wealth: 
To comfort us 't was sent, man. 

To gie the sweetest blush o' health, 
And mak' us a' content, man I 



It clears the een, it cheers the heart, 
Mak's high and low guid friends, many 

And he wha acts the traitor's part, 
It to perdition sends, man. 

IV 

My blessings ay attend the chiel, 

Wha pitied Gallia's slaves, man, 
And staw a branch, spite o' the Deil, 

Frae 'yont the western waves, man I 
Fair Virtue water'd it wi' care, 

And now she sees wi' pride, man. 
How weel it buds and blossoms there, 

Its branches spreading wide, man. 



But vicious folk ay hate to see 

The works o' Virtue thrive, man: 
The courtly vermin 's bann'd the tree, 

And grat to see it thrive, man ! 
King Louis thought to cut it down. 

When it was unco sma', man ; 
For this the watchman crack'd his crown. 

Cut aff his head and a', man. 

VI 

A wicked crew syne, on a time. 

Did tak' a solemn aith, man. 
It ne'er should flourish to its prime — 

I wat they pled^'d their faith, man I 
Awa they gaed wr mock parade. 

Like beagles hunting game, man. 
But soon grew weary o' the trade. 

And wish'd they 'd been at hame, man. 

VII 

Fair Freedom, standing by the tree, 

Her sons did loudly ca', man. 
She sang a sang o' Liberty, 

Which pleas'd them ane and a', man. 
By her inspir'd, the new-bom race 

Soon drew the avenging steel, man. 
The hirelings ran — her foes gied chase. 

And bang'd the despot weel, man. 

VIII 

Let Britain boast her hardy oak. 

Her poplar, and her pine, man I 
Auld Britain ance coula crack her joke. 

And o'er her neighbours shine, man I 
But seek the forest round and round. 

And soon 't will be agreed, man. 
That sic a tree can not be found 

'Twixt London and the Tweed, man. 



TO THE OWL 



Witbont this tree akke tbia life 

Is but a Tale o' woe, num, 
A ftceoe o' sorrow mii'd wi* strife, 

Nae real joyi we know, mao; 
We labour soon, we laboar late. 

To feed the titled knave, man, 
And a' the comfort we 're to get. 

Is tbat ajont the grave, man. 



Wi' pleotj o' «io trees, I trow, 

Tbe warld would live in peaee, man. 
The sword would help to mak' a plough, 

Tbe din o' war wad oease, man. 
Like brethren in a common cause, 

.We 'd on each other smile, man; 
And equal rights and equal laws 

Wad gladden ever; isle, mao. 



Wae worth the loon wha wadna eat 

Sic balesome, daiutj cheer, man I 
I 'd gie the ahoon frae aft my feet, 

Tu taste the fruit o't here, man 1 
Syne let us pra^, Auld England tna; 

Sure plant this far-famed tree, man; 
And blythe we '11 sing, and herald the day 

Tbat gives ua libertjF, man. 



TO A KISS 

Pnbliahed in a iJTerpool paper ealled Tlu 
KaUidoMope, and there attnbutad to Bnrne. 
It, bowevar, nppearad origiDolty (and buoct- 
moiuly) in The OracU. January 2B. 1796. long 
the fa Toured organ of the « retched Dolla 
CmKan shoal ; and it baa the right Anna 
Matilda aRiiick throaghont After aU, too, 






HirniD seal of soft affections, 
Teod'reet pledge of futare blisa. 

Dearest tie of young connections, 
Love's first snow-drop, virgin kiss I 



Speaking silence, dumb confeuion, 
Faatiou'* birth and iofaat'a play, 



Dove-like fondness, chaste confeuion, 
Glowing ilawn of brighter day I 



Sorrowing joy, adieu's last action, 
Ling'ring lips — no more must jcoul 

Words can never speak affection. 
Thrilling and sincere aa thine 1 



DELIA 

AN ODE 



Fair tbe face of orient day, 
Fair tbe tints of op'uing rose; 

But fairer still my Delia dawns. 
More lovely far her beanty blows. 



Sweet the lark's wild-warbled lay, 
Sweet the tinkling rill to bear: 

But, Delia, more delightful still 
Steal thine accents on mine ear. 



llie flower^namoured busy bee 
The rosy banquet loves to sip; 

Sweet tbe streamlet's limpid lapse 
To the Bun-browa'd Arab's lip: 



But, Delia, on thy balmy lips 
Let me, no vagrant insect, rove I 

0, let me steal one liquid kiss I 
For 1 my soul is parch'd with lore I 



TO THE OWL 

" Ponnd among the Poet's iCSS. in hw own 
handwriting, with oocwon&l interlinsatione 
mch as oocor in all his primitiTe efFanooa ; " 
bat attributed by him to John M'Crwldie, of 
whom nothing is known. To our mind, those 
who frire the vetset to Buma would give him 

Sad bird of night, what sorrow calls tbea 
forth, 
To vent thy plaints thns in the midni^t 
boBi? 
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Is it some blast that gathers in the north, 
Threatening to nip the verdure of thy 
bow*r? 

n 

Is it, sad owl, that Autumn strips the shade, 
And leaves thee here, unshelter'd and 
forlorn ? 
Or fear that Winter will thy nest invade ? 
Or friendless Melancholy bids thee 
mourn? 

Ill 

Shut out, lone bird, from all the feather'd 
train. 
To tell thy sorrows to th' unheeding 
gloom. 
No friend to pity when thou dost complain, 
Grief all thy thought, and solitude thy 
home, 

IV 

Sing on, sad mourner I I will bless thy 

strain, 

And pleased in sorrow listen to thy song. 

Sing on, sad mourner I To the night 

complain, 

While the lone echo wafts thy notes along. 



Is Beauty less, when down the glowing 
cheek 
Sad, piteous tears in native sorrows fall ? 
Less kind the heart when anguish bids it 
break? 
Less happy he who lists to Pity's call ? 

VI 

Ah no, sad owl ! nor is thy voice less 
sweet. 
That Sadness tunes it, and that Grief is 
there? 
That Spring's gay notes, nnskiird, thou 
can't repeat. 
That Sorrow bids thee to the gloom re- 
pair ! 

VII 

Nor that the treble songsters of the day, 
Are quite estranged, sad bird of night, 
from thee I 
Nor that the thrush deserts the evening 
spray. 
When darkness calla thee from thy rer- 
eriel 



VIII 

From some old tower, thy melancholy 
dome. 
While the gray walls and desert soli- 
tudes 
Return each note, responsive to the gloom 
Of ivied coverts and surrounding woods: 

IX 

There hooting, I will list more pleased to 
thee. 

Than ever lover to the nightingale, 
Or drooping wretch, oppress'd with misery. 

Lending his ear to some condoling tale 1 



THE VOWELS 

A TALE 

Found among the Poet's papera. 

'T WAS where the birch and sounding thong 

are ply'd, 
The noisy domicile of pedant pride; 
Where Ignorance her darkening vapour 

throws. 
And Cruelty directs the thickening blows I 
Upon a time. Sir ABC the great, 
In all his pedagogic powers elate, 
His awful chair of state resolves to mount. 
And call the trembling Vowels to account. 

First enter'd A, a grave, broad, solemn 

wight, 
But, ah ! deform'd, dishonest to the sight I 
His twisted head look'd backward on his 

way, 
And flagrant from the scourge he grunted, 

ail 

Reluctant, E stalk'd in ; a piteous case. 
The justling tears ran down his honest 

face r 
That name, that well-worn name, and all 

his own. 
Pale, he surrenders at the tyrant's throne I 
The Pedant stifles keen the Uoman sound 
Not all his mongrel diphthongs can com- 
pound; 
And next the title following close behind, 
He to the nameless, ghastly wxeteh as* 
sign'd. 



ON THE DEATH OF A FAVOURITE CHILD 



The cobwelib'd gothio dume resounded, Y I 
In sullen vciigeimce, I disdain'd rKpty: 
The Pedaut swung his fulon cudgel roaod, 
Aud kiiock'd the groauiiig vowel to tlie 
ground I 

In ruefnl upprebemion enUr'd O, 
The wailing miustrel of despuriog woe: 
Th' Inquisitor of SpRiu the iDOst expert 
Uight there Imve learnt uew inysteries of 

So griiit, deforni'd, with horrora enteriog, U 
His dearest friend and brother scarcely 

As trembling U stood staring all nghast. 
The Pedftnt in hia left hand cintch'd him 

faat. 
In helpleaa iuf ants' tears he dipp'd his 

right, 
Baptii'd him eu, and kick'd him from his 



It is hard to beliere that Burns, thon^ hia 
tiut« in English was nona of the finnt, oonld 
even tiaosciibe moh inuui^gabli rubbish. 



Now health forsakes that angel face, 
Nae mair my dearie smiles. 

Pale sickness withers ilka grace, 
Aud a' mjr hopes beguiles. 



The oruel Powers reject the prayer 

I hourly mak* for thee: 
Ye Heavens I how great is my despair I 

How can I see faun die I 



I regardad ■• proof of the aDthentidty of 
inai altOKsthel hi the maniwr of Hn. He* 



> thy sleep id the land of Uw 



y ^r U'ttl 



Though cold be the clay, where thoa pil< 
low 'at thy head 
In the dark, silent mansionB of sorrow. 
The spring «b«ll retnm to thy low, narrow 

Like the beam of the day-ctar to-mor- 



The flower-atem shall bloom like thy sweet 
seraph form 
Ere the spoiler had nipt thee in bloc- 

When thou shrank frae the acowl of the 
lond wintoF storm. 
And nestled thee close to that bosom. 



O, atill I behold thee, all lovely in death. 
Reclined on the lap of thy mother. 

When the tear-trickle bright, nhen the 
short, stifled breath 
Told how dear ye were ay to each other. 



My child, thon art gone to the home of thy 

Where suffering no longer can barm 
thee: 
Where the songs of the Good, where the 
hymns of the Blest 
Through an endless eziatence ihall charm 
thee I 



While be, thy fond parent, must sighing 

sojourn 
Tbrongh the dire desert regions of soiv 

row. 
O'er the hope and misfortune of being to 

And sigh for this life's lateat morrow. 



f! 



' 



. _. , infth, tbougn the I 

tie i* of niikaown aniiquity. The diatrict itwU 
ii divided by th* rivef Ayr int« Kidk'* Kyl« 
and Stewart Kyle. See peX, p. Jili, Notei to 
The Vitioa. 

Paga S. Ham theti noun OiaU Oit faetar't 
tiuith. etc. 

''My father ■e:eneroiu muter died; the farm 
proved a minoua bucK^i" ! >»di to olench the 
uu»e, we fell iutu the bands of a faator, who 
■at for the picture I have drawn of one m mr 
Tale of Two Doji." (B. B. in Aviobiographital 
Leiler.) 

Page .5. Scotch Dbimk. 

St. IV. I. 2. Saaple KOnri. 

The "Bouple Bcones " were Tei7 thin, pliable 
cakee of barley meal, long a favourite bread of 
the Scottish peaiDnCry. 

St. IV. I, 4. Kait. 

The cul>:wort or " ireen kale " was the chief 
TegAtable of old ^ScotUud. Hence the " hale- 
yarii" waa the faniman name for the cotter's 
airden, and " kale " the lynonym tor Sootoh 
brotb, of which barley alao was an important 

"'^ii"l.'4. CofforWcW. 

Both wooden venFie. From the tnrKer"oog'," 
the ale would probably be poured into the 
■mallur " bicker '' for drinkin;. A cog a prop- 
erly n lar^ woodan vessel from wbioh the 
Scottiab peasaiita Hup porrid^, or kale, in com- 
men. In the case of porridjie — whicb ia made 
verv thick —each epiions in ilia own pit till the 
dividinv wall* are broken down. A "aiRftie" 
;i. t. a little cofr) ii a woolen pnrrincer for one. 

Paice a. at. XIS. 1. I. Tha. FrrintOMhl 
$adlii lott t 

By an Act of the Scottish Parliament of 11190, 
Duncan Forbes <>f Ciilloden. in reooffnition of 
bis services dnrinz Dnndee'a ivbetlion and in 
eompensatiun for the damage done his lands by 
the rebels, obtained, on pnytnent of a small 
i'lm in lieu of piciae. a perpetual liberty to 
distil rrnin at his "ancient bmwery of aoua 



Pain ft. Thb Aotror's EABNEar Cut and 

In the Itbt Edition Bams added ■ footnote : — 
" Thia wai wrot« beCors Um Act aneat the 



Scotch Kstilleriea, of mmod ITS6; tta which 
Scotland and the author return their moat 
Kratefnl thanks." The Act lupenadiid the 
dudes on spirita hy an aannal tax on stills ac- 
cording: to tbeir capacity. 

The paisatra in Uiltou parodied iu the motto 



. 1. 



mm 



Yt Irith lord; ye tnighli an' 



Certain Irish lorda had Scottish seats in the 

House of Commons, while elden Jons of Scot- 
tish pt^ra were ineligible. 

St. u. 1. I. Eeaptl. 

Sdd of a vocal state which ra^Eeats the utter- 
ance of a chicken with a cold. 

Paire 7. St. X. 1. 3. But could I lite Mont- 
gomrritti _fight. 

Frum the time of Sir John Hant(roTnerie, 
anceiitor of the Earla of Kelinton. - who in l:»S 
vanquished Hotupnr at Otterburne and took 
bini prisoner. — many of the main branch had 
won distinctioD in arms; and. when Bnn» 
wrote, their tradition was wortbiU maintained 
by Archibald. el«ventb Earl of E^tlintcn, who 
held the rank of General in the imny, and by 
hU cousin, Colunel Montgomerie of Coilsaeld, 
the " sodeer Hiieh " of a siibeei|uent stanza. 

St. X. 1. 4. Or gab like Uotwtll. 

James Boswell. bioKrspher of Samuel John- 
Bon. who. sncceedinx to the Auehinleck estate 
on the death of bis father in 1T!<Z, for some 
time thereafter took an active part in politics 
at county roeetinga, and even aspired to repre- 
sent Ayrshire in Parliament. 

St. xiTi. I. 1, Dempiter, atrut blut Scot I'm 

GeorKe Dempster of Dunnichen. bom at 
Dundee in February, ITJS ; educated at St. Ad- 
dnwa and EdinborKh ; called to the Scottish 
bar in UXi ; a friend of Hume and other Scot- 
tish litfTOli ; sat as member for the Forfar and 
Fife Burgbs from lT>i2 to 17(KI; devoted mnch 
attention to aKricnltore. oniiceminR: which be 
publiahed several works; died 1^ Febmary, 

imt. 

St. xm. I. 2. TKet, aM-detttting, chaile Kii- 



hrran 



t erf Kil- 



for Aynhim. but in ITHO was defeated by Colo- 
nel Hntth HontRomerie. and at this tinie repr*- 
MUted Sdinburvh ; in ITUU laid eUim to dw 
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earldom of Glencaim, bnt failed to establish 
his right to it ; died 2:{d ISepteniber, 1813. 

8t. zui. 1. 4. The Laird o' Graham, 

James Grahaiu, then Maraius of Graham ; 
bom hth September, 1755: elected M. P. for 
Richmond, Yorkshire, lltn September, 1780; 
member for Great Bedwin, Wilts, from 1784 
imtil, on the death of his father in 1790, he be- 
came third Dnke of Montrose : was at this time 
a Lord of the Treasury unaer Pitt ; subse- 
qaently held various important Ministerial and 
other offices ; obtained the repeal of the Act of 
1747 prohibiting the Highland costume ; is de- 
scribed in Wraxall*s Memoirs as possessing ""a 
ready elocution, sustained by all tne confidence 
in himself necessary for addressing the House ; '* 
died :)Oth December, IKMi. 

St. xui. I. (). Dundas his name. 
^ Henry Dundas, the most distinguished Scot- 
tish statesman of his time ; fourth son of Rob- 
ert Dundas of Amiston, Lord President of the 
Court of Session ; bom 28th April, 1742 ; at this 
time member for Midlothian, and Treasurer of 
the Navy under Pitt, one of whose best trusted 
colleagues he was ; was created Viscount Mel- 
ville 24th December, 1802 ; and died 28th May, 
1811. 

St. XIV. 1. 1. Er shine, a spunkie Norland 
billie. 

Either Thomas Erskine, afterwards Lord 
Erskine (who, however, was not then in 'Parlia- 
ment), or his elder brother, Henry Erskine, for 
a short time Lord Advocate under the Coalition 
Ministry ; the chief rival of Dundas at the Scot- 
tish bar, whom he superseded as Lord Ad- 
Tocate, notwithstanding Dundas*s boast: **No 
one shall venture to take my place.** 

St. XIV. 1. 2. True Campbells, Frederick and 
Hay. 

Lord Frederick Campbell, third son of John, 
fourth Duke of Argyll, was bom in 1729 ; sat 
for the Glasgow Burghs from 1761 to 1780, and 
for Argyllshire from 1780 to 1709; appointed 
Lord Clerk Register for Scotland in 17(>8 • died 
8th August, 1810. Sir Islay Campbell ot Suc- 
coth was bom 2dd August, 1734^ succeeded 
Henry Erskine as Lord Advocate m 1784 : re- 
presented the Glasgow District of Burghs trom 
17^4 to 1789, when as Lord Succoth he was ap- 
pointed Lord President of the Court of Session ; 
author of several works on Scots Law ; died 
2^th March, 1823. 

St. XIV. 1. 3. An* Livistone, the batUd Sir 
Willie. 

Sir William Augustus Cun3mghame, fourth 
Baronet, of Milncraig, Ayrshire, and Livings 
stone, Linlithgowshire, sat for Linlithgowshire ; 
died 17th March, 1828. 

St. XV. This stanza was omitted by Bums 
from his press copy, and in an earlier MS. is 
marked to be "expunged.** The **sodger 
Hugh '* to whom it refers was Hugh Montgom- 
erie of Coilsfield, who had seen service in the 
American War, and in 1778 became maior of 
the Argyll Fencibles« of which Lord Frederick 
Campbell was colonel. He represented Ayr- 
shire from 1780 to 1789; in 1793 became Blajor 



of the West LowUnd Feccibles, and in 1795 
Lieutenant-Governor of Edinburgh Castle ; suc- 
ceeded to the earldom of Egliuton on the death 
of his cousin Archibald, eleventh earl, in 1796 ; 
in 18Ci> was raised to the British Peerage as 
Baron of Ardi-oesan ; rebuilt Eglinton Castle 
and displayed great energy in the improvement 
and development of his property ; was an ac- 
complished musician, and a composer of popu- 
lar tunes, among them Lady Montgomfrie's Red 
and Ayrshire Lassts; died 15th December, 1819. 

St. XVII. 1. 2. Her lost Militia. 

The Militia BUI for ScoUand was lost in 17 2 
by reason of the attempted insertion of a t'l;u.s«^ 
obnoxious to the Scottish representatives. 

Page 8. St. XXI. 1. 1. Yon guid biuid of amd 
Boconnock^s. 

Ihe Premier Pitt was the grandson of Mi. 
Robert Pitt of Boconnock, Comwall. 

St. XXI. 1. 3. Nanse Tinnock's. 

** A worthy old hostess of the Author*s in 
Mauchline, Mnere he sometimes studies politics 
over a glass of gude auld * Scotch Drink.*" 
(R. B.) 

Page 10. The Holt Faib. 

St. vm. 1. 3. A greedy glowr black-bonnet 
throws. 

The elder who ** officiated *' at the collecting- 
plate, which stood at the entrance, was aocua- 
tomed to wear a black bonnet. 

St. IX. 1. 3. There Racer Jess, an* twa-three 
whores, 

"'Racer Jess** was Janet Gibson, the half- 
witted daughter of Mrs. Gibson or ** Poosie 
Nansie ** (see post, p. 334, Notes to The JoUy 
Begaars) ; being fleet of foot, she often ran er- 
rands. She died in February, 1813. 

St. XI. 1. 1. O happy is that man an^ blest / 

Psalm cxlvi. Line 1 of Verse 2, Scottish 
Metrical Version. Tlie verse was probably 
sung at the tent-preaching. 

St. XII. 1. 3. For Moodie speels the holy door, 

Alexander Moodie, minister of Riccarton, 
was bom in 1722 ; ordained at Culross 2( th 
Febmary, 1759; translated to Riccarton :^>th 
December, 1701 ; died 15th February, 17W, and 
was succeeded as minister of the p ^i^h by his 
eldest son. He almost rivalled Russel of Kil- 
marnock in enforcing the "* terrors of the law.*' 
But, notwithstanding affinities of doctrine and 
character, the headstrong violence of both di- 
vines involved them in that *" bitter black out- 
cast** which is celebrated in The Twa Herds 
(ante, p. 107). In The Kirk'' s Alarm {ante, p. 
112), Moodie is addressed as '"Singet Sawnie.* 

St. xrv. 1. 5. Smith opens out his cauld 
harangues. 

George Smith, minister of Galston, son of 
William Smith of Cranston : ordained at Gals- 
ton, 3d Febmary, 1778; D.D. (Glasgow), 1801); 
died 20th April, 1823. Although really " mod- 
erate ** or ** New Light,'* -— and here referred 
t-o in terms meant to be wholly laudatory, — his 
theological attitude was rather variable. At 
an earlier i)eriod the orthodox or ** Old Light" 
party was inclined to set a certain reliance on 
nim ; but in The Twa Herds it describes him am 



" Nbv Light '* pivty loand him equaliy im- 

the*- Irvinl Tide "'alanzu of 7^^ Kirk't Alam 
BuriB, while allowiuK him the " figare " of raan- 
hood, affirms that eien bii frieadi "due n« 

WUIiun Peebles, minister of Newton-aa-AfT ; 
BUEi of A draper ut Inchturo, Purtluhire ; bom 

aboat 175:1; BchiHilimutut at Inchtnre, and af- 

ddiied at N<juton-on-Ayr 'iMb June. 1T7« : clerk 
of the PraBbneiy of Ayr, lTt>2 : D. D. lAmeri- 
cnnl, ITUn ; dieil llth October 1»J>J. Aathor of 
" Tit Great Ti.ii.gi iVkiirli the Lord halh dont 
for tkii Notiaa, in two Sermaw, preaohnd on 
Gth Nuveiiib^r. IT H [th9 lecond containiDg a 
Taled but obri.xKi alliuion to the doctrines of 
tte, Hacgill ua heiiioni in tbeniwltei and incon- 
■iatrntwilb his t-iu^riptiop to the StandonU: 
■ea Tht Kirk't Alarmt to which is subjoined 
An Odt to Liieriy." Eilmanack: Printed by 
J. Wilson [Bnnw's printer]. 17M8: Strmow, 
with UgMM. EdjnburKh, ITM ; Tht UiUvtrmlitr 
vf Fitrt Vkritlian Worship: A Struma, Air, 
ITiKi: Tht Critii, or the I'Togrtu of Rtvalation- 
aru Principitt. Edinburgh, 1803 and IMH , and 
Oha and Eltgin. Qla^v, 1810. He aUa pub- 
lisbed lunuiiymously) " Barnomania : the Celeb- 
rity of Robert linms cunaidered in a Discourse 
addressed to all real Christians of every Denom- 
inulion, to which are added Epistles in Verse 
respcuiine Peter Pindnr. Buma, &c., 1811 : " 
" imns The Holn Fair and Tarn 



P«ebl<« 



a leader of the. 



IL the Presbytery. In doc 

-e sCndiotuli 



eand 



makes a wirhei 



tohiso/^wLiifrdi 
e roet »iiiie stania of The Kirkt 
r; and in The Twa Uerdi be appears M 
ibles »haul." 

ivi. 1, 7. While Com men-sens* hat (am 
ad. 

while generally lued for 



St. XVI. I. 8. Thr Cowgalt. 
•■ A street so called which faces the tent in 
Hanuhline." iK. I!, in Edinburgh Editions.) 
St. XVII. 1. 1. Wie Milltr nittt, the guard re- 

" ' Wee Miller.' the asaistAnt minister at St. 
Michaera." rR. B. in ■ copy of the 17«i Edi- 
tion iu the British Museum.) Alexander MilUr. 
who was short and exceeding ntout, was pre- 
■entiid lo the parish of Kilmanra. tfth April. 
17KT ; but. probably on account in part of this 
unflattering allusion to him, hia settlement was 
bitterly oppcaed by the parishioners, who denied 
him Bcci-ss to preach, and alMtained without 
exception from attending senioe when the call 
was moderated. He nerertheless wai onlained 
tfth May, ITKK, and died 32d December, 1804. 

Fi«« 11. St. xvm. 1- 1. Bml and ben. 



The entranoe to the SocMish oottase via at 
the kitchen end. and the visitor passed through 
the "butt" or outer spartment into the "hen" 

"'sr^^'i. Black R«ttrll. 

John Ruwel, tben minister of the chapel-of- 
ease, Kilinarnock, a native of Moiay. born 
about 1740 ; for some time paroohiml teacher at 
Cromarty ; ordained at Kilmarnock 30th Mareh. 
1TT4; translated to the second charge of Stirling 
l',lh January. IHOU ; died at btirlicg 23d Febru- 
ary, IIJIT, in his aevealy-seventh year. Author 
of preface to Fraaer's Sirmoni on Sarramental 
(Irrationt. Kilmarnock, 17S5 ; The yature of tht 
Voipel dcliHtatid in a Sermon, August, ITMf ; 
The ReaiOH qf oar Lord'* Agony, a sermon, 
Stirling. IbUl ; and four sennona published in a 
posthumous volume of sermons by his son. Rev. 
John Ruasel of Mnthill, Ghutfow, 18%. Ruwel 
was a Calyiniat of the sternest type, with a vis- 
age dark and inoruse and a tremendooa voice : 
both combining to heighten the effect of his 
luessages of wrath, As a schooliuMter ha 
earned an altogether unique repute for severity, 
and astounding illnslniliona of the mingled 
dread and hatred cherished towards him by liii 
•cholon in Cromarty are pien by Hugh MiUer 
in hia Sctnri and Ltgtadt iff the North of Scot- 
land. Others relate that, being off duty, ha 
was nut without a certain i^niality. and even 
humour. Over his parishioners be exercised a 
""" ■ " " "" ' ' rigid as that which ' 



1 mainUined ii 






»'s f^ 



inspired by his mere presence that'vben, 
on Sunday afternoons, armed with a formidahis 
cudgel, be be^^Hn his vontrd rounds in punnit 
of Sabbath-breaking strollers, his appearance in 
the street was the siKnal fnr ao lnst:tDt bieak- 
ing-up and a disappearing within-doo 

siping groups. Rossel is one of Bur . 

Herdi, and there are uncomplimentary alias . 

to him in The Ordination. The Eirk'i Alarm, 
and the Epiitie to John Goldie. 

St. xxi. I. 8. Our wrra " tauU doet iorrow." 

'■Shakeq)»are's Hamlet." (R. B.) 

PaKB 1.1. PociK Maiuf'b Eliot. 

St. VIII. I. S. rour ehanirr, tune. 

In I.oi*lBnd Scotland the bagpipe wai at one 
tim" as common aa it is and was m the High- 
lands, lis disuse wsa doe to the action of the 
Kirk nnthoritiea in connexion with dancing. 

Page 17. EciHTi.K TO James Skitm. 

St. xxui. 1. 1. JJtmpittT. 

Qeorge Dempster of Dunniohan. M. P. See 
anlf.p. xa. Notes to Jlie Author'i £anutt Crp 
and Pravrr. 

Page 18. A DsEAM. 

St. IV. 1. ft. Than did at day. 

Before the American Colonies wera lost. 

PHge I'J. St. Vlt. 1. 8. Abridge jsno' boitU 

In the spring of 178fi it had been proposed to 
reduce the Navy. 
St. 1.1, 1. Young FatentiUe o' WaUe. 
Afterwards George IV. 
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St. XI. 1. 7. Funny ^ quetr Sir John. 

''Hir John Faktaff, vide Shakespeare." (R. 
B.) 

!St. XII. 1. 1. Right revWend Otnaburg, 

Frederick Aufirustus, Dake of York and Al- 
bany, second son of George III. ; bom 16th 
Au^st, 1763 ; elected to the Bishopric of Osnar 
bar};: in infancy (17(>4) ; had abandoned the title 
in 1784, on being created Duke of York and Al- 
bany ; was appointed Commander-in-Chief in 
lim ; but in 1809 was compelled by the Clarke 
Scandals to resign. Ue died 5th January, 1827. 

8t. XIII. 1. 3. A glorious gcUley, stem an^ sitrn. 

** Alladinf? to the newspaper account of a cer- 
tain Royal sailor^s amour.** (R. B.) llie royal 
sailor was Prince William Henry, — appointed 
captain in the Navy Kith April, 178<i^— after- 
wards Duke of Clarence, and finally King Wil- 
liam IV. His connexion with Dorothy Jordan 
did not begin till 1790. 

Page 21. The Vision. 

Duan I. St. xvii. 1. 2. A race heroic. 

»' The Wallaces." (U. B.) 

St. XVIII. 1. 1. His Country* 8 Saviour, 

»* William WaUace.'* (R. B.) 

St. XVIII. 1. 2. Bold Richardton^s heroic swell. 

Adam Wallace of Richardton, cousin to the 
immortal preserver of Scottish independence.** 
(R. B.) Richardton is now known as Riccarton. 

St. xviu. 1. 3. The chief, on Sark who glorious 
fdl. 

"' Wallace, laird of Craigie, who was second 
in command, under Douglas, Earl of Omiond, 
at the famous battle on the banks of Sark, 
fought anno 1458. That glorious victory was 
principally owing to the iudicious conduct and 
mtrepid valour of the gallaut laird of Craigie, 
who died of his wounds after the action.** 
(R. B.) The Wallaces of Craigie were de- 
scended from the Wallaces of Riccarton, John 
W^allace of Riccarton having manned Margaret, 
daughter and heiress of Sir John Lindsajr ^of 
Craigie. The heiress of Craigie in Bums's time 
was his friend Mrs. Dunlop, whose maiden 
nam 3 was Frances Anne Wallace. 

St. XIX. 1. 1. ^4 sceptr'd Pictish shade. 

'* Coilus, King of tne Picts, from whom the 
district of Kyle is said to take its name, lies 
buried, as tradition says, near the family seat 
of the Montgomeries of Coilsfield. where his 
burial place is s^ill shown.** (R. B.) See ante, 
p. .'^25, Note to The Twa Dogs. 

St. XX. 1. 1. Thro' many a wild romantic 
grovf. 

"" Barskimming, the seat of the Lord Justice- 
Clerk.** (R. B.) It lies two miles southwest of 
Mauchline. 

St. XX. 1. 5. An aged Judge. 

[The owner of Barskimming], Sir Thomas 
Miller, son of William Miller of Glenlee, Kirk- 
cudbrightshire ; bom Sd November, 1717 ; 
called to the Scottish Bar 21st February, 1742 ; 
appointed Lord Justice-Clerk 14th June, 17<)6, 
with the title of Lord Barskimming, afterwards 
changed to that of Lord Glenlee; Lord-Presi- 
ient of the Court of Session ir)th January, 1788 ; 
jreated a baronet 3d March of the same year ; 



died 27th Se^mber, 17S9. The estate la stUl 
in the possession of the family. 

St. XXI. 1. 2. The learned Sire and Son I taw. 

*' Catrine, the seat of the late Doctor and 
present Professor Stewart.*' (R. B.) It is situ- 
ate about two miles southeast of Mauchline. 
The estate came into the possession of Dr. 
Matthew Stewart, — bom 1717. died 2M Janu- 
ary, 1785, — Professor of Matnematics in Uie 
University of Edinbui^h, through his marriage- 
with Margaret, daughter of Archibald Stewart, 
Writer to the Signet ; and here he spent the 
last years of his life. The *'son,** Professor 
EKigald Stewart, — bom 22d November, 1753, 
died 11th June, 1^28, the well-known meta- 
physician, — usually spent a part of the summer 
at Catrine, and there jBums made his acquaint- 
ance. 

St. xxii. 1. 1. Brydon*s brave ward I well 
could spy. 

** Colonel Fullarton.** (R. B.) Colonel Wil- 
liam FuUarton was descended from an Ayrshire 
family, which for five centuries had possessed 
the barony of Fullarton, near Irvine ; bom 12th 
January, 1754 ; educated at Edinburgh Uni- 
versity: spent some time in foreign travel 
under tne care of Patrick Brydone, author of a 
Tour in Sicily ; in 1780 proposed an expedition 
to Mexico against the Spaniards ; raised for this 
purpose the 98th Regiment, of which he was 
appointed Lieutenant-Colonel ; was sent to the 
Cape of Good Hope — on account of the out- 
break of the Dutch war — and thence to India, 
where in 1783 he was appointed to the com- 
mand of the Southern army ; published in 1787 
A View of the English Interests in India, and in 
1793 an Account of the Agriculture qf the County 
qf Ayr; raised the 23d or Fullarton *s Dragoons 
in 1794, and the 101st Regiment in 1802; ap- 
pointed in April, 18()3, First Commissioner of 
Trinidad ; died 13th Febraary, 1808. In 1791 
Fullarton introduced himself to Bums, who af- 
terwards corresponded with him, and sent him 
verses in MS. In his Account of Agriculture 
he notes that the method of dishorning cattle 
therein recommended was suggested *' by Mr. 
Robert Bums, whose general talents are no less 
conspicuous than the poetic powers which have 
done so much honour to the country in which 
he was bom.*' 

pnan II. St. xn. 1. 2. And this district as 
mine I claim. 

The district of Kyle. 

St. XII. 1. 3. The Campbells, chiefs of fame. ^ 

The Campbells of Loudoun, descenaed origi- 
nally from Sir Duncan Campbell, of the house 
of Lochow, who in liie reie:n of Robert I. mar- 
ried Susanna Crawford, neiress of Loudoun. 
In 1620 Sir James Campbell of lowers married 
Margaret Campbell, Baroness of Loudoun, and 
on 12th May, 1(>3.3, he was created Earl of Lou- 
doun and Baron of Tarrinzean and Mauchline. 

Pnge 23. HALLOWEEN. 

*'Is thought to be a night when witches, 
devils, and other mischief-making beings sre 
all abroad on their baneful midnight errand^ ; 
particularly those aerial people, the fairies, are 



■aid on that nicbt to hold a sraud aimiTer- 

bt. I. 1. 2. Catalii Downant. 
"CertHiD little, ronuuitio. rocky, ^rmm bitla, 
in tlie neighbourhood of the ancieDt seat uf tb< 



bt. 1. 1. 7. The Covt. 

" A noted ea<«ni aear Colean Honfe, called 
the Cove of CoIcbd ; which, aa veil aa Canilia 
Downatis, i« famed, in conntr; Bt«rT. for beinE 
a fsTouHte haunt of Furies." (H.b.) Colean 
House, now known ae Coltean Castle, is the 

Srincipal seat of the Marquis of Ailae. Of the 
oyes. Sir William Brereton in bis Travttt re- 

"either a notable imposture, or must strange 
and much-to-be-admired footatepe and imprea- 
uona" of "men, children, dogs, coneys, and 
diven other creatores," which were "hem 
conceived to besnirits." 
St.. u. 1. 3. Whm Bract ancs nUd lie 

"The fomons family of that name, the an- 
cestora of Gobert, the great deliverer of his 
oountrr, wereEarlaof Carrich." (R. B.) 

Paite 24, St. IV, I. 2, Their ttock$ maun a' 
be sovglit ance. 

" The titst caremoDT of Halloween is, polling 
each a ^ stock ^ or plant of kwl. They muat 
KO out. hand in band, with eyes abut, and pull 
the first they meet with ; its beinfc big- or little; 
Btraight or crooked, is prephetijJ of 

rwife. ,. 

_, . jot, that is " tocher, ' , 

and the taate of Ihe "castflc," that ia, the 
heart of the stem, ia indicative of the nAtnral 
temper and diapositioa. Lastly, the stems, or, 
to give them their ordinary appellation, tlie 
* runts.' are placed somewhere above the head 
of the door r and the Christian names of people 
whom chance brings into the house are, accord- 
ing to the priority of placing the * runts,' the 
names in qaestion." (R. B.) 

St. VI. 1.2. To pou lieir Haltii 0- com. 

"They go to the barnyard, and pull each, at 
three several times, a stalk of oats. If the 



...ii will corae to the mnrriage-bed aoytJiina 
but a maid." (R. B.) 

St. VI. I. ». nefitiufhoiae. 

" When the earn ia in a doubtful utala, by 
being too p«eB or wet, the stack-builder, by 
means of old timber, etc., makes a large apart- 
ment in his stack, with an opening in the side 
which is fureat eipcsed to the windj this he 
Callsa'fause-honBs.'" (R. B.) 

St. vtl. 1. 1. The atUd fidd-wife'i wttl-heardet 

" Burning the nnta is a faTonrite ohann. 
They name the lad and Ian to each particular 
out, AS they lay them in the fire ; and acoording 
•a tbey bnm quietly tocetbar, or start from 



St. XI. 1. H. Anii in ihe blue-clue thrtmii tien. 

•• Whoever would, with sncoeas, try this 
spell, most strictly obserre these directions : 
Steal out, all alone, to the kiln, and, darkling, 
throw into the ' pot ' a clue of blue yam ; wind 
it in a new clue off the old one ; and. towaida 
the latter end, aomethjne will hold the thread : 
dtmand, ' Wha hands? ' i. e. who holds? and 
answer will be returned trera the kila-pot, by 
naming the Christian and soruame of your fa- 
tore Bpi>nse." (R. B,) 

St. xiu. 1. 3. 1 HI eat thi apple at the gtau. 

" Take a candle and go alone lu a lookins^ 
glass : eat sn apple before it, and some tradi- 
tions say yon shonld oomb yonr hair all the 
time ; the face of your conjugal companion, lo 
bt, will be seen in the gUss. as if peeping over 
yonr shoulder." (R. B.) 

Page 35. St. XIV. 1. 1. Ye littU ^tlpie- 
limmeT'i-face ! 

" A lecbnical term in femala aooldins." 
(R. B.) 

St. XVI. 1. 0. He gat hemp-ieed. 

" Steal out. nnperceired. and sow a handful 
of henip-ated, harrowing il with anything yon 
itly draw after j-ou. Repeat, now 



come after me and pou thee.' Look 
over your left shoulder, and yon wiU see the 
appearance of the person invoked, in the atti- 
tude of pulling hemp. Some traditions say, 
' tume after me and shaw thee." that ia, show 
thyself; in which case, it simply appear*. 
Others omit (he harrowing, and say, ' Com* 
after me and harrow thee.' " (R. B.I 

St. XXI, 1. 2. To minn Ihrre wechli o' naUhing. 

"This charm must likewise be performed 
unpereeived and alone. You go to the bam, 
and open both doors, taking them off the 
hinires, if pusaible ; for there is danger that the 
being about to appear may shnt the doors, and 
do you some mischief. Then take that In- 

our cMinntry dialect we call a * wecht.' and go 
throu;;h ail the attitudes of letting down corn 

the third time ^^ .._ ,_ 

the bam. in at the windy door, and o 
other, having both the ttgnra in qnestion. ana 
the appearance or retinue, marking the employ, 
meut orsUtioninlife." (R. B.) A"wecht" 
was a clow sieve ; i. t. the bottom was covered 
with leather. 

St. xxji. 1.7. Middtrt-hiit. 

" A Rutl«r at the bottom of tlie dui^hill." 
(B. B.in Glouary.^ 

St. xxni. I. 3. The ita(k kefaddon't Ihrin. 

■' Take an opportunity of gmng lunnoticed) 
to a ' bear-stack.' and fathom it tbr«e times 
runnd. The last fathom of the last time, yon 
will catch in your arms the appearance of yonr 
future eoningal yokefellow.'' IR. B.) 

Page 2«. St. XXIV. I. 7. H'Aore l/ow lairdi 
laiidi net at a bnm. 
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** Ton go oot, one or more (for this is a aooUl 
■pell), to a soiith-niniimgr spring, or rimlet, 
where * three Uirds* lands meet/ and dip your 
left shirt-sleeve. Go to bed in sight of a fire, 
and hane yonr wet sleere before it to dry. 
Lie awake; and, some time near midnight, 
an apparition, having the exact figure of the 
grand object in question, will come and turn 
the sleeve, as if to dry the other side of it.'* 
(R. B.) 

St. zxvu. 1. 2. The luggies three are ranged. 

** Take three dishes, put clean water in one. 
foul water in another, and leave the third 
emptv ; blindfold a person, and lead him to the 
hearth where the dishes are ranged ; he (or she) 
dips the left hand : if by chance in the clean 
water, the future (husband or) wife will come 
to the bar of matrimony a maid : if in the foul, 
a widow ; if in the empty dish, it foretells, 
with equal certmnt^, no marriage at all. It 
is repeated three times, and everv time the 
arrangement of the dishes is altered.'* (K. B.) 

St. XXVIII. 1. 5. Butter'd tovD'ns. 

*'Sowens, with butter instead of milk to 
them, is always the Halloween Supper.*' 

iK. B.) Sowens are made from the liquor got 
>y steeping the seeds of oats in water. When 
it has soured, it is boiled to the thickness of 
porridge. 

Page 27. The Auld Fabmer'b New-Year 
MoRNiNo Salutation to his Auld Mars, 
Maogib. 

St. VI. 1. 5. Kyle^Stewart. 

Tlie northern division of the Ayrshire district 
of Kyle. 

St. VII. 1. 1. TAo* now ye dow but hoyte and 
hobble. 

Bums explains ** hoyte " as ** the motion be- 
tween a trot and a gallop," the old mare's stiff- 
ened joints preventing her from doing either 
properly. 

St. XI. 1. 1. 7%ou was a noble ^fittie-lan* . 

** Fittie-Lan *' was the near horse of the 
hindmost pair in the plough, which was then 
drawn by four horses. (See pott, p. 338, Notes 
to The Inventory.) 

St. XI. L 2. As e^er in tug or tow was drawn. 

**Tug, raw hides, of wnioh in old times 
plough-traces were frequently made.** (R. B. 
in Glossary.) They were also made of *' tow *' 
or rope. 

Page 28. The Cotter's Saturday Nioht. 

St. I. 1. 1. My lov^d, my honored ^ much re- 
spected friend I 

Robert Aiken, eldest son of John Aiken, 
shipbuilder, Ajrr, by Sarah Dalrrmple, secona 
daughter of James Dalrymple, snenff-clerk of 
Ayrshire ; bom 23d August, 1730 : became soli- 
citor and Survevor of Taxes in Ayr ; was prob- 
ably aoquaintea with the Bums household in 
the early years of Robert's life ; introduced him 
to Gavin Hamilton with a view to his taking 
MossRiel ; displayed great skill and eloquence 
in his sncoesstul defence of Gavin Hamilton be- 
fore^ the Presbytery of Ayr against the Kirk- 
Session of Mauchline ; especially excelled as an 
tlocationist, — so much so that Bums said that 



he ** read " him ** into fame \^ and is moH 
tiooed by Bnras in his letter to Kiohmond, 17th 
February, 1786, as '' my chief patron^" who '* is 
pleased to express great approbation of my 
works." He is said by Bums in a supposed 
letter to John Ballantine, printed by Cunning- 
ham, but without date, to have been art and 
part in the destruction of his declaration of his 
marriage to Jean Armour; but Miss Graoa 
Aiken, who had access to letters of Bums to 
her father^ now lost, testifies that there *" never 
was any mterruption in their friendship or 
correspondence." (P. F. Aiken, Memorials qf 
Burns^ p. 102. ) He subscribed for 105 oopira of 
the Kilmarnock Edition ; and died at Ayr, 24th 
March, 1807. He is the *' glib-tongued Aiken '* 
of Holu WiUie's Prayer ; Uie *' Orator Bob " of 
The Kirk's Alarm ; and the '' Aiken dear " of 
The FareweU. 

Page :iO. St. XII. 1. 4. The big ha' Bible. 

So called from its original use in the noble's 
hall, wherein the whole household assembled 
for religious services. 

St. XVI. 1. 3. Hope *' springs exulting on tri- 
umphant wing," 

*^ Pope's Windsor Forest.'' (R. B.) The pas- 
sage is: — 

" See ! from the brske the whirring pheatant springs, 
And mounts exulting on triumphant wings.*' 

Page 32. Epistle to Davie. 

St. I. 1. 1. While winds frae (ff Ben-Jjo- 
mond blaw. 

Ben Lomond is visible in the distant northern 
horizon, from various points in Ayrshire. 

St. II. 1. 11. ** Mair spier na. nor fear na." 

'" Ramsay." (K. B.) The line most nearlr 
resembliM: this in Ramsay is ** Nocht feirfui, 
but cheirmi," in The Vision. It closely resem- 
bles a line in A ne Ballot qf the Creation qf the 
H''ar/</.* "Nocht feiring, but speirim^," and 
more faintly one in The Cherry and the Sloe: 
" Then fear not. nor hear not,'' which also oo- 
curs in The Banks of Helicon. 

Page :W. To A Mountain Daisy. 

St. IX. 1. 3. Stem Ruin's plough-share drive* 
elate. 

Possibly, but not necessarily, a reminiscence 
of Young : — 

" Stars rush, and final Ruin fiercely drives 
Her plough-share o*er creation." 

Page 40. Epistle to a Young Friend. 

St. VI. 1.3. Th' illicit rove. 

The use of ** rove " as a substantive is rare. 
Most likely Bums borrowed it from Young : 
" Thou nocturnal rove." 

Page 41. On A Scotch Bard. 

St. V. 1. 1. Auld, cantie Kyle may weeperg 
wear. 

Weepers are strips of muslin worn on the 
cuffs of mourners. Kyle is a district in Ayr- 
shire ; not Kilmarnock, as stated by some edi- 
tors. 

Page 44. Epistle to J. Lapraik. 

St. II. 1. 1. Rorkin. 

The term *^ rockin " Is thus explained by Gilr 
bert Bums: *' Derived from those primitive 



timet wben tlia ooDntrf-woman emploTed their 
■nam boon In ipuuuDi^ on the rock, or diltiLff. 

This iiimple implemeDt i> a very poiUbla one, 
kud well titted un thu Hwial inclination of meet- 
ine in • nei^hbour'a honM ; faenoe the pbiaae 
oluaing a-roiking or wit/i iht rock." 
Page 47. liECuMn Ei-isrs-K to J. Lapkaik. 



Page 47. To Wiluam &uifsd« ur UcHiii- 

tit. m. 1. 1. JWii Hnaei wad U in a eral. 

A creel is an ozier baakeC. To be "in m 
creei " i* to be perplexed, muddled, or fasci- 
nated: a senHfl probably tie ri red from tbu old 
Scotlisb marriaKB ciutoiD of " creeling." 

St. in. 1.3. Wr AUan. or ici' GilberXfield. 

All.in Ronuay, of coane, and bU cuDtem- 
porary. Hamilton of Qilbertfield whom, with 
Persuuon, Bunu waa acvuatomed tn regard aa 
Ilia modeli ; bnl, aa he atatei in hia Preface to 
the Kilmamock Edition, "rather with a view 
tu kindle at their flame, than tor aervile imita- 



P^e 18. St. V 



.1.1. Coila. 



In the ti^inburgh Editiona Bnma refen to a 
note to The Ordination : " New Light a a oaiit 
phraae in the Weat of Seotland for thoae reli- 
eiooa opiniona which Dr. Taylor of Norwich 
baa defended so strennoDsly." The name*, 
"New Lisbt"and "Old LiRht " were auhse- 

Secesaioa Churuh of Scutland, which braame 
merged in the United Preabyturian Chureh. 

Paee .W. Embti-k to Johb Kamkdjr. 

St. I. 1. 4. I'oHT drtamM and tridcf. 

makinxa noise m the country-Hide." (R. B.I 
_ St. IV. 1. 2. The Blur-gown badge an' clailk- 

Thia was the livery of a licensed order of bw- 
para known as the Kintc'a bpdesmen tno doubt 

m earlier year* a relijriouB tratemity), wboae 
nnmber coincided with that of the Kind's yean. 
Every MsundHy ThunKlHy they received a new 
outfit, which included a blue gown and a pew- 
ter hadRB on which were iirtcribpd the words : 
" Pass anil Ki-iass." Sir Walter immortalixed 
the craft in the Edie Ochiltree of The Anti- 

St. T. I. B. Yon laag yt 'U trn'l. 

" A Bonv ha had promised the author." 

(R^r • 

Juire the person nbo had be>-n disciplined for 
imical ion to testify to the sincerity of his pen- 
anee by contribntinit a eninea for the poor. 
St. XI. in. BmifhntiK. 
"Buckskin" is slang for Vii^nJaD, and 

iWe ''i'l- TnT. Pabrwicu.. 
St, IT. 11. 1. -J. 

And VDH. farrwfll I bAoh meriti claim 
Jmtlg ihat Hlglurt Badge to wear. 



Tlw roaater of the Lod^ at thii date waa 
Captain Jamaa Moutgomene, a younger brother 
of Colonel Hugh Mantgomerie, aftcrwarda Earl 
of EgUuton. 

Page 54. Fob thb Authob's Fatbbk. 



» Uand lo 



tide." 



Page U. A Baud's Efitafh. 

St. n. 1, 3. That WftUv thit arfa ihrong. 

iSome editors substitute arena for area : but 
Bums did nut regard the churchyard aa an 
"arena" eicepC on the occasiuD of a Holy 



Tarbultim Mill, then occnpied by Willian 
Muir, entitled bv Buraa in the heading tu tJie 
Epitaph upon bim lanle. p. liM) "My own 
fiiend and my father's friend." 

KC. vu. I. d. Chteki u' branii. 

The wooden aidrs of an ox's bridle. 

St. VIU. I. '2. n'hen ilhir/oH an baij/ lawin'. 

"Tliis rencontre happened in the seed- time, 
litWi." (R. B.J 

St. X. 11. ;t, 4. 

Bui if 1 did. I wad be titlU 
To be Kiilear'd. 
This phnae has occasiuned sunie diacuasion. 

obvious interpretation ia, " 1 would be quick 
to be mischievous." But " mialear'd " lias u 
rather wider meaninR. and would probably jus- 

-■' - -I - - - J' - . ., J ^oiJJ \jg ),^jj |( - 






Eithei 



I, before tl 



e attained 



IP'S, 






"An epideniical fever was then raging in Ihat 
oonntry.'^ (R. B.I 

Pace SH. St. XIT. 1. 1. Jodc Hamboot. 

"Thia gentlenian. Dr. Hornbook, is pmfss- 
•ionally a brother of the aovereign order of the 
ferula ; bnt, bj intuition and insmration, ia at 
once an apothecary, snreeon, and phyaician." 
(R. B.l 

St. xiT. 1. 2. Deil mai kii Icing'i-liBod in a 



" Buchan's Domntic Medicine," (R. B.| 
This work by Dr. WUliam Buetian (bom ITaflj 
^ed IHa-i) was flnt pnblished in lTfi9, and con- 
tinned lo eniny its popnlaritv in coantry houaa- 
bolds long after the death nt Bums. 

St. xxin. I. I. Johnu Ged't Hoie. 

" The grave-dimer." IR. B.l "Oed" ll 
Soola for pike, whoaa greed is aa the giaT*'*. 
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Page 69. St. xxx. 1. 6. Fairin. 

Literally a present from a fair. It was long \ 
a custom of peasants retnmini; from the fair' 
to throw bags of confectionery to children, 
'ihis was the children's ** fairin/' But the 
word came to be used^ as here, sarcastically, 
to signify a beating. Cf . Tarn 6' Shanter : — 

** Ah, Tarn 1 ah, Tam ! thou *11 get thy fairin I 
In bell they '11 roaat thee like a herrin 1 '* 

Pagre GO. The Brigs of Ayr. 

And down by Simpson'' a wheeVd the It^ about, 

*' A noted tavern at the Auld Bng end." 
(R. B.) 

The drowsy Dungeon - Clock had numbered 
two. 

'* Concerning the '' clock *' and the *' Wallace 
Tower " of the next verse Burns notes: ** The 
two steeples." The former stood VSo feet high, 
fronted the old jail near the new bridge, ana 
was renio\ed, together with tiie jail, in 1826; 
the latter — a small baronial structure in the 
Hi^h street — was superseded in 1834 by a 
Go hie building 113 feet high, in which were 
pl<iced the clock and be!!s of the old Dungeon 
bteeplf. 

Swifi as the gcs drives on the wheeling hare. 

*' Ihe gos-hawk or falcon." (R. B.) [The 
goshawk is, however, distinct from the falcon 
both in oniitholugy and in falconry.] 

Yet^ ttuahly doure, he bade an unco bang, 

** Bang ' refers to the great number of vears 
the bridge had stood. [^>ee Glossarial Index. ^ 

Page til. Nae sheep shank. 

^>ee note to iSecona Epistle to J. Lapraik, 
ante, p. liiJl. 

There 's men qf taste would tak^ the Ducat 
strtam. 

'* A noted ford, just above the Auld Brig." 
(R. B.) 

Or haunted Gar pal draws his feeble source, 

** The banks of Garpal water is one of the 
few places in the West of Scotland where those 
fancjyr-scarinT bein^, known by the name of 
Ghaists, still continue pertinaceously to in- 
habit." (R. B.) 

And from Glenbuck down to the Ratton-Key, 

R. B. cxpLiins that Glenbuck is '* the source 
of the river Ayr," and that the Ratton-Key is 
" a small landing place above the large quay." 

Fancies that our guid brugh denies protection. 

Both IV. M'Gill of Ayr and his colleague Mr. 
Dalrvmple belonged to the New Light party in 
the Church, which party was consequently pre- 
dominant in the bnrgh ; but this piece was writ- 
ten before th*» M'Gill prosecution. (See ante^ p. 
110, The Kirk's Alarm.) 

Page 6*2. O, had yPLauchlan^ thairm-inspir- 
ing sage. 

'* A well-known perform(»r of Scottish music 
on the violin." (R. B.) He was accustomed 
to irive performances in the West of Scotland. 

Page t>3. Next followed Courage, 

The reference is to the Montgomeries (see 
anfp, p. 325, Notes to The Author'' s Earnest Cry 
and Prayer), through whose grounds the Teal 
flowed. 



Benevolence, etc. 

Mrs. Stewart of Stair. 

Learning and Worth, 

The reference is to Professor Dugald Stew- 
art, who resided at Catrine House. (See ante, 
p. 328, Notes to The Vision,) 

Page t)3. The Ordination. 

St. I. 1. 7. Then aff^to Begbie^s in a raw. 

In 1786, apparently, Begbie succeeded Crookes 
[whose name appears in the line in a MS. form] 
m the inn — now the Angel Hotel — near the 
Laigh Kirk, with which it was connected by a 
close so narrow that worshippers had to trav- 
erse it in Indian file. 

St. u. 1. 1. Curst Common-sense, that imp o* 
hell, 

^* Common sense " was supposed to be a spe- 
cial attribute of the moderate clergy. 

St. n. 1. 2. Cam in wV Maggie jLauder, 

** Alluding to a soofBne ballad which was 
made on the admission of the late Reverend 
and worthy Mr. Lindsay to the Laigh Kirk." 
(R. B. in ^87 and subsequent Editions.) — *^ I 
suppose the author here means Mrs. Lindsay, 
wile of the late Reverend and worthy Mr. Lind- 
say, as that was her maiden name, I am told. 
,N. B. — He got the LAigh Kirk of Kilmar- 
nock." (R. B. in MS.) The '* scoffing ballad " 
is reprinted in M'Kay^s History qf Kilmarnock, 
According to current rumour, tne Rev. Wil- 
liam Linosay, beinp: minister at Cumbrae, was, 
through his wife's mterest (she had been house- 
keeper, or govemessj in the Glencaim familv), 
presented to the Laigh Kirk, Kilmarnock, by 
the Earl of Glencairn, 30th November, 17fi2. 
But a Mr. Henderson, her descendant, main- 
tains, in a series of letters to Robert Chambers 
(MS. correspondence in an interleaved copy of 
Chambers's Burns, 1851, vol. i., in the Kilmar- 
nock Monument Museum), that she never was 
a member of the Glencaim household in any 
capacity ; and explains that Lindsav had been 
tutor to the Earl of Glencairn. Ine Presby- 
tery refused to sustain the call, but it was 
finally sustained by the General Assembly, in 
the teeth of so determined an opposition tnat 
the ordination (12th July, 1764) took place in a 
public-house ; with the result that ten persons 
were tried before the criminal court at Ayr for 
riot and assault, of whom three were convicted 
and whipped through the town. 

St. n. 1. 3. Oliphant. 

James Oliphant, bom about 1734 ; Russell's 
predecessor in the chapel - of - ease or High 
Church, Kilmarnock, to which he was trans- 
lated from Gorbals chapel-of-ease, Glasgow ; 
was ordained at Kilmarnock, 17th May, 1764 ; 
translated to Dumbarton, 23d December, 1773 ; 
died 10th April, 1818, in his eighty-fourth year. 
— Author of a Mother'' s Catechism (frequently 
reprinted), and a Sacramental Catechism, 

St. II. 1. 4. Russell, 

See ante, p. 327, Notes to The Holy Fair. 

St. u. 1. 5. Mackinlav, 

Sps Prefatory Note. [Also post, p. 338, Notss 
to Tarn Samson^ s Elegy.] 

St. ui. 1. 3. Double verse. 



« Scotcish Pulm ti 



How graixlai Bam 



St. IV. 1. 7. ZippcroA, tlu irauldin jad, 

"EiodoaiT. ii.'' (K. B.) 

St. VHl. 1. a. Ai lattlii Ftmeidc. tair far- 

WUiiiun Bovd, bom 1747, wu praMDted W. 
the ohuruh of f eiiwick by Oeanie, Earl of Olaa- 
Row, anb September, ITSO; bnt on Moount of 
the oppoutioD of the poriibionen (who buri- 
cnded the churchj & aettlHmaDt was not effected 
nntil Mlh Janj, 178-2, whan by order of the 
Assembly Che ordinatioii took pUca at Irrine. 
Boyd afterWHni won the respect of his pariih- 
iuiien. He dial llth October, 1328. 

.St.iz. t. 1. Robertson. 

John Kubdrtaun, onl.iiudd to the first oharse, 
Kitraaraock, S.1th April, 17<i3, didd 9[h June 
ITtKI, in his siitf-MienCD year. He belonged 
to the ComraoD'SeDW party. See ante, p. tKi, 
Prefatory Note to Tan Samioa'i £Ugv, wad 
infra. Notes to the s-ini >. 

St. IX. 1. 7. Tht StlheHon. 

A carpet- wen» in; district in Kilmarnock. 

•St. 1. 1.1. M«lrie. 

John Miiltrie, Lindsay's sucanaor, njid prede- 
easBur of Mnckinlay jn the second charge of thj 
Laieh Kirk, was ordained Kth March. 1775 ; he 
died 'id June. \lXi, In his forliath year. 

St. Xt. 1. K. ■Tamit Beattit. 

lir. Saiaia Beattis, author of Tht Ettay on 
Truth. 

Page fa. St. xiT. 1. X Nfw Liqhl. 

" 'New Liifht ' ii a cant phrase in the West 
of Sootland for thoie relinious opinions which 
Dr. Taylor of Norwich has so itrennoosly de- 
fended.'' (R. B.I 

Pa^e W. ADDBEiu TO THE Ufco Qru>. 

St. VII. 1. 3. A kennin icrang, 

" A keiinin " minns " a very little ; " tntrely 
le peroeired or known. 



Pa(te 



Tam Samboh'b Elbqt. 

Madcinlaff. 

in preachnr. a ereat fa*onrite oi 

Vide The Ordinatwn. St. ir." I 

^AI«> see anit, p. U3, Ptefalory Note 



the 

Thedrd-.. , 

St. 1. 1. .1. Robfrtion. 

" Another preacher, an equal faroorite with 
the /tip. who nn« nt that ^ine ailincr. For him 
s»e also The Ordination. St. iz." <R. B.) 
[Also «w supra. Sotes to The Ordination.] 

St. I. I. 4. To prfoch an' read. 

The orthodoi party strongly objected to a 

Piiie 17. St. T. 1. S. Te guard, or draw, or 

In curling. " to Knard " is to defend a stone 
in R (rood pnmtion by placinjif another opposite 
It ; '* 'n draw " in to send it into a Rood position, 
by hitting it with just the right foiM ; and " to 



wick a bore " b to hit it obliquely and send it 
th rough an openins. 

St. V. 1. o. Death's hog-tcore. 

The bog-score is a line, which the muIiiiK 
stone most cross, or go out of play and be i»- 

Page'ie. St. zv. 1. 4. Yet vliat rtmead f 

Cf. TAt Apoaypha, Wisd. u. 1 : " lu the 
death of a msn there is no remedy;" and 
SempiU, Tht Piper <^ Eilbarchan, St. 1. 1. 4. 

Pek Contra. 1. ^. Kiltie. 

" Killic is a phrase the coaatry folks som^ 
times use for the name of a certain town in the 
west." (R. B.l 

Page 73. Addbebs to EDiNBDaaH. 

St. IT. 1. 3. Fair Bamet. 

See ante, p. 17(i, Elem on the Latt Mitt Bur- 
net t/ Monboddo. 

Page 711. No Cbducbium am I. 

St. VI. 1. I, Life"! caret they are coBifortt. 

•• Young's Nidt Thoughti. '^ itt. B.l 

Page Hfl, To kobekt Ubahau of Fiktbt, 
Esq. 

Late erippied i^an arm and now a lea. 

In B letter to Mts. Unnlop (Tth bebmary, 
17>J1, if the date be rightly given). Bums men- 
tions that, bis hoTse having fallen with him, for 
some time he had been unable to use his Jiand 
and arm in writintc. It this ocvident happened 
iwfore February, he had a similar luischance in 
tbe end of Murch, when, as ha states in a letter 
to A. P. Tytler, hia hurae came down with him, 
and broke his right arm. The hurt to bis leg 
is mentioned in a letter l« Pettr Hill, aa well aa 
in the letter to Grsham of Flntry. 

P-ige 00. Tam o" !*HAHTEa. 

Thou drank vP Kirilon Jean till Monday. 

Tile Jean referr^ to ii supposed to hnvo 
bsen Jpan Kennedy of Kirkoswald. who with 
her BLiter kept a verv reRneetable tavern. som«- 
tim-a called th« Ladies' House. 

Pnse 111. 77i< landlord's laugh teas readf 

On a MS. Robert Ainslie has noted that 
when Bumi recited lo him the poem at Ellis- 
land be added thess bnes : — 

" The crtrkets joined the ^'hlrphif cry, 
The kiltlbi chued her ts)] for toy. •* 

Or like the now/ails in the riner. 

The relative "Mot" or " ahlch" should be 
nndemtood between "snow" and "fall." 
Chamh'rs <nive this preposterous a'teiupt at 
amendment; "Or like the tnovfall in the 
river; " and Soott Douglas took upon him to 
Affirm that Bumswonld have preferred "snow- 
flake " before "snowfall." PUinly Bums pre- 
ferred the line as it is. 

Page im. Naeroliliion,hrtntneiBJTttr Franre. 

Brent new (hr«nd new] means quite new; 
new from the flre or forge. The term ia no 
donbt aericulrnral. 

Page 1)2. Been tnaw-iehitt ttetntetn hunder 

Woven in a reed of 1700 divisions. 
Rigvoodit hagt icad ipean a foal. 
Tie tigwoodie is the rope or chain that Broaass 
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NOTES 



ih« aaAdUt of a bone, 
tbir pbraMT M zaSkfw^wtMrthr, " Kv *' >• ^^ * 
■MStr f//r a vtmropcc awl ute word read iMck- 
wardA f/iin^fac mwa "fpaiicm^-acnunp^t/* C>m 
the lAhtzt l-aod. tbe simiJcr refen t/> a mare, aad 
it M prr/^/abk; dbat " rifr^oodie ** here mcaaa 

Wl^n jAuwUring h^d* ojuail tkeir b^. 
Br/yr fa*:rd« Mht$ were in tike habit of plnadcr- 

Ak, Tarn : ak^ Tarn / tkm 7/ oel tk^fairim ! 
S««; a A/<. p. 3:j2, N'cit«s to //ea2* aiMi I/r. /I<n»- 

An/i win cA/ iyy-jfan^ o/fA^ 6ri^. 

" It U a w:\\ known fact tbat fiitch««. or anj 
evil spiritA. bare no p«/w«;r to foili^v a poor 
wifj^t anj farther than the middle of the next 
rmnifn? %treara. It maj b^ prv^per likewise to 
mtsnx'vfu Uf the benin^ted traveller, that when 
be faJU in with UogUM. tihat«;ver danger may be 
in hiN ^'^ini; forward, there w mach more h^ard 
in tnm'utie back.** tJi. H. in Editions V^and *iH.t 

Paif<r ?M. Ox THE Late ('aitaix Gbose's 

pEKE/»Kf5(ATIOKH THR^/ .NXiTLAXD. 

M. JJI. 1. 1. Jiy home auld, homUt-kaunUd 
biguin. 

" Vid*' his Amimtities ofS4^landr <R. B.) 

St. VI. 1. '1. Jiusty aim cay$ and jinglin 
jacluU. 

" Vid*. hill treatise on ancient armour and 
weapons.'* ^K. B.; 

ViLif. to. .Sr. VIII. I. ^J. hanp-kail gtUIif. 

A Ian;*; knife used for cuttm>; the stalks of 
the 6r>l*'«»ort. 

IV/*; '.»;. The Humble Petition of Bbuab 
Watkk. 

St. I. 1. H. And drink my aystal tide. 

** Bniar falls are the Bnest in the eoontry, 
bat wrt. a, bush about thero. which spoils moch 
their Uanty." ^R. B. in Mi*.» " Bmar Falls 
in Atboll are ezceedinfrlj pictoresqne and beau- 
tiful ; bnt their effect is much imiMiired bj the 
want of trees and shrubs.'* (R. B. in Editions 
*\f:^ and '*Mj 

FtiKt'Vo. THEWHmn.F. 

St. II. 1. 1. Old Lotfa, Mtill ruling the arm of 
Fingal. 

"See r>Mifln's Carir-thura."' (R. B.) 

Vivv- H|l. St. yi. 1. :J. Trusty Glenriddel, 
to iJcill* d in old roinn. 

See nntf^ p. 142, Prefatory Note to Impromptu 
to ('ajitnin ttiddfll. 

St. VIII. 1. 3. 1 HI conjure the ghogt of the great 
Rorie M'jrf. 

•' S*.*' .Johnson's Tour in the Jhhridftt:' (R. B.) 

Paife VI. The Jollt BKnnAR«. 

The p^rsonafires of Bnms's Cantata — mffler 
and strolliiiir mort, trull and tinker, ballad- 
■in(?er and bawd y -bask et — are more or leas 
the pemniiafiTHS of the treatises and sonf^books. 
But they have been renewed by observation 
from the lif<*, and they are made immortal by 
the fire of that inspiration through which thej 
were pasned. Bums, if we roa^ believe his 
own words, could sympathise with such out- 
casts, and had at least a sentimental fancy for 
iha life they led. . . . 



Aa early M 17M he ia Mnned to 
rtrtt C<0mmom Fiaa Bmk tkat be 
ohnerrcd. in tbv tomnx oi bis expcrienee ai 
bwibui lifv.** — which alrcflMiy iarfrAd Irviae 
and the Carrick szuc^s;irts. — *' tbat every ana* 
eT«« the worst, has sometbiap cnod abovt 
bim :** for which rvason. "I ha« e oltea eoartad 
the acqaaiatauee of that part of maakiad eoot- 
naoalT known by tbe ordinary pbrase of ' blade- 
^naras.* auoMttuMS fcrther than was eooMteac 
with tbe safety of my character.** It is abccr 
impertinence to asimme. with eertaia cumm ea 
tatiurs. that he fin^nred him a t'lf ia tbe penoa ai 
bis own Ballad >inger. Bnt it is nadeaiabla 
tbat he s^t forth some of h\3 own phUmopby of 
life at that disreputable artist's lips ; abo witb 
bim it was ever "the heart a^'s tbe part ay 
that makes ns right or wrane ; * and it is p r vtiy 
safe to argue that his regard for tbe ** f ratcraitie 
of vacabondes " was so far both temperameatal 
and sincere. And this, in brief, is why Matthew 
Arnold nref*frs the Bnras of Tke Jolly Beggan 
before tne Goethe of the "Scene in Anerliiacb's 
Cellar." ^ With a superb intellig€BC«, tbe Seot 
creates his people fnnn within ; while the Ger- 
nDan*s apprehension of his company is merely 
intellectual and pedantic. 
Recitativo. >t. i. 1. 2. Tke bawckie bird. 
" The old Scotch name for the bat.'* .R. B.) 
Perham because it hides in tbe roofs of bouses 
near tne ** bauki*'* or crossbeams. 
St. I. 1. i». Poone-Sansie. 
" The hostess of a noted earavaaserai in 
Manchline well known and much frequented br 
the lowest order of travellers and pilgrims. * 
(R. B.I Also, " Luckie Nansie n Racer Jess's 
mother in my Uoly Fair. Luckie kept a kind 
of caravanserj- for the lower order of wayfaria^ 
strangers and pilgrims." (R. B.) The epithet 
" Potnie ** is of somewhat doubtful signification. 
A very similar word, ^'pousie,'* is a nickname 
for a cat ; and in Soots and English slang a 
definite sense has attached to both these worda 
(•*cat '' and ** pousie ") for over two centorics. 
** Pose " is also Scots for a purse, or a secret 
hoard of money. Bnt most likely " Poone '* 
standn for pushing. Cf. R^y to a Trimming 
Epistle, p. l'>2. St. II. 1. 2 : in Eamteenth Centurj 
slang, *" pushing-school ** signifies brothel. Tbe 
ladv figures in the Kirk-Session Records for 
1773. when she was handled for drunkenness as 
*' Agnes Ronald, wife of George Gibson," with 
whom — and with her daughter — she appeared 
to answer a further charge of *' fencing '' stolen 
goods. As regards the earlier charge, she 
calmly bnt firmly ** declared her resolutioa to 
continue in the sin of drunkenness," where- 
upon **the Session, consideriiig the foresaid 
foolish re8^>lution and expression." excluded 
her *' from the privileges of the Church " until 
she should ** profess her repentance." There ia 
no evidence that she came to terms with tbe 
Session. She is clearly to be distinguished from 
Elizabeth Black, also the keeper of a **dosa- 
honse," but in no way a connexion of Geofga 
Gibson. See further an/^, p. 115, Prefatoty 
Note to Adam Armour^s Prayer, 



St. I, I. U. Girdlr. 

Tlie Lirdls is H mund pUte nf metal used ia 
Scotland from tinie immeinorial in firinK the 

St. a. 1. i Mfol)/ bay; 

Thii moBl-bBK wa* the begCBT'i tnun eqaip- 
menc, (u oatmeal waa the Btaple aliun and luignt 
be taken lu food nt eirliuiKed or aold. Cf . the 
BMuiiii; Bung, " Whon tha tother baK I •ell," uto. 

Kuuir. Sl.ii.l.S. ThtlieiiAl'<if-il'rii'ii. 

h^-n Quebec, where Wolfe beat MontiiJm 
OD the l^h Septomber, 173!>. 

Souk. St. II. 1. «. The More. 

El Moro, the cutle defeodine the hnrbonr of 
SantJnico de Cuba, itarmed by the Btitiiib in 
Aninut, I'liS. 

Fain 103. FintSonR. St. m. 1. 1. Curtit. 

Hit RoKer Cnrtii, Admiral. — bum IT^ti. died 
14th Xovember. IHllI, — irho, beinic in conuDand 
of the BriV/ianf, destroyed the Frenoh fioatinE 
batU'riea before Gibmltar, 13th»epteiobur. ITS'.'. 



Ht. 1 



A.X 



Oeonfe A njiiuCiu Eliott. — bora S^lth Deoeiii- 
lier. KIT, di-'d lllh July. ITUO,~whu. for hia 
IiaTuia dettmcH of Qibnutar, van raised to Che 
peersee la Lord Heathfield, Baron of Gibraltar, 
IJIhJum'. I'KT. 

fwiHHulSong. St. IV. I. 3. SpoHloon. 

A weapon unrried by wldier-oliiDen inatesd 
of a half-pike. 

St. V. 1. 2. Cunningham. 

The northern amang tlie three ancient dia- 
tricU of Ayishire. The Glencaimn derire their 
family nnine from it. 

Pave II 'I. FintSons. St. IT. 1. 1. Tytd up 

Puniahed with the "joogs." a sort of iron 

Second Recita tiro. L. 3. Far m<init a puriie 

■Ac had hool^I. 

" llouk " a old elang for 'II a finder, (2) a 
thief. Bnn»'e heroine, who anawen weU 
etiDUKh to the " bawdj-buket " of the troatiau, 
vat. in Fact, a pickpocket. 

L.». Brn-i'. 

Here iiaed in iu oriKinnI seote, and ugnifjHae 
Kuly drewetl. tlia reference bfine la the tawdry 
finery of th« HiRhland vugaljund. See tt. n. nf 
the auccei'dinji aonv. For ii euriooa instance of 
"braw" roeaning gnoil-lookint h oppoied to 
well-dreued, ace ante, p. ^2\ Ualtowrm, at. ill, 

' Psffs \m. Firrt Reciutivo. St. i. I. 2. 

"Tryiilea" ant cattle nurketa, and "f^r*" 

PaReliMi. PintSoan. St. II. I. 4. Bvdgrl. 
A tinker's bw nf tooli. Cf. Shnkmpenre. 
IFiRfFr'j Tatt, Act IV. w. 3, Antolycua' SooE : — 
■' II llnkfn Khali ha» )■■•« t» lira 
An.) bur Iha »w.|klii luidgd." 
St. II, 1. fl, Kilhaiijlf. 

"A pre-ilixr Wirt nf vhinkT. a irrat favorite 
ti Pvxix Nanaix'a cinba." ilt.lt.) Kilbai- 



Eincardioe-on- Forth. 
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St Redladvo. St. i. I. S. An' made iht 
dunk. 

iuuk " 'Ft. fairt glou-glou) deacribea tfaa 
1 uf emptyiuK a uarruw-ueuked buttle, 
iallr by appliuuliun tu tlie mouth, 
-- ^ ■ AieighlttfJIoiHir-tnaft. 

allowed to be tlu> oldLat ballad 

record." (R. iJ.) 



lapeciallr 



1. II. X 



An' 



ar'd rhrn 



See the old aong : — 

" Balu^ pumifld by llie dTRflOODfl, 
WItliln iny twd bi Uld him duirn. 



part by Herd (17t»>J. It eeta forth an adven- 
Lure thus relatnl by Captain Creiehtua iu his Me- 
moir: aa publiaheil by Swift < IVorit, ed. Scott, 
vol. lii. pp. 1!>. 3U) : ''I liad been aMnt«d that 
WiUiamMX did mncb frt-qoeut \h». hou>« ol 
ray Lady Chermroe, within ten mil a of tilin- 
bnrKli ; but when 1 arrived with niir party 
about the houae. the laJy. well knowing OUT 
erraud. put Williainann to bed to her duoKh- 
ler, di^uiaod in a woniun'a night-dmas. When 
the truo|ier« went to aeaccli iu the yauQE lady'a 
room, her mother preti'nded Ibut afae waa not 
well ; and Willimnaon bo nianaged the lUHllet 
that, whi'n the daaghter niiaed lieraelf a little 
in the bed to let tlie tmuptrs see her. tliuy did 
not discover him, and an vent off diaapnointed. 
But thu young lady proved with ehdd. and 
Willianwon, to take oS the scandal, matrisd 
her in some time after." Creichton ia the sole 
autburity for this hiuiirirttt, which ia placed in 
IUT4, and whose hero died, nt sevrntT-nine. in 
ITIU. But it ia certain that Miaa (rherrytree 
become the third of hia seven wivea. altlimiicli 
there ia no record nt lier beorinK him a cliild. 
Crcichton'i story wm very cenenillv believed. 
fViltiantaon, whole eniloit ao neorlv Inuched 
the heart of Charloa It, ihat t'l'H wudi his at- 
tendance was commanded at Whitehall, did 
more, in fact, than endear himself both In writ- 

The Cardinal'i Coach Ctmped (ITll : iu Bunia'a 
fsTonrite elave) : — 



Fort^rof Jmoghtn:-- 
snd the mther wnndnlona rt-neit collected by 
Haidment in .1 Uandfui of PrmileM Faigulb 
(Privately Printed, no date). He added, in tba 
" Dainty Davie " nf the teil, a synonym isua- 
eeptibli-. il «>vms. of more than one inlVrprets- 
tiont til S™tii V4'nereal alane. What, in effect, 
is sijrnitied in Uunu'a lines is that thnv and 
then the Bard preaented the FMdler with that 
doxy from hia train of three whom be had t^ien 
but now IN .^oirraah dtUcio; and tbiaiasliown 
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iriptiou 



from Hont- 
wn" in Tke Vherrj/and 
ly be tliat. uuuiiiuch 



lAc tilat. Agaii 

•■ whisky bos, uia niu is. naiiiea mner i 
placa uf its pruiluutiaii. aud iluuiauch )U he 
Ennli^d It aa a Kiurcu uf iiapimliuD, he nnii 
RiEunt Ilia Uord tu talk uf - Hetiuuu " aa . 
CaLnihaaapukeouf -KilbainiK," CMiyi. 
Knylith Uarila {IWM : " FiwJi fish from U 
iuiii ; " cumratBil IMS. 181ti) tu " Uippucrene.' 

Lait chanu, I. 3. My dearett Uaid, etc. 

Cf.tbutaiuwt altribated tuMariowa: — 
"To do thcegocKl, 
1 '11 iRdy ipnid my liiiioi-dmiclsd blood." 

Page 107. The Twa Hebdb. 

" Herda " a uld StoM foe " sh*pherd»." 

Page lOH. at. III. 1. 1. Maodit, nan, i 
yionty Ruutll, 

For nuiicei of Muudie Hud Rnaai^ll see at 
pp. 331), U7, Ni>l4-» to T/u UUy Fair. 

m. lu. 1. \i. Nta^Ligk. 



Bimpton I 



, SolBB to EpiilU to William 
OrhiUref. »ud the huiuuroou dis«i- 
< Kpittle itaAl <.unt«. p. 4Ti. 

Ye ii-ka uvTf nu ty lalrdt re- 



e plaid " siKiiifiei 
pUid." If "re- 



tpeekil, etc. 

Th« ounsf 
•peckit " be 

" esteemed (it to wear the pi 
■petkit " be used in its tonunon sense, the liuea 
may be rend tlina: "Ye who were elected to 
vear the pLud. not bjr rrtpecled lairds but by 
the bmteii thsmselTes to be their guide." 

St. IV, 1. ,'5. By the bruit) IhtmirUts rltekil. 
The refereace is t<] popular electiim by the con- 
Rrveslion. 

St. X. 1. 2. Dunran ilrrp. an' Ptrbin thaid. 

Robert Doncan, ordained mininier Rt Dan- 
dotuild nth Septembt-r, 17' -^i D. D., Unirei^ 
aity of Glas^iir. IMtNi; died 14th April, Ifin; 
viu de''Tned iatollectual. and pnblinhed Ii\fidel- 
ity tke Cmifina Eoil of the Timet, a nennon. Air, 
17<M. For Peebles, see ardr, p. 32T, Notea to 
Tie Uotu Fair. 

St,T,l, M. ApmtUAidd. 

William AiiM. ministoi- of Maochline. 
Tonncrr son of the laiid of Ellftnton, Aytshire, 
vns hum in IT'W: RndnNted M. A. at Edin- 
Imr^h in ilXi, and afterwards studied divinity 
»* OlnsTow and L°ydsn ; ordained minister of 
Mnnohline in April. 17-11' ; died !2th TVcember. 
17!t], in hii s:M year. He published The Panto- 
Tol Dvly Briftfji Erplainrd, a sermon. Olns- 
fn«. ITia. LiVe h's elder "Holy Willie," 
Auld was iriven to liqiinr, and. slan lihe him, 
■*ai a hitler CaNinist and a rierd dinriplinariiui. 
H« is nut allnded to in Tit Bat]/ Fair, beeanse 
as miniBterof the parish he had to preside at the 
ierriees within the chi 
dealioKS with Bonuai 



(on Trimming Epittle from a Tailor laeemUe, 
p. 131.'l. f^eTeral writers have credited Mm with 
n eerlHjn xnaifuaaimity with regard to his sati^ 
isC. ilut Uunu. though ha eettaiuly olTeadcd, 
did nut attack liim penonally — eiccpt in the 
rather flattering allusion in the teit — befiwo 
be liad left Aytahira. He is not named in tha 
earlier veniou of Uol/, If iVde'. Prayer rtOBpt 
as " Gud's _aiu Priest; " and as for magnanim- 
ity, there is no proof of any on his part. He 
rebuked Gums and Armoar in IT'G, tooetlwr 
with olber three, in terais applicable to all fir*. 
He could not witli decency sinele Bums oat for 
a speeial rebuke. On 5tli Augnsl. nitrl, Buna 
and Armour vera rebnked for their irrernlar 
luarriage, after wliith discipline they could not 
be n.buked for a second ease of foniieatioD. 
Auld was now an old man : benoe the crdlhet 
" Doddie " iii a stanu of Tlie Kirk'a Alarm, 
with the line, " And gif ye canna bite, ye dibj 



._. .. _ .iln/mplt. 

Williniu Dalrymple of Ayr, yonngtr s^ 
Ilslrjinple. sheriff-elerk uf Ayr ; ' 






Ayr, :.*, th August, 1 7.i3 ; ordained to the sMDiid 
cliaree of A;-r, Deoeniber, ITjIii translated to 
the fire! charge K'th May, 1756; D, U.. St. 
AudKHS. 1771' : Moderator of the General As- 
sembly of the Kirk of tfcotland, 1T» ; died iJOtli 
Jnnuari', 1^14. in his 01st year. Aothor of Str- 
mom. Glasgow. i;(i6; Edinhutgh, 1782: Family 
HoriAij) EiplaineJ, l*tl7 ; Bitlary <^ ClnUt On 
which he Inferred with approval to hu collaagua 
M-GiU's Franieal Enay), Edinbnrgh. 171-7; 
FaitA in J((iuC«rt'(t. Ait, ITIIO, eb-. DafaTin- 
ple was lihtd and respected even by lis oppo- 
nents. Bums, «bom hs baptized, deTotaa a 
slaniH of admirable eulogy to Uni in Thr Kirk't 
dlarm. p. 111, He told ttaiUBay uf Ochtertyra 
that his father was " so much pleased " with 
Dalrjinple's strain of preaching nnd benero- 
Unt conduct that he embraced his religioaB 
opinions, '' though he practically remuned a 
Calriuist," (SeotiandandStoUminintJteEigli- 
Iftnlh Century, ii. i'M.I 

Si,xu,l.:i, M-Quha€. 

William M'Qnhae, son ot a magistrate cf 
Wigtun, was bom 1st May, ]7"T; studied at 
Glasgow, where he was a favourite pairil i^ 
Adam Smith : ordained at St, Quivos, lit 
March. 1764; D, D., »t. Andreva. 17i^; disd 1st 
March, IK^. in his f^lith jiear. Author of Dig!- 



i7M. 

?t. xn. I, 4. Raith the Shamt. 

kmXrvn Shaw, son of Andrew Shaw. Profca- 
sor of Divinity at St. Andrews, wss born in 
17:ilt; ordained at Craigie. 36lh September, 
17(1.1; n, n,. St. Andrews. 170.'! : died 14th 
Sepi«mber. V^. He was scholarly, but some- 
what diffident. David Shaw, no nlation of 
Andrew, was non of Alexander Shaw, mintsiei 
of Edenkillia ; ordained at Coylton. Kth Jane, 
174<>: D. D., St. Andrews. 1775 : Modenl«r «( 
the General Assembly, 1773; died 26th April, 
INIO. in his H2d year. 



¥1 oamw, atua 

of JiJm Wodro 

hiitorisD. bum 1713; onUined at TubolUm, 
INth AuBiut, ITJH ; D. U., »t. Andrewa, 1TH4 ; 
died ITth April, ]7t«, in his Mlat year. Author 
of s LtlUr (aiined Johii OilUesI addntttd to tlit 
'"■" ' ' "' ' '' '"owotE ai ' '" ■' 

u John M'Hatb 



bar. lltii ; retired to Mull, where he died IHth 
December, 1S2G. M'Math wai an uxgiiaiatatiae 
at Bunu. who at M'Math'a reqneet encloaed 
bini a copy nf IIolu Willie't Prat/tr, adding the 
Khjmed Epistle lanle, p. 136), tu bimsalf. 

St. XIV. I. 4. Smith. 

Rev. Oeorge Smith of Oalston. Se« ante, 
p. SM, NotBB to Thi Hoiu Fair. 

St. uv. 1. 5. Grr]intcK. 

In Eugliah alan^ "t^ntj ^' ai^rnifie 
toaeinsl with two headu or two i 

iHon " aignifiea a Uj-imprapriator 
" gteyneck," tben, ia a peraon of 

principlvB. — one who u neither 

bUck nnr while, but indiffereut aUke " to Ood 
and to Hia enemiea." 

Page lUl. St. ivl. 1. 3. Can non-wnw. 

See anle. p. ^OZ. Notes tu Tkr Ordination. 

Page 110. HULT WlLUE's Pratbb. 



William DaliTtnple of Ajr. See aMt, p. 336, 
NotM to Tht Tma Herd*. 

St. VI. 1.1. Kumblt John. 
John RuHsI uf Kitniaruock. See anlt, p. 
327, Notee to The Hott Fair. 



I 00(11 (for 
la: while 



.ra» 



1.1.5, Gad'i 

Williatn Anid, niinisi^r <if ManchliiM. See 
anlt, p. ani. Notes to Tht Tita Herdi. 

St. XII. 1. 1>. Kait an' pptaloei. 

One of the chiu^ea HKiiiiut Gavin Hamilton 
«aa that he eeut hu servanta to dig potatoes on 

St. 1111. 1. 2. Against that Prabyfry of .iyr. 

Because it vindicated Hamilton agaioit the 
Hanchline Seaaion. 

Si. XIV. 1. 1. Thai glib^ongu'd Aikrn. 

Robert Aiken of Ayr. who ancccssfolly de- 
tended Hamilton. See unfe, p. 330, Notei to 
Thr Colin- > Saturdaa Night. 

Page 111. TtlEKiKK'eALABM. 

St. II. I. I. Dr. Mac. 

Dr. M'Gill, of course. See the Prefator7 



Note. 

. St. : 



. 1. 3. To meddU 1 



' mitckitf a-brtv- 



" See the adve 



(R. 



Tbo 



an advertisement in the newtpapen. iMtifyiug 
to the respect of the oommnnily towards hiin. 

St. III. I. 4. Provott John. 

John Bollantine. Pr«>Yn*t nf Ayr, to whom 
Bunia dedicated Thr nrigi of .\jr (onte, p. -W;. 

St. HI. I. li. OrcUor HA. 

Robert Aiken. Writer, who defended Dr. 
MGill as well u he had alreadv defended 
Gavin Haiml Inn. Sne ant«, p. 330, Notes to 7^ 



I. 1. , 



trJam 



James M'Klnlay of Kilmarnock, whose aettle- 
ment there is celebriil«d in Tht Ordinatim (lae 
antt. p. («). 

Pagell:.'. St. vm. 1. 1. Singel Saxnie. 

Alexander Moodie of Rii:ca[toa. See ante, p. 
3a>. Notes to The Uoly Fair. 

St. II. 1.1. DaddieAuid. 

Willinm Anld of Maxicbline. See ante, p. 
33li. Notes to The Twa Htrdi. 

St. iz. 1. :). A tod meiilt iraur tAan tht 
cM. 

1 Hamilton, whom Auld had previously 

Soseciited. bee anf^, p. UM, Prefatolv Note '~ 
oty tVillit'i Praytr. and autt, p. 41, Prefab 
■*' " "B .1 Dedicalion. 






1. 1. 1 



Daeie Rant. 



David Grant of IDchiltree ; bora in Hadderty, 
Aberdeenshire, la I'.VI; fursjme time teacher 
in Geuree Watson's Hospital, KdinbnrKh ; or- 
dained Presbyterian minister at Newcastle-au- 
Tvne, I4lh November, I7M1 i admitted to Etter- 
ick paiiBh, 4th Mar, 17Hli; and translated io 

rL.I,illKU> T.li NiivomKo " " " 



Ochiltree, 7tli November of tht 

liith July. 17»]. Aa cvnveaer uf the Cumu 

on M'Oill's publicatioos, and one uf the 



died 



.IS. Gtu 






i lately 



, _ iM'Gill'si 

BO much so, indeed, that his suddea 

ated the impression that it had been brought 

about by them. lie was the author of two sin- 

fcse^uou8 'Edinburgh, 17711 and 17H21. and 
mons Doctrinal an/T Practical, 'i vols. (1785). 

St. XI. 1.1. Jamie Gbow. 

'• James Young of Cumnock, who 
been foiled in an enli'siafltirnl v 
Bgunat a Lieutenant Mitchell." (R. B.| He 
was ordained at New Cumnock, 3d May, 1798, 
and died 1st August. ITHfl. in his Kith year. 

St. HI. 1. 1. Port Willi'. 

" William Peebles in Newlon-npon-A^, ■ 
poetaster who. among other things, pnblished 
an ode on the centenary of the Revolution, in 
whiob waa the line: ' And bound in liberty's 
endearing chain.'" (R. B.) For IVebles see 
alao antt. p. 32T. Notes to The Holji Fair. 

St. XUI. 1. 1. Andre' Gomt, 

Andrew Mitchell of Monkton and Prestwick, 
son of Hugh Mitehell of Dalgain. his mothei 
being one r>f the CHmpbrlls of Fairfield; oi^ 
dained at Muirhirk. 1 1th Jnlv. 17.11 ; translated 
to Monktiin in November, ITTIj died 11th Oc- 
tober. 1H11, in his l*7tb year. He po«>«*ed the 
eatate of Avisyard. near Cumnnek, and is sud 
to have "kept a carriage." Being rich, he had 
a kind of influence among the Orthodoi : but 
he was mentally the weakest of the brethren. 
He was author of Caatft qf Oppeiilion to tkl 
Goipei lEdinbuifrb. 17(>41. 

St. xr-- ' ■ ■•— " 
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dained at Barr, 8th March, 1780, and died 21at 
February, 1K19, in his 75th year. 

8t. XV. 1. 1. Irvine-side, 

George Sntith of Galston. (See ante^ p. 326, 
Notes to The Holy Fair.) The town stands on 
the Irvine. 

M. XVI. 1. 1. Muirland Jock. 

John hheplierd of Muirkirk, son of Rev. 
George Shepherd of Ne w battle ; ordained at 
Hemel-Henipstead, Herts, 30th October, 1772 ; 
transbited to Muirkirk. Ist September, 1775; 
died 14th August, 171«». in his 5i>th year. 

St. XVII. 1. 1. Hijly Will. 

" Vide the • Prayer' of this Saint." (R. B.) 
See arUe, p. 101), Prefatory Note to Holy WU- 
Ue^8 Praytr. 

Page \\X Postscript 1, 1. 1. Afton^s Laird, 

John Logan of Knockshinnoch and Afton. 

Postscript 1, 1. <i. C ladle ith, 

Mr. Johnson of Clackleitli. 

Postscript 2, 1.1. Factor John. 

Either John Kennedy, factor to the Elarl of 
Dumfries Jsee ante^ p. 128, Prefatory Note to 
To John Kennedy)^ or John M'Murdo (see ante. 
Prefatory Note to To John M^MurdOy p. 143;. 

Page 114. The Inventoky. 

My lan^-a-fore, etc. 

The old wooden plough was drawn by four 
horses : two on the left hand, named respectively 
the '* lan'-a-fore '' (the foremost on the nn- 
ploughed land side) and the ** lan^-a-hind '' 
(the hindmost on the nnplonghed land side) ; 
and two on the right hand, named respectively 
the ** fur-a-fore " (the foremost in the furrow) 
and the '^ fur-a-hind " (the hindraoet in the 
furrow). 

As e^er in tug or tow was traced. 

See ante, p. '.m. Notes to The Atdd Farmer^ 
Salutation. 

A gaudsman ane, a thrasher V otJier, 

The gaudsman was the driver of the plough- 
team. When it was drawn by oxen he used a 
gaud (=goad). Before commills were in use a 
** thrasher '' had almost constant work with the 
flail.^ 

Wee Davoc. 

David Hut^hieson, whose father, Robert, had 
been ploughman at Lochlie. The father died 
of fever, and Bums took care of the boy, to 
whom he also gave all the education he ever g^t. 

/ on the Questions tairge them tightly. 

The Shorter Catechism of the Westminster 
Divines, on which the Kirk compelled house- 
masters to examine their servants and children 
every Sunday. ^ To "tairge " = to ** target," 
I. e. to pelt or riddle with import.unities. Thus 
Callum Beg, intent on constraining Shamus an 
Snachad, '* as he expressed himself * targed him 
tightiv ' till the finishing of the job." 

He Hi screed you off '* Efectual Calling.'' 

The answer to the question, *' What is ££Feo- 
tnal Calling ? " embodies the essence of Calvin- 
ism. 

My sonsie, smirking, dear-bougJu Bess. 

His daughter Elizabeth, bv Elizabeth Paton. 
Bee ante, p. 113, Prefatory Note to The Poet'i 
Welcome, 



Page 115. A Mauchlikk Wedddto. 

St. u. 1. 1. Blacksideen, 

"A hill." (R. B.) 

St. II. I. 3. Nell and Bess. 

*' Miller's two sisters." (R. B.) Nell was 
the eldest, — the Miss Miller of the Belles qf 
Mauchline (see post, p. 171). 

St. IV. 11. 1, 2. 

But now the gown wV rustling sound 
Its silken pomp displays. 

** The ladies' fint silk gown, got for the oo- 
casion." (R. B.) 

St. V. 1. 1. Sandy. 

" Driver of the Pt st-chaise." (R. B.) 

St. v. 1. 5. Auld John Trot. 

** Miller's father." (R. B.) 

Page 110. Adah Armour's Prater. 

St. V. 1. 2. Auld drutken Nanse. 

See ante, p. 334, Notes to The Jolly Beggars, 

St. vi. 1. 1. Jock an' hav^rel Jean. 

The]r were the son and daughter. Jean or 
Jenny is the Racer Jess of The Holy Fair. See 
ante, p. 10, St. IX. 1. 3, and Notes, p. 326. 

Page IK). Nature's Law. 

St. ui. 1. 3. Coila's plains. 

Coila, identical with Coil " in st. v., is poetic 
for Kyle, one of the districts of A3rr8hire. 

Page 117. Lines on Meeting with Lord 
Dakr. 

St. u. 1. 5. O' the Quorum. 

Certain Justices, without whom the Coort 
could not sit. 

St. in. 1. 4. An* sic a Lord! — lang Scotch 
ell twa. 

A Scots ell is over a yard. 

St. v. 1. 2. Or Scotia's sacred Demosthenes. 

This would seem to show that Dr. Hugh 
Blair was of the company. 

Page 118. Address to the Toothache. 

St. IV. 1. 2. Cutty-stools. 

Cutty = short or small. Some derive the use 
of the word in ** cuttv-Btools " from ** cutty " 
or ^' kitty," occasionaUy emploved to signify a 
loose woman, as in the deligntful ballad of 
Eobin Red-Breast (Herd, 1709): — 

" Then Robin tnmed him round sbout, 

E'en like s little king : — 
* Go, pack ye out at my chamber door, 
Ye little cutty quean.* " 

It is very commonly applied to a mischievous 
ungrown girl ; it is also a nickname for a hare ; 
it likewise signifies the three-legged milking- 
stool. The present reference is, of course, to 
the stool of repentance. This was conspicu- 
ously placed in trout of the i>nlpit, and the pen- 
itent, the opening prayer being done, was con- 
ducted to it b^ the beadle ; sat on it throueh 
the service, — in the olden time clothed in sack- 
cloth (Scott ic^, *^sk ham gown"): and at the 
close arose from it to receive the rebuke. There 
were two kinds of stools, a high and a low ; the 
high being known as the ** pillar." 

rage 119. Lament for the Absence ov 
William Creech, Publisher. 

St. 1. 1. 1. Afdd chuckle Reekie. 

*' Anld Reekie " = Edinburgh ; not beeanse 
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j^inbnrgh is abnormally amokv, bat because 
her smoke is visible from many Heights. 

St. IT. 1. 1. GawkieSy tatvpies^ gowks^ and 
fools. 

**Gawkies" and "tawpies" are here the 
diminutives or ferainines of ** fifowks '' and 
'' fools/' '' Gawkie '' (cf. the song Bess the 
Gawkie) is derived from gowk " (the cuckoo, a 
p^iddy^ated bird), vrhioh is Scots, as '* cnckoo *' 
IS Shakesp >ariau English (cf . Firxt Henry IV. ^ 
u. iv. : ^^ O' horseback, ye cuckoo *') for a daft 
or stupid oerson. 

St. vn. 1. 1. Worthy Gregory's Latin face, 

James Grefirory (6. 1753, a. 1821), the famous 
Professor of Medicine^ was a great hand at 
Latin quotations, and is said by Cock bum to 
have had '* a strikinp-ly powerful countenance." 
For Or^ory's strmgent criticism of the 
Wounded Uare, see ante, p. 93, Prefatory Note 
to that poem. 

St. VII. 1. 2. Tytler's and Greenfield's modest 
gract. 

Not William Tytler the historian, then an old 
man, but his son, A. F. Tytler (6. 1747, d. 1813), 
afterwards Lord Wuodhouselee, at this time 
Professor of Civil History, who wrote a Life of 
Lord /Cam^s (18U7), an Historical and Critical 
Essay on the Life of Petrarch (1810), and a sen- 
sible essay on The Genius and Writings of Allan 
Ramsay (18(X)). He sat on that *^ jury of lite- 
rati*' to which Bums submitted the new mate- 
rial for the First Edinburgh, and assisted him 
in revising the proofs for a later edition. Wil- 
liam Greenfiela was minister of St. Andrew's 
parish and Professor of Rhetoric, but in 1798, 
Dcing charged with a nameless offence, he de- 
mitted his offices and left Scotland, in his Sec- 
ond Common Place Hook Bums extols ** his 
good sense, his joyous hilarity, his sweetness of 
manners, and modesty." 

St. yii. 1. 3. 3irKenzie, Stewart, such a 
brace. 

Henry M*Kenzie, author of The Man of Feel- 
ing, who had written an appreciation of Bums's 
Poems in The Lounger for i)ecember, 1786 , and 
Dugald Stewart, d. scribed in the Second Com- 
mon Place Book as *^ the moat perfect character 
I fver saw." 

Page 120. Eleot on the Departed Tear, 
17HH. 

An' cry till ye be haerse an* roupet. 

For ** roupet " see ante, p. 325, Notes to The 
Author's Earnest Cry and Prayer. 

An* gied ye a' baith gear an' meal. 

Even yet the cleri^rmen of the Church of 
Scotland are paid in kind — their stipend being 
reckoned in cnalders. 

For Embro' wells are grutten dry ! 

During December, 1788, there was the coldest 
weather in Scotland, and the Edinburgh wells 
were all frozen. 

Nae hand-ctij0^'d, mixxPd, half-shackl'd Be- 
gent. 

See ante, p. 154, Prefatory Note to Ode to the 
Departed Regency Bill. 

Page 121. Om the Dughess of Gordon's 
Reel Dancing. 



St. 1. 1. 3. WaUoi^d. 

A motion, expressive at once of rapidity and 
a certain awkwardness : as (c. g.) of a fish out of 
water. It is used of galloping, as in David Lind- 
say, Complaynt to the King, line 179: ''And 
wychtilie wallope ouer the sandis ; " also, and 
very commonly, in a slightly sarcastic sense of 
dancing, as in the text and in the song of Maff- 
gie Lauder, sometimes attributed to Fnunois 
Sempill ; — 

" Mm up an* wsIlop*d ower the gn«a, 
For brswly tbe could Iriak it.** 

St. n. 1.2. The midden dub. 

Bums in his glossary defines the midden hole 
aa '* a gutter at the bottom of the dunghill.^' 

Page 122. On Captain Grose. 

St. y. 1. 3. As for the Deil, he daur na steer 
him. 

That is, attempt to carry him off, the refer- 
ence being to 6ro8e*s exceeding corpulence. 
(See ante, p. 186, Epigram on Captain Francis 
Grose.) 

Pa^ 123. New Year's Day, 1791. 

Coila 's fair Rachel's care to-day. 

'" This young lady was drawing a picture of 
CoiUi from The Vision." (Note in Currie, 1800, 
probably supplied by Mrs. Dunlop.) 

Page 124. From Esopus to Maria. 

I see her face the, first of Ireland's sons. 

This Irisnman is said to have been an officer 
named Gillespie. 

The crafty Colonel. 

ColonelM'Doual of Logan — " Sculdudd'iy " 
(i. e. Bawdy) M*Doual of the Second Heroo 
Ballad (see ante, p. 166, St. x. 1. 5, and Prefa- 
tory Note to Youna Pegaie, ante, p. 201). 

The hoptful youth, in Scottish senate bred. 

Who owns a Bushby's heart without the head. 

Mr. Maitland Bushby, advocate, the *' Wig- 
ton's new sheriff " of the Second Heron Ballad 
(p. !(«>, St. ra. 1. 1), with " the heart *' but not 

the head " of his father, John Bushby, ^' hon- 
est man.*' O^ee Epitaph on John Bushby, ante, 
p. 198.) 

Page 124. To John Rankine. 

St. n. 1. 6. A whaup 's i' the nest. 

This is a modification of the Scottish proverb : 
** There *s a whaup in the rape *' = "There is 
something wrong.** In Ayrshire, ** whaup ** was 
also the name of a goblin supposed to hannt the 
eaves of houses. But in Bnms's line " whanp " 
is probably curlew ; and the meanii^ seems to 
be. *' what is wrong will soon be known." 

Page 125. To John Goldie. 

St. II. 1. 3. Black Jock. 

Russell of Kilmamock. See ante, p. 327« 
Notes to 7%« Holu Fair. 

St. lY. 1. 5. Haste, gie her name up in the 
chapel. 

Persons at the point of death are aeonstoroed 
to request the prayers of the congregation. 

Page 126. To J. Lapraik. Third Epistle. 

St. m. 1. 5. WhaU. 

From the Soots *' white " or " wheat," mesflp 
ing to cut with a knife, i.e. ** whittle." 

St. v. 1. 5. Browster wives. 
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Tke old-world ale-wife always brewed the 
itiiff she lold. 

St. vn. 1. 2. Tillkyehe gaun without the herd. 

The grain b^iof? all harvested, the eattle 
oould 1m allowed to erop at large. In olden 
timee there were few or no fenoee on farms, and 
eattle were watched by a boy. 

St. iz. 1. (). Yowrs^ Hah the Ranter. 
Cf . the old song Maggie Lauder : — 

** For I *ni s piper to my trade. 
My name b Bab the Ranter." 

Page 126. To the Rev. John M'Math. 
St. u. 1. 2. Gown an* ban' an* douse black- 
bonnet. 
llie clergyman, who on Sundays wears a 

Sown and band : and the elder, who in those 
ays wore a bhick bonnet. Cf . Tke Holy Fcur^ 
ante^ p. lo, St. viii. 1. 3. 

Page 127. St. v. 1. 1. Gau'n. 

Gavin Hamilton. (See ante^ p. 41, Prefatory 
Note to the Dedication.) 

St. VI. J. 1. 

Tlte poor na^^s friend in need,, 
The qentltman tn word an* deed, 

Cf. Dedication iante^ p. 42). 

Page 12H. To Davie. Second EIpistle. 

St. u. Hale be your fuart, etc. 

Cf. EpintU to Major Logan, St. ill. fp. \?ff). 

St. IV. [This stanza] deficribes the writer*s 
mental condition and mode of life under Ar- 
mour^s repudiation. 

St. IV. 1. 1. I^mon Parnassus* brink. 

That is, about to publish. Bums was prepar- 
ing the Kilmarnock edition^ and had sent a few 
numbers for Sillar^s inspection. 

St. VII. 1. 5. Rough an* raploch. 

Raploch = a coarse and undyed woollen. 

Page 128. To John Kennedy, Dumfkisb 
House. 

St. II. 1. 1. Dow. 

rjohn Dow, or Dove — " dow " is Soots for 
** Clove," — was] the landlord of the Whitefoord 
Anns, on whom Bums wrote one of his clever^ 
est epitaphs. (See ante, p. l^K*).) 

Page 12<). To Gavin Hamilton, Esq., 
Mauchline. 

Like scrapin out auld Crummie*s nicks. 

The rings on a cow^s homs tell her age. 

Ay when ye gang yoursel, 

Hamilton had been prosecuted for neglect of 
ordinances. Nor was ne partial to the Shorter 
Catechism. 

In Paisley John's. 

John Dow^s tavern. (See supra. Notes to 
To John Kennedy.) 

I ken he weel a snick can draw, 

" A snick can draw " = *' can draw a latch." 
The phrase is primarily applied to a stealthy 
entrance into another man*s mind, so as to read 
his thoughts and take advantage of him. 

Page I'V). To Dr. Mackenzie. 

To get a blaud o* Johnie*s morals. 

The origin of morals was one of Mackenzie's 
favourite topics. 

An* taste a swatch o* Man8on*8 barrels. 

Maoson kept the tavern where the lodge met. 



Page 132. Reply to a Trocmiko Eraru 
received fbom a Tajlob. 

St. I. 1. 6. Daddie Auld. 

The Rev. William Auld (see ante, p. S3(\ 
Notes to The Twa Herds), by wlunn Bums was 
rebuked before the congregation. 

St. n. I. 2. Pause. 

See ante^ p. 334, Notes to The JoUu Beggars. 

Page 133. St. vn. 1. 5. Hess John. 

That is, *' Mass John." Used in contempt. 
Dating from before the Reformation, the nick- 
name denotes, first, the small regard of the 
people for the old Catholic parish priest; and 
secondly, that after the Reformation the major- 
ity held in extreme derision the authoritv wlueh 
the minister essayed to wield — especially in re- 
spect of penal discipline. Writing in the oppo- 
site interest, Ramsay, in his Address qf Thank* 
From the Society of Rakes, thus dramatises the 
latter sentiment : — 



' Down, down wi* tlie repentina-btools 
That gart the younkers look •*•'» f*^^ 
Before the congregstion . * 



fools 



and again in the same bris* copy of verses: — 

** For tboM) wha Kirl* '^aira engroas 
Their Maaion booka may burn all; 
Since fomication^t pipe *s put out 
What will they hare to crack about 
Or jot into their journal ? ** 

See further, ante, p. 50, Epistle to John Bam- 
kine. 

Page 13J<. To Major Locan. 

St. ni. Hale be your hiart, etc. 

Cf . St. II. of the Second Epistle to Dame (ante, 
p. 128). 

Page 134. St. zl 1. 3. A dtar ane. 

The reference is to Jean Armour. 

St. xin. I. 2. Sentimental sister Susie. 

See To Miss Lot/an lanie. p. ?2). 

St. XIII. I. 3. llomst Lucky. 

The Major^s mother. Though common Scots 
for **grandmother,'* *' Lncky " has oftin an 
evil sense (as in the ill spring named by Willie 
Stevenson in that story of his gudesire, which 
of itself would make Redgauntlet immortnl. 
Weel Hoddled, Luckie). Derived from " luck," 
or ** fortune," it was probably first used to des- 
ignate a spae-wife (= a fortune-teller). Bawds 
and alewives were commonly called "' Lucky, " 
as in Ramsay's Lucky Si)ence*s Last Aavice 
and his Elegy on Lucky H ood. 

Page 135. To the GumwirE of Wauchopk 
House. 

St. V. 1. 4. The marVd plaid. 

The ** Quidwife " had offered to send Bums 
a party-coloured pliud. 

rage 14.3. To James Tennant of Glen- 

CONNEK. 

Perusing Bunyan, Brown, an* Boston. 

r* Bunyan " needs no explanation. The other 
references are to] Brown's Se^f- Inttrpreting 
Bible and Boston's Fourfold State, long tavour- 
ites with the pious Scottish peasant. 

My heart-warm love to guid auld Glen. 

The father. John Tennant, who was witness 
to the poet's baptism in 1759, and under whose 



•dvioa he nuda aa offer for EUialmnd. Tlia 
Mher references are to memban oi lelBlioiu of 
tbe family. 
Page 144. EpisTLm TO Db. Blicklock. 

St. u. 1. 1. The Heron. 

Etobert lieron, ion of a veayeri bom at Nav 
OaUDw>y.t!thNoTaiiiber,lT&4. WbeDheviuted 
Bums in lT8t). he was a gtudent of diviniCr. He 
wu next awistanC to Dr. Hu^h Blair bot iood 
took to literBTT pnrBoitf ; SKt into debt, and 
vhile \a Perth gAol began a BiMloryqf Scotland; 
waa liberBled on en^a^ng to pay his crediton 
Bfteen iiliitliii^ in tha ponnd from the prooeedi 
thereof ; whs the author of many vorka, inolud- 
iiw a Life 0/ JIurni. ITtIT, by do means without 
merit : waa in 1806 oonfined by hia crediton in 
Nevgate ; took f ever there ; and died oa his 
removal to St. Pancraa Uoqiital, IStli April, 
1807. 

St. yl. 1.2. BrOK. 

Broae is properly meal and wann water, bnt 
die word is oommonly Died r- - - ' 



FlKel45. ToaOkNTLEMAN WHOHADBKNT 

A Nbwbpaper. 

That vile doup-ikdper. Emperor Joieph. 

A notorioiu whoremaster : died SOtn Fehm- 
•ry. 1700. 

Or if the Sicedt, hrfort ht halt. 

Qustavua III. of Sweden waa than at war 
with Ruaaia. 

Page IW. ToWiLUAM Stbwart. 

la hotua Bamii'j inyle-xak. 

" Honest Bacon " (see At Broamhitl Inn, ante, 
p. 1H7) waa landlord of tbe inn at Brownhill, 
and a reUtlre of Stewart, who was factor at 
C]u8«bnm hard by (see Lovelg Poltv 

OB(r. p. 240, and Yo< ' 

art, ante, p. 311). 

Page 148. To Colonfi. Db Pbystbb. 

"' — I ■ Carmagnole 



Polly Sit 
, Willie 



Page 149. Pboloocs bpokbk bt Hk. 

Fhilaaophy. 

The referenoe ia to Dantd Stewart. See 
ante. p. 32H, Nutet to Tie Vition. 
Here Hiiiorj. 
Hume and Robertson. 
Here Dooglaa farmt wild ShaJceMpeare into 

Home's Douglae. The ridiculoni rersa — 
one hopes the Bud knew batter— reads like 
a variant on the Kdinburf-h pittite's " Whaor 's 
your Wully Shakespeare noo ? " 

. 1 nd Uarlev rotues c'l Ike Cod in man. 

Sea Mackenzie's JWano/'Frefin9. 

Pane 150. Scots Proi«ode fob Mbi. 

WiU bauldli/ try to git lu plagi at ham. 
Boms, at this time, bad himself some thonihla 
of tnmiiv playwright. To Lady Eliiabetk 



— . ftirobably) he wroto, 23d Oaoant- 

bar, ITBD, that for this pnrpoae he had leaolrad 
to maka himself "master of all tha Dramatic 
Anthora of any repnta in both ICngliah and 
French: " and on 2d Maich. 1T90, he ordered of 
Pater Hill copies of oertain English playwrights, 
of Uoliire, and of "any other good French 
dramatia authors in their native langnage." 

Page Ul. At able — and at cruel — at tht 
Devil. 

Boras was a strong partisan of Mary Stnart, 
and a rabid anti-Euiabellian, as witnesses ■ 

Eassage (omittsd, of conrse, by Cnrrie] in • 
ittar to Hn. Dnnlop, 20th Febrnaiy, 1791t 
" What a rocky^eartod, parfidiona aoDcnbos 
was that Qneeu EUzabeth,''efc. 
Page 1C2. TSE Biobm or Womam. 
Would twagger, latar, get drvni, kick ap a rial. 
According to Carrie, tbe leferenoe is to the 
Satornalia of the Caiedanian Hunt. 
" ISC. A New Pbalm fob the CoAtEi, 



„■& 



- That roungMan. 

William Pitt. 
St. T. I. .1. ja* Judge. 
Lord Thurlow. Cf. Ode lo (As Departed 
Begency Bill, ante, p. IKl: 

"By dread Thmlow^i powers to sws — 
RjiflCorlD, blSApbsniy. and law.'^ 

St. II. 1. 4. Thai man JTGiU. 

Dr. M'Oill of Avr. See ante, p. 110. Prefk- 
blrv Note to 7^ Kirk'i Alarm, 

Page 159. The P£tb Cbamtbtbe. 

St. 1. 1. T. Him a-ka led. 

James Boawell, the biographer of Saraoal 
Johnson. 

St. 1. 1. S. Tlte mtUde Uria Major. 

Samuel Johnson. 

St. II. 1. 4. Glencaird. 

Sir John Whitefootd of Cloncaird. 

Page 1<J0. St. vu. L 2. Ethtr-Uant. 

Addei^lone. Tbe addepstone was We£ hj 
tbe Druids as sn amnlst. 

Page ItlO. The Five Cabuvs. 

St. ui. L 1. Maggie by the banit 0' Nith. 

Dumfries. 

St. w. I. 3. And Marjorie 0' the Monie Loda. 

Lochmaben, situate In the midst of ui small 

St.'iY. 1. 1. And Bliniin Beta <ir AnnandaU, 

St. T. 1. 1. And Black Jodn, fiae Crichton 
Feel. 
"Sanqabai. near which is the old castle of 

the Crichtons." |R. B.) 

Pane 161. Electiob Ballad roB Wtn- 

Che. 1. 1. Up and wavr them a'. 
In a note to Up and Wav Them A\ WiOie 
^terleared Oopy of Johnson's JUusnin). Bums 
" *" Hiion is ' Up and warn 

le Crantarm or warning 
ot a tugniana clan to arms. Notwithstanding 
this, tbe Lowlanders in the west and snntb saj 
' Up and iRiiir them a', Willie.'" "W80r"& 
Sopta for " wont." 
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NOTES 



Pa^e 162. St. iv. 1. 1. WhisiUbirk. ^ 

Alttxander fiirtwhistle, Provost of Kirkcud- 
bri'^ht. 

PifttC«) 163. EiJccTioif Ballad addresbbd 
TO KoBBBT Graham of Finthy. 

^t. VI. 1. 1. Drumluttri^'s haughty Grace, 

Drumlanrig was the reudence of the Duke of 
Qneensberry. 8ee ante^ pp. 101 and 1G2, Prefa- 
torv Notes to Election Ballad for We$ttrha\ 
and As 1 cam doon the Banks 6* Nith, 

St. IX. 1. 5. WeMterha* and Hopeton, 

Sir James Johnstone, the Tor^ candidate, and 
the Earl of Hopetoon, liia principal supporter. 

St. XI. 1. 1. Mons-Meg. 

The old historic cannon which still stands on 
the ramparts of Kdinburi^h Castle. 

St. XII, 1. 1. M'Murdo and his lovely spouse, 

Si'e ante^ p. 143, Prefatory Note to To John 
M'Murdo, 

St. xui. 1. 1. Craigdarroch, 

Fergnsson of Crai^arroch, the hero of the 
Whime (see ante^ p. ^)). 

St. xiu. 1. 4. GJenruideU, 

Captain Robert Kiddell of Glenriddell (see 
ante, p, 14\1, Prefatory Note to Impromptu to 
Captain UiddeU), 

St. XIV. 1. *J. Redoubted Staig, 

Bunid's friend, Provost Staig of Dumfries. 

St. xrvr. 1. 4. Welsh. 

Theu Sherilf of the County. 

St. XV. 1. 1. Miller, 

Patrick Miller of Dalswinton, Burns^s land- 
lord and the father of the Whig candidate, 
Captain Miller. 

St. XV. 1. 4. Maiwelton, 

Sir Robert Lawrie or Lowrie of Mazwelton, 
of whom Craigdarroch won Uie whistle (see 
ante, p. lUO, Prefatory Note to The Whistle), 

St. XV. 1. 5, Lawson, 

** The famous wine merchant.^' (R. B.) 

PagelG4. St. XIX. 1. G. The Buchan Bullers, 

Caves on the Buchan littoral. 

St. XX. 1. 4. The muffled murtherer of Charles, 

** Charles 1st was executed by a man in a 
m^sk." (R. B.) 

St. XXI. 1. 2. Bold Scrimgeour foUotvs gallant 
Graham, 

Burns gives "Dundee" for **Bold Scrim- 
geour;" "Gallant Graham" he explains as 
"Montrose." Apparently he supposed that 
Cla'-erhouse was a ocrimgeour. 

St. XXIV. 1. r>. Stewart, 

'•Stewart of Hillside." (R. B.) 

Page 165. Second Hebon Election Bal- 
lad. 

St. 1. 11. 5, 6. Murray commander. An'' Gordon, 

Murray of Broughton was uncle of Gordon, 
the Tory candidate. Murrav had left his wife 
and eloped with another lady (see post, n. 343, 
Notes to John Bushby^s Lamentation), lliere- 
fore U. 6-8 in one set run : — 

" And Oordon that keenly vHJl Mart; 

Why fthnm^lf** h^r lane is th^ lantie f 
B^en let her kind kin tak a part ; "' 

and for the same reason in 1. 8 " kin " of the 
text in another set reads " sin." 



St. II. 1.1. AndthereUlbehlack-nebbitJohnie. 

John Bushby, see ante, p. 1J>8, Pnst'atory ISTote 
to Epitaph on John Bushby, 

St. u. 1. 6. Kempleton^s birkie, 

William Bushby. John's brother, who had 
made a fortune in tne Elast Indies. 

St. m. 1. 1. An^ there'll be Wi0on's new 
sheriff, 

Mr. Maitland Bushby, son of John Bushby. 
See ante, n. 339, Notes to From Esopus to Maria. 

St. III. 1.5. Cardoness, Esquire, 

David Maxwell of Cardoness. See ante, p. 
197^ Prefatory Note to Epitaph on a Galloway 
Laird, 

St. IV. 1.1. Douglasses doughty. 

Sir William and Mr. James Douglas. The 
former got the name of Carlinwark cnanged to 
Castio Douglas by royal warrant. 

St. rv. 1. 5. Kenmure sae generous, 

John Gordon of Kenmure. 

St. V. 1. 1. Redcastle, 

Walter Sloan Lawrie of Redcastle. 

St. V. 1. 5. Our King's Lord Lieutenart. 

Lord Garlics, who was called to answer for 
keeping the writ. 

Page 166. St. vi. 1. 2. Muirhead, 

Minister of Urr, author of an epigram on 
Bums, To Vactrras, 

St. VI. 1. 3. BuittU's Apostle, 

Maxwell of Bnittle. 

St. VI. 1. 6. Folkfrae St, Mary's, 

The Earl of Selkirk's family. 

St. VII. 1. 1. Wealthy young Richard, 

Richard Oswald of Auchencruive, who inher- 
ited Mrs. Oswald's fortune. See ante, p. 81. 
Prefatory Note to Ode, Sacred to the Memory <ff 
Mrs. Oswald, 

St. VII. 1. 5. Rich brither nabobs, 

D. and J. Anderson of St. Germains. 

St. vu. 1. 7. Collieston, 

Mr. Copeland of Collieston. 

St. vu. 1. 8. Quinton, 

The son of Mr. M^Adam of Craigen-gillan. 
See ante, p. 129, To Mr, M'Adam ^ Craigen- 
gillan, 

St. vui. 1. 1. Stamp-Office Johnie, 

Mr. John Syme, Writer, Dumfries, an especial 
friend of Bums. See ante, p. 191, Prefatory 
Note t« To John Syme, 

St. viii. 1. H. Gay Cassencarry. 

Colonel M'Kenzie of Cassencany. 

St. vui. 1. 4. Colonel Tam, 

In some sets " gleg " is inserted before " Colo- 
nel Tam." He was Colonel Heron, acoordins: 
to the Museum copy ; but Colonel Goldie oi 
Goldielea is given elsewhere. 

St. vin. 1. 6. Trusty Kirroughtree. 

Mr. Heron of Kerroughtrie, the Whig oandir 
date. 

St. IX. 1. 1. The auld Major, 

He was brother of the Whig candidate. 

St. IX. 1. 5. Maiden Kilkerran. 

Sir Adam Fergnason of Kilkerran. See antt^^ 
p. 325, Notes to The Author's Earnest Cry and 
Prayer, 

St. IX. 1. 6. Bnrskimming's guid Knight, 

Sir William Miller of Barskimming, son ol 



Eir Thcmaa Millar, Lord BankinmiiDg. Sea 
nnM, p. :i28, Nutes to Tlu Vition. 

Si. IX. 1. T. HoariHg Birlwhildt. 

Alexaoder Biitirhutle, ProTuM of Eircnil- 
bright. 

St. X. 1. 3. TeucA Jaknit. 

John Maivell of TeiraiiEhtie. See atUt, p. 
146, Prefktor; Note to Tn John Maxmll, Jiig. 

tit. X. 1. S. Logati'i ItDouai. 

Colonel M'Douol of IjaeaB. Sea ante, p. 201, 
Prefslorv Note to Yoang Prggp. 

tit- X. \. 8. Sogeriaa, tptnpowfher Hiair. 

Major Ulaii of Uuiwk^y. 

f»ee 166, John Bushbt's Lamehtatioh. 

St. III. 1.1. I'ir/<>'(u7iiu.uv. 

See antf. p. 1H!I. Prefatory Note to Epigrami 
agairtiC lit iiart qt' Galloufaa. 

bt, VII. ]. '.'. n'i' uiingiJ ipurt. 



The reference ii 
wiDB«t spar being Uie crit ot tbe House ol 
Juhtutuiie, to wbicli the lady — " the aald grey 
ynud." as Boma genteetty deaciibei Ler — be- 

Page ITO. Thb Ronalds or tbb Bbnxals. 

St. XUI. 1. 2. Taai' handrtd. 

Linen woTen in a rsed of twelve bundred di- 



E Ukath of Sib 
(I cy SeMia't 



Nove;._._. _. _. 

Note U A P«('i Wdcomt. 

bt. I. 1. 13. Mv Smith. 

See anlt, p. 10, Prefator]' Note to Epittie la 

St. II. 1. T. Tlu«, Hamiltm. and Aiken dtar. 

For Garin Hamilton eee ante, p. 41. Prefatorr 
Note to A Dfdicalion; for Aiken eee anir- o- 
3:«i. Notea to The CoUer't Saturdan Nighl. 

PaKS 173. ElboT on TH- " 

jAHKa Hdntek Bl.AIlt. 

St. u. I. 2. Once tit lov'd 

"The King's Park, at Holyrood Hotue." 
(R.B.) 

St. u. 1. 3. Wlitre limpid lireamt, met Ao/- 
lom'd, well. 



jituated on the height* 

the southeast of Holyrood House. 

Page leC. Skftch for AN ElzoT. 

St. 1. 1. 1. Craigdamek. 

Alexander FeigaaMin of Craigdarroch, the 
bero of The WliitU (ante, p. 99). 

St. II. 1. 1. BlaekJama. 

Poasibly James Botweil. 

St. in. 1.1. PAilofopAie SmeUie. 

William Smellie. Sea ante, p. IHl, Pnfatary 
Note to On William SmtllU. 

Page 1N3. Passion's Crt. . 

"l bura, 1 barn, as inhtn thro' ripttitd eon 
By drivinf windi lit eradclina name$aTt bonu." 

Qnotad from Pope's Sappho. 

Page 183. In VAiir would Puddbiicx. 
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"Wnyng'd, injur'd, ihunn'd. unpitied.viartdrtM, 
7^ nixt'd guctation <jf l)ie Mcamer'ijett." 
[Theae linee. sliehtly modified, appear in tba 

pnceding poem, Faiiion'i Cry {anlt p. IKtJ.1 
Page I'M. On MahriaoB. 
ThebettqfUanst. 
The nickname " the Beat." or " the Best in 

Cliristendum, " ja claasie alang. Cf, Doraet, 

Song. JUediinki lAe Poor Town : " 1 know what 
I drink lo the Beat :" and Rocbn- 



dtcently my Iddy qaila the Koom." 

Va^ i'.H. On Juhn Hakkine. 

Hv.idamAiU. 

Kunkine's farm. In Seotlaod it is atiU tba 
diatom among farmers to call eaoh o^er by 
their territorial naniet. 

Page I'JT. MoNODT ON A Last pamkd for 
brhCapricb. 

St. V. 1. 2. Hrr idiot lyre. 

" The lady nSecU to be a poetess." (R. B.) 
He liad carefully foatered the illuaion. 

Page ^1. BoNIR Dl'NDEB. 

St. 1. 1. 1. HaUBfT-mtal baanoet. 

A synonym Icommon in the North of England 
and some paiti of Scotlandl for the oaten cake, 
the staple bread of old Nrotland. 

Page 'Mti. To THE Weaver's oih ts ao. 

St. II. 1. 2. Tu aarp a piaidtn wai. 

To form threads into a warp far a web of 

Pago 203. I 'm o'brTddho to mahbt ybt. 

St. I. I. 4. Eerie. 

ApjjrebeusivH of ghosts, bat the word ia nsad 

Engliib equivalent is " creepy." 

Page 2U4. Mr Hiohlam) lukesiE, 0. 
[It aeenied ineTpedit-nl to lengthen the Prefft- 
tory note by a diecuiaion of the relation held bj 
Bums to Mary Campbell, but inasmuch aa the 

of Bnma, the statement of (be ediiors ia repro- 
duced here.J On the strength of sporadio allu- 
uous by Burns — meant, a* it aeema, to diasem- 
ble more than they reveal — and eapeciallv of 

" groaning under the miieriei of a diseased ner- 
vous syatem" — Mary Campbell has come tob* 
iwarded leaa aa an average Soot* peasant, Ut 
whom a merry-begut was then, if not aneeea- 
aary ot life, at all eienta the oomraoneet effect 
of tuck, than as a sort of bare-legged Beatrice 
-a Spiritualised Ideal of Peaaant Woman- 
hood, Serionnly einmined. bar cult — for cult 
it is — is found an atantdity ; bntperaoni of re- 
pute have taken the erase, en '' ' '' ' ' ' ' 



ark that 









itial fea 

line is to be found in the o< 

plaints and cries of tepentanee or i 

which is all that we have to anligbten os from 
Boms. Further, it is forgotten that Uary 
Campbell's death tevsaled bei to bar Post in s 
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NOTES 



1I6W and haUowed aspect. Wbaterer the date 
— whether 17tiH or an earlier year: whether, 
that is to say, she preceded Armour in Bums's 
regard, or consoled him episodically after Ar^ 
mourns repudiation of him — assigned to the 
famous farewell on the bailks of Ayr, the un- 
derhandedness of the engagement, with the ex- 
treme discretion of, not merely his references to 
it, hut the references of his relatives and hers, 
leaves room for much conjecture. Here Burns, 
for once in his life, was reticent. Yet. what 
reason had he for reticence if, as is hotly con- 
tended by the more ardent among the Mariola- 
ters, the affair belonged to 17^4, or earUer? 
And why, in 1784, wh^n he had no particular 
reimtation, good or bad, should Mary^s kins- 
folk (or Mary herself) have conceived so arrant 
a grudge against him that it impelled them (or 
her) to obliterate the famous Inscription in his 
Bible, with its solemn scriptural oaths — which 
were unusual under the circumstances, and 
whi( h, as being recorded for the girPs comfort, 
tend to show tJiat those circumstances were pe- 
culiar — and to destroy his every scrap of writ- 
ing t-o her ? It were le^s difficult to explain the 
position if the amour belonged to 1786 ; for then 
the Armour business was notorious. But then, 
too, Burns's constancy in crying out for Jean 
must of necesity impeach the worth of his pro- 
fessions to Mary. In any case, it is a remarka- 
ble circumstance that the latter heroine left her 
situati(jn with the vaguest possible outlook on 
marriage ; for, though Burns dues say that she 
went to make arrangements for their union, 
there is no scrap of proof that immediate espou- 
sals were des'gnt d. Indeed, no progress at all ap- 
pears to have been made in such arrangements m 
all the five months preceding her death ; and as- 
suredly Bums did not intend to take her with 
him to Jamaica in 178(). Finally, there is the 
guarded, the official, statement of Currie that 

the banks of Ayr formed the scene of youth- 
ful passions," the ^' history of which it would be 
improper to reveal were it even in>one's power, 
and the tiaces of which will soon he discover- 
able onlv in those strains of nature and sensibil- 
ity to which they gave birth." On the whole, 
it is a very pretty tiingle ; but the one thin|ir ^p 
it worth acknowledgment and perfectly plain is 
that the Hip^hland Maiy of the Marioiater is 
but a ** devout imagination." 

Page 208. Duncan Davison. 

St. I. I. 8. Temper^pin. 

The pin which regulated the motion of the 
Bpinning-wheel. Cf. Allan Ramsay's vamp. 
My Jo Janet: — 

*' To keep the temper-pin In tiff 
Employe riKht aft my baud, Sir.'* 

Page 208. Lady Onlie, Honest Lucky. 

Ch(». 1. 1. Horn St Lucky. 

*' Lucky " is a common designation for ale- 
wives. See further, an/c, p. 340, Notes to To 
Ma/or Logan. 

Pnge 2(jt). Duncan Gray. 

[For another set of Duncan Gray stanzas, see 
Ante. p. 272. Both are] founded on a song pre- 
lerved in the Herd MS. 



Page 211. Blythe was bhb. 

Chu. 1. 2. Bvtt and ben. 

See ante^ p. 327, Notes to TTie Holy Fair, 

Page 22U. Tub I^ilvek Tassie. 

St. 1. 1. 7. The Bencick-Law, 

Nurth Berwick Law, a conspicuous height 
in Haddingtonshire overlooking the firth of 
Forth. 

Page 222. O, were I on Parnassus Hill. 

St. 1. 1. 2. Helicon, 

See ante^ p. 33ti, Notes to The Jolly Beggart, 

St. I. 1. 7. Cornsincon. 

Corsancoue, a hiU in New Cumnock parish, 
Ayrshire (visible from £llisland>, where the 
Bard (not quite correctly) placed the sources of 
the Nith. 

Page 225. The Bkaes o^ Ballochhyle. 

St. I. 1. 1. The Catrine woods, 

Catrine was the residence of Professor Dugald 
Stewart. (See ante, p. 328, Notes to The Fi- 
sion.) 

St. 1. 1. 5. Maria. 

Mary Anne Whitefoord, the eldest daaghter, 
who married Henry Kerr Cranstoun, grandson 
of William, fifth Lord Cranstoun. 

Page 226. The Rantin Dog, the Daddib 

0*T. 

St. n. 1. 2. The groanin maut. 

The ale for the midwife and her gossips. For 
the epithet, "^nroaning" is good English for a 
lying-m. Cf. Hamlet, iii. 2: *'It would cost 
you a groaning to take m^ edge off." 

St. lu. 1. 1. 7%« creepte-chair. 

The stool of repentance. See ante, p. 338, 
Notes to Address to the Toothache, 

St. IV. 1. 2. Fidginfain, 

Tingling with fondness. Cf. Tarn o* Shan" 
ter, ante, p. 92 : 

" Even Batan gIowr*d, and fidg*d fu' fain : " — 
and the old song Maggie Lauder : — 

** ' Maggie,* quoth he, * and by ray baga 
I 'm fidgin fain to see thee.' *' 

Page 228. Young Jockie was the Blyth- 
E8T Lad. 

St. 1. 1. 3. Gaud, 

The plough-oxen were driven with a goad. 

Page 230. Killiecrankie. 

St. in. 1. 1. The bauld Pitcur, 

Haliburton of Pitcur, slain at Killiecrankie. 
A Jacobite song in the Pitcairn MS., entitled 
Ansu>er to Killiecrankie, has this stanza: — 

** My Lord Dundee the be; t o' ye 
Into the fields did fa' then ; 
And great Pitcur fell in a furr 
Wha could not wiu awa* then." 

Page 2.30. The Banks or Nith. 

St. I. 1. 4. H'here Cummins ance had high 
command, 

'* My landlord Millar is huilding a house cm 
the banks of the Nith, just on the ruins of the 
Comyn's Castle." (R. B.) 

Page 231. Tam Glen. 

St. vn. The last Halloween, etc. 

See ante, pp. 329, 33(), Notes to Hallowren, 

Page 233. Guidwife, count the LA«fiN. 

St. m. My coggie is a haly pool, etc. 



[Hkk itaiiia] wu inscribed by Bnnia on ti 
wuidow-pBne of the Globe TaTem, Damfriea 
(U4 ante, p. IHB). 
Pbeb XM. I HAE A Wife o' mt aim. 
St. nr. U. 3, 4. 

Saebadji careifor me, 
I care for natbody. 
Cf. The Jolty MiUtr. Ho Lved on the riTer 
Dee, and thjA wae the bnrdeii of hia aon^ ; — 



Page a 



1.1.1 



Et Ank-amd-Twbbtt, Tak. 



^b(«6o'W 



« of glaib (J. «. glebe) in 
Scotland is chuicli lutid — that i* the Mod poa- 
■ewed bj the pnris'i minigter. Here it probably 
maons a portion iif laod about the aveia^ uie 
of a kirk glebe - i • acna or thereby. 

Page 244. Wii.lik VVabilz. 

St. in. 1.1. IL.^-AWd. 

Sometimes wrongly printed " Hen-ahui'd," 
and more often " Hein-shin'd." The referenoe 
ii to the "Haims" or "Hemi" of a horse's 
collar, which bend outwanU. 

St. IV. I. i. Middtn-mel*. 

Mannre-baskelH Hlung acroM himea like pan- 
Page 248. Hunt, ca' thbo'. 

St. 1. 1. I. Upwi'. 

The phnue lesemblea the Oeiman Bock. 

Page as. 0, CAN TR LABOCTB LbA. 

Cho. 1. 1. O. tun ye iaboar iea. 

** Labour lea'' = plough pnature-land ; but 
the phrase ia naed in an equivocal senM. 

Page '.'-Itl. St. III. I. :(. Matin <^. 

Probably not to be uadBisCuud m the literal 
English Reuse, but as " fondling " or " petting." 

Pige ^411. Tub Deuk b danu o'bb mv 

St. II. 1. 5. Eulter'd my broie. 

Cf.thuaong For A' T/iat in The Mrrry Uiut* : 
"Put butter in my Uooiild'B bro«." Also, in 
the ume collection the old auLg, Srote ami 
BuUer; — 



Si. u. I. T. Bvl downa-do 'i coat o'fT mt now. 
This line is found in She 'i Honed Me Out of 
. j__j_i_ _ _,„^ preaerTBd in TKe Merry 



I^ude 



Page 249. The DsiL'g awa wi' th' Ex- 

CISKMAN. 

Si. 1. 1. 3. Mahom. 

That ia. Mahomet, nn old name for the D^vil. 
Cf. Dunbar't Dance o/lhe Seam Deadly Siiu; 
" Thm cri».| Hahoun for a Hjdtud Pulyuo." 



The. 



of the , 



elachan. Hence the 



Some sing "titt " in place of "onp." (Note 
In Johnwrn, probably by R. B.) 
Page :;S2. St. T.I. 3. Guid-viUie tcaughl. 
There baa been wiiia tmneoet " 
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as to the meaning of this phraae. It ia of 
conrse aaalogooa to that of " oup of kindneaa " 

Page mi. Had I the Wtte? 

St. IV. 1. R. H'aWun mUii. 

Hamiltun of Gilbertfield eometimea lo signed 
himself; but there is a certain " Wanton Wil- 
lie" inferred to in the foetiu of Alaiander 
TaitdTW). As Tait made both BumaandSil- 
lar aubjecta of his sadre, it may be that Buma 
here refen to the same " WiUle," whoever he 
may have been. 

Puge2j:l. Chahue be'b MT Daeuno. 

St. 111. 1. 2. Tirl'd at the pin. 

Sounded the " raspinf~pin," which waa a 
notched rod of iron, vith a ring attached. 

Page -iM. The Lasb o' £4x:LErECHAN. 

St. 1. 1.4. (Quarter baiia. 

Fur holding meal. Cf. thsaong. Woo' d and 
Married andTA': "Ye'll bae Uttle to put ID 
the baasie." 

St. 1. 1. 6. A ketch haute and a laieh ane. 

A hanse with a purch. or it may be pantry, 
attached. Cf, the old song : ~ 



St. II. 1.1. Lack]/. 

i^te ante, p. 'HD, Notes to To Major Logan. 

Page 226. The Cakdin d't. 

St. I. ]. 1. Haslock tcoo. 

Fine wool from the neck of the sheep. 

St. II. 1. 1. Lyari gray. 

' "hoflry gmy." Cf, Hen 



lokkis 



Ir Kichiinl Mititliui 



It originally was equivalen. ._ 
IS also, like the English "lyard,'^ 



.ignify the peculiar diaooluration canaed by 
and decay. Thus alao in the ballad of 



and in Dunbar's Petition: "In lyart changed 
ia hU hue." the meaning really ia that the 
"gray horae" (whose "mane is turned into 
quhyt "J is no longer " gray." The moat atrik- 
ing einmiile of diis use is probably that in 
the first line of The Jolly Beggart lante. p. 
HUl. "Lyart leaves." where "lyart" clearly 
means "old," " fadxd." or " wither^]." Cif, 
too. " Lyart Time." in FeigoiKJn'a Ode to tkt 
H-e. 

I'nge 2.tT. Thk Rebl o' Stdhpib. 

St. II. 1. !. Made manlie. 

".Vanty" (from Fr. manteau) is Soota for a 
gnwn, and " Hantymaker" Scots for dress- 

nnlesB the word be relatwl to "mantio" (•" 
propbatio), and the meaning be that aba told 



34<J 



NOTES 



Paee 267. I 'll at ca' ur by Yon Town. 

**Town'* in Scots is commonly applied to a 
let of farm-buildiugs. 

Page 237. O, wat ye wha 's in Yon Town. 

ISee supra^ Note to preceding song, VU ay 
ca' in by Yon Totvn, 

Page2(>^. Tuoii Gloomy December. 

St. II. 1. 1. Fond lovers* parting is sweety 
pair\fvd pleasure, 

Cf. Shakespeare's Romeo and Jvdiet^ Act u. 
Scene 3 : — 

** Good night ! Oood night ! parting is such sweet sor- 
row." 

Page 26(3. Does Haughty Gaul Invasion 

THREAT ? 

St. I. 1. 5. Corsincon, 

" A high hill at tlie source of the Nith.*' (R. 
B. in Courant^ etc.; See ante, p. 344, Notes to 
O, were I on Parnassus Hill. 

St. 1.1.0. Crt^'fe/. 

*'' A mountain at the confluence of the Nith 
with the Sol way Firth." (R. B. in Courant, 
etc.) 

Page 268. Meg o* the Mill. 

St. IV. 1. 1. O, ken ye how Meg 6* the Mill 
was bedded f 

Aniong the Scots lower classes the newly 
married pair were bedded in presence of the 
company. 

Page 272. When Wild Wab*8 Deadly 
Blast. 

St. u. 1. 5. Coil. 

A stream in the Kyle district of Ayrshire. 

Page 272. Duncan Gray. 

[For another set of Duncan Gray stanzas see 
ante, p. 2CHK1 Both are founded on a song pre- 
servea in the Herd MS. 

Page 273. St. ii. 1. 3. Ailsa craia. 

A rocky islet in the Firth of Clyae, opposite 
Ayr, much frequented hj sea-fowl, whose 
screaming it has endured for ages without re- 
monstrance. 

Page 278. By Allan Stream. 

St. I. I. 2. Benledi, 

** A mountain to the north of Stirling.*' (R. 
B. in Lochryan MS.) ** A mountain in Strath- 
allan, 3001) feet.'' (R. B. in Thomson MS.) 
His geography is faulty ; Strathallan is to the 
north of Stirling (the Allan flows bv Dunblane 
and Bridge of Allan into the Forth) but Ben 
Ledi is about 20 miles west-north-west. 

Page 279. Contented wi' Little. 

St. 1. 1. 4. Cog. 

See ante, p. 325, Notes to Scotch Drink. 

Page 282. Last May a Braw Wooer. 

St. IV. 1. 3. Gate-Slack. 

** * Gate-Slack,' the word you object to in my 
last ballad, is poeitiyely the name of a particu- 
lar place, a kind of passage up among the Lo wi- 
ther hills, on the confines of this county [Dum- 
fries]. . . . However, let the line run, He up 
the lang loan.' *' (R. B. to Thomson.) 

St. V. 1. 2. Dalgarnock. 

'"' Also the name of a romantic spot near the 
Kith, where are still a ruined church and a 
burial place." (R. B.) 

Page 286. Scots wha has. 



St. VI. 

** I have borrowed the last Staliza from thie 
common stall edition of Wallace : — 

* A false usurper sinks In every foe, 
Aud liberty returns with every blow : * 

a couplet worthy of Homer." (R. B. to Tliom- 
son.) 

Page 291. YoN RosY Brier. 

St. IV. 1. 2. Chloris. 

See ante, p. 28U, Prefatory Note to Lassie wi* 
the Lint-white Locks. 

Page 292. Forlorn, my Love. 

St. IV. 1. 4. Chloris. 

See ante, p. 2^9, Prefatory Note to Lassie wP 
the Lint-white Locks. 

Page 292. Ca' the Yowes to the Knowes. 

St. 1. 1. 3. A-faulding. 

To gather the shee^ into the fold. Cf. the 
song. My Peggy is a 1 oung Thing, in Ramsay's 
Gentle Shephtrd. 

Page 2i)4. Is there for Honest Poverty. 

St. IV. 1. 4. Fa' that. 

This phrase has puzzled the Editors. Here 
they usually translate it ** attempt." But the 
common meaning is **have" (i. e. ** possess"), 
or, better still, ** claim," or **lay claim to," as 
in the following examples : We Norlands 
mauna fa' To eat sae nice and gang sae braw " 
(Beattie); ''The Whigs think a' that weal is 
won. But faith they mauna fa' that." (Collec- 
tion qf Loyal Songs, ut sup.) ** He that some 
ells of this may fa' " (Fergusson) ; ** Or wha in 
a* the country round. The best deserves to fa' 
that" (Bums). This, too, is the sense in the 
archetypal song : ** Put butter in my Donald's 
broee. For wee! does Donald fa' that : '' as in 
the present derivative, where ** Gude faith, he 
mauna fa' that " plainly means that the power 
of making an honest man, as a belted knight ia 
made, is one no king can be allowed to claim. 

Page 294. Mark Yonder Pomp. 

St. III. 1. 1. Chloris. 

See an<e, p. 289, Prefatory Note to Lassie wi* 
the Lint-u'htte Locks. 

Page 2f)7. There was a Lass. 

St. V. 1. 1. Tryste. 

[The word] may here refer to the appointed 
meeting-place of lovers. (Cf. Mary Morison^ 
St. 1. 1. 2. ante, p. 299, ** the trysted hour.") It 
b also a common word for a cattle fair. 

Page 302. The La88 of Cessnock Banks. 

St. XIV. 

See ante, p. 235, It is na, Jean, thy Bonie Face, 

Page 304. The Mauchune Lady. 

St. 1. 1. 1. Stewart Kyle. 

The northern half of the Kyle district of Ayr- 
shire. Bums removed from Mount Oliphant 
(in King's Kyle) to Lochlie (in Kyle Stewart) 
in 1777: and in March, 1784, he changed to 
Mnssgiei (also in Kyle Stewart). 

Page 304. There was a Lad. 

St. 1. 1. 1. Kyle. 

An ancient division of Ajmhire. 

St. II. 1. 2. Was five and twenty days beaun. 

'' Jan. 25th, 1759^e date of my Bardship's 
vital existence." (R. B.) 



St.n. 1. 4. Haiud. 

Ths flnt ^ft. In SootUnd. "Hsdm] Moo- 
dm;" is the fint Manila; of tka Nbw Year, 
when ohilJreu lira aootuumied (fl go in baoda 
to heg " hoDBul." wliioli niuy be tfiven inth«r in 

Page 30T. The Bonie Lam of Albahib. 
St. III. I. a, A iBum qf/ame. 
Rothesay.intlialaleofBuca. The eldem wm 
of the Scottish Kinm vera Uukes of Hotiwaar. 
Page 30H. Auahq tbe TBlSEt. 
St. I, 1. 3, Drone. 
The part of the bagpipe which producea tlie 

St. II. 1. 1. Capon cram. 

Castrate (i'. t. squeakyi crowinga. 

St. II. 1. S. A renal ghai$t. 

Janxea 1. of Seoliand. a gr^at patron of muai- 
oians and artists. 

Page 310. Caledokia. 

St. IV, 1. 1. CamfUon-Saeagt, 

Tlie Pict, vlio dyed and itainsd and varie- 
gated hi* person wiUi woad. 

Page 311. St. T. 1. «. At Largi bM can 
leitnttt, and Loncartit IfU. 

Haco the Norseman was defeated at IduxB. 
■ocording to the chtoniolers, 'Jd Ootuber. 12li3 ; 
Mid Kenneth III. of Sootlaod ovarthraw the 
" u at Luncarty, Perth^ 



Page ; 
Btew. 



; 'ri Wklcoue, 



St. I. 1. 'A. Tit lappet lua. 
A bottle shaped like n hen, and holding thm 
quarts of olaret. Cf. Allan Ranuay'a An Od 



ng, Andrru, WT Hi. CuUg Gun: 
■el iha lo'ed > Riwlck iHll, 
ugh la Ha ■ tsrplt hm." 



St. 1. 1, n. It 'i gnid to be ntfrry and Kur. 

Cf. the hiaok-letter baUad (Roibiirghe Col- 
tMstionl, 7^ Good Felioui'i Advkt. with the 
following rafr«in : - 

Pra in neyoDsitTlw 
Til food to bs merry Bod wlss.*' 
niia ooodmI also fonns the retnunt of othar 



black-letter ballads. a« The Faiher'i Whcleiomt 
Admonition (Crawford, Pepjni, and RoibnTgba 
CoUecCioDs) ; and a lat« derivati*e, lie Merrf 
anil Wilt, inolnded id a ohap, of which w* 
hare soen a copy with the data 1T94 : — 

** To bs IBHTTy Kod wias [■ a proverb 



]foT 1 mean to b* metry, but merry sod wise 

St. U. 1. 3. Charlie. 

Charles James Foi. 

St. III. 1. 3. Tammie, the Norlan' laddie. 

The Hon. Thomas Eiskins, aftarwarda Lord 
^■kine (17S0-1S23), who in ITIK. being retained 
for Thomas Paine, resolved to obey^a call to 
defend him, and was theraupou diimiased froni 
his ofGoe as Attomey-Oaneral to the Prince oE 
Wales. 

St. IT. L 3. MaiUand and Wuvni^. 

" Maitlaud" waa James, eighth Earl of Lao- 
derdale (1T99-1H3!)), who in July, ITSO, was 
elected a SoolarepKsentatWepeer, and daring 
the debate in the House of Lords, 31st May, 
ITIK, on the Kiut's Proctamatioa "agunst sedi- 
tious writings," had oome forward " to rindioate 
himself, and those with whom he associated, 
from the groas Dalumniea levelled against them 
by the Proolaiuation." which he "stigmatised 
as a moat malignant and impotent measnie." 
In August following be left for France along 
with Dr. Jotin Hoora. He beoame a strong 
aympathisar with the French Revolutioii, pro- 
tested against the war with Franoe. and on ona 
oooasion appeared in the House of Lordi 
"clothed in the rongh nrb of Jaoobinism." 
"Wycom'oe" was John Henry Petty, seoond 
Marquis nf Lansdowne <1T06-18(»), who. from 
1T!M umH heSDcceeded his father in IHOn. was 
styled Garl of Wycombe ; at this Ume repre- 
sented Chipping Wycombe; and in the Honse 
of Coiamona niMhe against the Pmclamatioa. 
His father. William Petty, first Marquis <j( 
Lansdowne (lT%l-lHOa), also in the Houae of 
Lordii. snppurted Lauderdale. 

Page 3l:(. St. T. 1. 3. Chiiiflain M'Leod. 

CoFonel Norman H'Leod of M LmkI (ITM- 
1801). Heiubar for InTenns. 

Page 3]H. Poem om Pabtokal Poetbt. 

St. VI. I. !>. Tantallan. 

A famous Ustoric sFrongfaold on tba tMl 
ooaat of Scotland, near North Berwick. 
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A-back.m behind: "g» 

(21 n way: "aback tne oonna, " 4. 
Abtigli, abiegk, aloof, oS; "stood abiegh," 2T; 

" itaad abeitch," >!T2. 
Abiiiu, T. AiUiiu. 
Aboon. (1) above (the nmal hdm) : (2) np : " hia 

heart will never gai sboon " ^bu heart will 

navHr again rejoioe. IS ; "a lift abooa," 4H : 

" temper-pira aboon," 134; "heart aboon, 

»H. 
Abread, abroad : " beautiee a' abread," 14. 
j4brH(/,inbreadth(]t. :i,): " ipraad abieed tby 

wBel-fiU'd briaket," 37. 
^tfo, todo: " mickle ado." 21ft. 
AdU, oov-Iaat, pQCtid water : " 

likeadle," HI. 



viff'hand.Kt onoa : " acarpntweiiTeraff-haiMl," 

M; "marriage ofF-band." 282. 
Aff'-loof. off-hand, eitempora : " jnat olaan tS- 



A-fifl. afield. 
Afore, bafora. 
Aft. oft. 
AftfB, often. 



' guig aft agley," 32, 




"thr»e," y*«. 
the fee," 129. 



AiU. oaU. 

.^iW, anold horae (R. B.) : " anoble airer," 19. 
AitU.i<Aadm: "an aide bmnt." 25. 
A-jee, (1} ajar: " the baok-fett be a-JH," 202 ; 
(2) to o^aide; "hi. b^net he rdiovht 


a-iee." 237. 
AI<Jtt. alaa. 
Alane, alone. 









diKi, onefl. 
AnUnfTj another. 
Agaa-vilae, whiakr. 

ArU.'i.AirU. 

AMktait, (1) aakeir, In an Imcnlar maaani 
" uaiD to the warl' aaUsnt," li;i ; {2) aakanoai 
"look'daaklent,"^2. 

Atpar, aapread : " the lata lie M^ai," 301. 

AiUtr, aatir. 

A'thtgithrr, altogether. 

Alhorl, athwart. 

^(n«/, in truth: "«hl atweeluk," ass. 

AhBttn, betweao. 

Aui/IU, eight. 

Avglit, poaac— ion: " vbaasaogbt,"" whoowiM, 

Aughien. ^ghteen. 

•lapAffinj, at all, in ao; va; : " anghtUna fav- 
■ont," IKi. tiee aUo Ouglilliia, 

AM, old. 

Auitifarran, aul^farraiil (old-faTonring), aMDk- 
ing to haTfl the Mgaaity of age, aagaciooa, 
aluewd : " a chw that '■ damn'il auldfarrau.* 
7 ; " jour aold-farrant frien'I; iMter," 127. 

AM-Lighl. See Notaa, p. 331. 

Aald-Korld. old-world. 

Runout, alma : " inat like an anmona ^ah," 102. 

Ava. at all. of all. 

^■cu, away. Soe Hen Aica. 

Avoid, backwaya and beat together: "teU 
awald beude it," SdH. 

Atcauk. awake. 

Aicaulan, awaken. 

^■pr.owe: " derU a ahillic« I awe, man," lift 

Aidcart, awkward. 

Avnit, bearded: "aila aet up their awnle 

A))Otit, beyoikd. 

Ba'. a ball. 

Babu-doatt, iobVcfntfa, baby elothea; "lik* 
baby-clonla a^dryin," M ; '* O, wha my babia> 

elonta will hti-r'^fM 

~9i. _ 
Backii, baoked : " how»-baekit now, an' knar- 

Itie.'; 2*!. 
BaMini-comijt, comiiK baok, ratuniiug (R. B,), 

4n. 
Batk-Vta, back gate: " the baek-yett be a>iee," 

202. 
Bade, aak»d: "and bade ue better," IM. 

See abw Bid. 
Bade, endured : "bade an nnoo bang," 00. 8aa 

alao Bide. 
Baggit. the belly, the otomach : " a ripp to thj 

aold baggie," 26. 
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Baig^neU^ bayonets. 

Bailie^ baillie^ magiiitrate of a Soots bari?h. 

Bainie^ banie, bony, big:- boned : the *' brawuie, 
bainie, ploughman cmel," 5. 

Bairn^ child. 

Bairntime^ brood, issue : *^ thae bonie bairn- 
time,*' 19 ; *' my plough is now thy baimtime 



' " 27. 



Baith^ both. 

Bakes^ biscuits : ** bakes an' gills,** 11. 

BaUats, ballads. 

Balou, luUaby : '\ The Highland Balou/* 2a0. 

Bauiboozle^ to triok by mystifjring: *' wicked 
men bamboozle him,** 120. 

Ban, swear (special ^)cottish meaning in addi- 
tion to curse): **the devil-haot that I sud 
ban,** 12S. 

Ban\ band (i. e. of the Presbyterian clergy- 
Doau) : '* gown an* ban* ** = the clergyman, 126 
(see also Notes, p. 340) ; ** and baud upon his 
breaatie,** 131. 

Bane^ bone. 

Bang, an effort (R. B.), a blow, a large number : 
** he bade an unco bang,** GO. ISee Notes, p. 
332. 

£an^, to thump : *' bang your hide,** 251 : '* she 
bang'd me,'; 2(15 ; '' bang*d the despot,^* 320. 

Banie, v. Bainie. 

Bam el, bonnet. 

Bannock, bonnock, a soft cake, eenerally of oat- 
and pease-meal, sometimes wholly of the lat- 
ter: **twa mashlum bonnocks, 8; '* sax- 
pence, an* a bannock,** 143 ; '* hauvermeal 
bannock, '^ 201 : *' bannocks o* bear meal, 
baimocks o* barley,** 2dO. ISee also Notes, p. 
343. 

Bardie, dim. of hard, 

Barefit, barefooted. 

Barket, barked. 

Barley-brie or -bree^ barley-liquor = ale or 
whisky: '* burley-brie cement the quarrel,** 
5 ; " taste the barley-bree,*' '^29. 

Barm, yeast: '*that clarty barm should stain 
my laurels/' 187. 

Barmie, y«^asty : *' my barmie noddle,** 16. 

Barnyard, stackyard, 210. 

Bartie, the devil: ''as fou as Bartie,*' 130. 

Bashing, abashed : '' bashing and dashing,** 135. 

Batch, a number, a company : " batch o* wab- 
ster lads,** 10. 

Balls, the botts (applied to horses) « the colic : 
'' a countra laird had taen the batts,** 58. 

Bauckie-bird, the bat: ** wavering like the 
bauckie-bird,** 102. See also Notes, p. 334. 

Baudrons^ baudrans, the cat : '' a winkin bau- 
drons,** 64: ''like baudrons by a ratton,** 
148; "aula baudrans by the ingle sits,** 
244. 

Bauk^ a cross-beam : " grapit for the banks,** 
24. 

Bank, v. Bawk, 

Bauk-en\ a beam-end: '*or whether 'twas a 
bank-en* ** 24. 

Bauld, bold. 

Bauidest, boldest. 

Bauldly, boldly. 

Baumy, balmy. 



Bawbee, a halfpenny (probably a *' b«bie *' 
penny). 

Bawdrons, v. Baudrons, 

Bawk, bauk^ a field-path : "a com-inclosM 
hawk,** 213. 

Baws^nl, white - streaked : '^sonsie, baw8*nt 
face,** 2. 

Bau^ie, pet name for a dog : " my auld teeth- 
less Bawtie,** 120. 

Bear, barley. 

Beas\ beasts, vermin {i, e, lice) : " grey wi' 
beas*,** 153. 

Beaslie, dim. of l)east. 

Beck, a curtsv : " she '11 gie ye a beck," iei». 

Beet, to feed, kindle, fan, add fuel to: "or 
noble Elgin beets,*' 30; "it heats me, it 
beets me, 33 ; " beet his hymeneal flame." 
43 ; '* it *s plenty beets the luvers fire.** 241. 
Cf. Chaucer, " Two fires on the autor [altar] 
ran she beete,** KnighCs TaUy Canterbury 
Tales, 22<»2. 

B^a\ befall. 

Behin\ bihinl, behind. 

Beild, V. Biel, 

Belang, belong. 

Beld^A, 

Bellum, an assault : " brawlie ward their bel< 
lum," 119. 

Bellys, bellows. 

Belyve, by-and-bv: "belyve the elder bairns,** 
2b ; " ^eel-flwall'd kytes belyve are bent,** 72. 

Ben, a parlour. See Notes, p. 327. 

Bin, into the spence or parlour (R. B.). 

Benmost, inmost: "benmost bore,** 1()3; "ben- 
most neuk,** 153. 

Be-north, to the northward of. 

Besom, a brush of t>»igs for sweeping. 

Be-south, to the southward of. 

Bethankit, the grace after meat (R. B.), 72. 

Beuk, & book: "devil's pictur'd beuka** » 
playing-cards, 4. 

Beyonl, beyond. 

Bicker, (1) a wooden cup : " in cog or bicker,'* 
5 ; (2) a cupful, a glass : " a hearty bicker,** 
125. See also Notes, p. 325. 

Bicker, a sliort run : " I took a bicker,** 57. 

Bicker, to flow swiftlv and with a sli^nt noiso : 
" bickerin. dancin dazzle,*' "6 ; " bicker*d to 
the seas," 'M)i. Cf. also " smoke and bicker- 
ing fiame,*' Milton's Paradise Lost, \i, 766. 

Bickerin, noisy and keen contention : "there 
will he bickerin there." 165. 

Bickering, hurrying: " bickering brattle,** 31. 

Bid, to ask, to wish, to offer: "bid nae bet- 
ter,** 153 ; "ne'er bid better,** 134. See alao 
Bade. 

Bide, abide. See also Bade, 

Biel, bield, beild, a shelter, a sheltered spot: 
" the random bield o* clod or st«ne,** .')8 ; 
"hap him in a oozie biel,** 41; "the sun 
blinks kindly in the biel,** 240; "roses blaw 
in ilka bield." 241 ; " but buss and bield,** 
261 ; " thy bield should be mv bosom,** 315. 

Bien, prospei-ous, comfortable : " bien an' 
snug/* .'i2 ; " her house sae bien,** 208. 

Bien, bienly, comfortably: "bienly clad,'* 113; 
" that deeds me bien,^* 240. 
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B^, to build. 

Biffpin, a atruotiiTe, ■ dwelling : " tlie knld elitf 

biggin," :fO; "hitulet-LanntMl biggin," U4. 
Biit, T. Bake. 

BiU.ibaa-. '-uiyeU'>thebni,"13. 
Billie, feUuw. comnde, bruther. 
BingM.he^pa; " jHitatoe-biDgs," 60. 
Birdit. dim. of bird, aJso maideD : " bonis bir- 

diea,'' I l.V Sm tiaa Burdit. 
Birt. the birch. 
Birken. binihen. 

Birkie. A fellow (uanBlIy implies conoeit). 
Birr, force, vigour ; " wi' a mjr birr." 182, 
Birring, whimng : " birriiig paitncka," 67. 
Birtei, btiatlas: "tirl the uullioDi to the \At- 

»•».'' tj3. 
BirtA. berth : " a birth afore the mast," 41. 
Bil, nuall. 

Bil, Dick of time: "jiiat at the bit," 13. 
Hitch-foit. Gompletelr drank, IIT. 
Biit, a flurr; ; " that da; when in a bin," 13. 

liiixard, the boziard. 

Bizzie. bni;. 

Black-bonnet, the elder: " a medy ([lowi black- 
bunnet throws," 1(1: "an^ douse blask-bon- 
net," 121i. See also Notea. p. 340. 

Biaek-nibbiU black - beaked : " black-nebbit 



Johiii. 



' !«.>. 



Blae, blue. Uvid. 

Blailet, biatlil, blasted (used in contempt and 
equiinlant to damn'd) : " wee, blastit wan- 
ner," 2; "onie blaetit, moorland toop," IS; 
" creepin, blaetit wonner," 4.1. 

Blaitie, n blasted {■'. (. damn'd) crsatnrq : " the 
blaatie'i nukin," 44; "icd-wnd KUbiniie 
blwtie," 114. 

Biale.ilt modest: " owre blate to seek," M; 
(^1 bashful, shy : " nor blate nor scaur," IS ; 
"some unco blate," 24 : " bat blate and laith- 
fn'," 2il; "younsr, and bUte," 139; "steer 
her up, an' be na blate," 2U4. 

BlalAer, blether, bladder. 

Blauil. a Isifce quantity, a screed : " a heartr 
bland," 4ti; "a bland o' Johnie's morals, 
130. 

BlauJ, to slap: **he 's the hoj will bland her," 

Blnadin, driving, pelting ; " the bitter, blaodin 

ihow'r," I2»i, 
Bhic. (1) to bloir : fi) to br>R, to boast : " blaw 

about nif sel," IG ; " be brags and he blavi o' 

his siller," ^30. 
BUer, to blear. 
BleerX bleared. 
BUae, a blaze. 
BUeze. to blase. 
BUUun, (l)aUbbler: " drunken blellnm." fin ; 

(2) a nuler: "«>ur-mon'd. gimin blelinm,'' 

11!I;(3J a blusterer: " to cowe the blallnmo, " 



137. 
BUtier, blelhfr< 
Bletlur, to talk 
BUn\ blind. 
Blin\ to blind. 
Blink, {!) a glaooe ; (2) a momenl 



S^nwiao BlatluT. 



Annandala." lUO ; (i) to sL 

BUnkeri. Ill spies: "seise the bUnketa," 6; (2J 

oilers: " delicious bliukeis." 134. 
Bluter, the anipe : " blitter fiae the boggit," 

20B. 
Biae^own, the livery of the lioenaed b«eKftr : 

" the Blu»«own badge," SU. bae aiao SittM, 

p. 331. ^ 

Biaid. blood. 
Bluidii. bloody, 
Blume, to bloom. 
Blaniit, a stuiiid (i.e. one who isn't ihaip) : 

" gar lue look like blnnde," 230. 
Blypti, shreds : " till akin in blypes oom hani- 

lin," -M. 
Bobbed, curtsied: "when she cam ben, ahe 

bubbM," 231). 
Back.il, vomiUd : "or tbro' the mining outlet 

hoddU, a f^i^ing (properlT two penniea Seate, 
or one ninth of en English penny): "hecar'd 
na d^ils a huddle," m ; " I^U wad a boddle," 
til. 

Bodkin, tailor's needle : " yooi bodkin 't 
bauld,"i;r.>. 

Body, bodif, aperaon, aoreatnre. 

ito^iV. dim. of ioj/ : " the blitter frae the bog- 

Bogle, a bogie, a hobgoblin ; " lest bogies catch 
him unawares," 91 ; " the eIIIt bogles. Wealth 
and .SUte," 2T5 : " nae niehUy bogle maka it 
eerie," 278 ; " ghaist nor bogle," aW, 

Bole, a hole, or small recess in the wall ; "thera 
sat a bottle in a bole," 238. 

Ronie. bonnie. pretty, beantiFal. 

Bonilit. prettily. 

Bonnoci:, v. Bannock. 

^Ham, above. 

fiooTf/, board, surface : " tbe jlnglin icy booed,'* 

Boord-rn', board-end: "sitting at yon booid* 



Boast, behove, must needs : " 1 shortly bocat ta 
pasture," 18 ; " like a blockhead, boust to 

Boot, payment to the bargain : " the boot and 
better hone." 221. O' iool = to boot, gratis : 
" the saul o' boot," 54 ; " o' boot that night," 
lOB. ^ ^ 



Bore, 



^otes! p."^:-' 
were glanc 



inkj a small hole, an opening; "to 
or wiek a bore," fi7 Ise* 
thro' ilks bore the beoma 
91 ; " the benmoat bore," 



" and monie a bouk did fa'," 227. 
'BouJ, about. 
Bouhhoitgh^d, bandy-thigbed : " she *i bow 

Luu,fhU, ahe 's ham-shiu'd," 244. 
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Bow-kail^ cabbage : *^ wandered thro' the bow- 
kail," 24 ; '' hw bow-kail rant/' 24. ^ 

Bow^t^ bent : *'like a sow-tail, sae bow't," 24. 

Brachena, ferns : ** amang the brachens/* 26. 
iSee also Breckan. 

Brae^y a small hill, the slope of a hill. 

Braid ^ broad. 

Braid-claith, broad-cloth. 

Braik^ a harrow : *Mn plengh or braik,** 46. 

BraingH^ pulled rashly : ** thou never braing't, 
an' fetch't, au' fliskit," 27. 

Brak. brake^ broke. 

Brarucie, spruce : ** whare hae ye been sae bran- 
kie. O," T29, 

BranJcs^ a wooden curb, a bridle : ** as cheeks o' 
branks," 57 ; ** goavin 's he M been led wi' 



branks." 117 ; "" if the beast and branks be 
spar'd/' 12«i; **wi' braw 



Brah*p, brandy. 



new branks,'* 131. 



av 
illi 



»> 



Brash, short illness : ** monie a pain an* brash, 
6. 

BraUy small pieces, rags: ** brats o* daes,** 8 ; 
*' brats o' duddies,'* 144. 

Brats ^ small children: ** our ragged brats and 
callets," 107 ; ** wives an* dirty brats," 153. 

Brattle, (1) a spurt, a scamper: '*waur*t thee 
for a brattle," 27 ; ** wi' bickerinp: brattle,** 
31 ; (2) noisy onset: *' brattle o* wmter war,** 
(>8. 

Braw, gaily dressed, fine, handsome. See also 
Notes, p. 335. 

Brawlie, finely, perfectly, heartily. 

Braxies, sheep tnat have died of braxie (a dis- 
ease): **puid fat braxies,** 49. 

Breastie, dim. of brecuft. 

Breastit, sprang forward : '* thou never lap, an* 
8ten*t, an' breastit,** 27. 

Brtichan, a horse collar : " a braw new brech- 
an,** 131. 

Breckan, ferns : "yon lone glen o* green breck- 
an,** 286. See tuao Brackens. 

Breedin, breeding, i. e. manners : *' has nae sic 
breedin,** 120. 

Breeks, breeches. 

Breer, briar. 

Brent, brand: "brent new frae France,*' 91, 
See also Notes, p. 333. 

Brents straight, steep (i.e. not sloping from 
baldness) : ** vour honie brow was brent.** 223. 

Brief, writ: " J^ing David o' poetic brief,** 133. 

Brio, bridge. 

Brfsket, breiwt: "thy weel-fill'd brisket,** 27. 

Brither, brother. 

Brock, a badger: " a stinking brock,** 3 ; " wil- 
cat, brock, an* tod,** 108. 

Brogue, a trick: " an* playM on mxm a cursed 
brogue,*' 13. 

Broo, soup, broth, liauid, water: "the snaw- 
broo rowes,** 61 ; I *ve borne aboon the 
broo,** 62; "the flesh to him, the broo to 
me,'* 251: "suppin hen-broo,*' 265; **dog8 
like broo,^* 265. 

Brooses, wedding races to the home of the 
brideisToom after the ceremony : '* at brooses 
thou had ne*er a fellow,'* 27. 

B^ose, a thick mixture of meal and warm wa- 
ter, also a synonym for porridge : " they maun 



hae brose,** 144 ; " their cogs o' brose," 227 ; 

" ye bntter*d my brose," 2^. See Notes, p. 

341. 
Browst, malt liquor (and properly the whole 

liquor brewed at one time) : * the browst iJie 

brew'd,** 206. 
Browsttr wives, ale wives: "browster wives 

an' whisky-fltills,** 126. See also Notes, p. 

3;iU. 
Brughj a burgh, a borough. 
Bruline, brufzie, a brawl: "than mind sie 

bruLrie,** 50; "Hell mixed in the brulyie," 

163 ; " wha in a brulyie," 260. 
Brunstane, brimstone. 
Brunt, burned. 
Brustj burst. 
Buckie, dim. of buck, a smart younker : " that 

daft buckie, Geordie Wales,** 145 ; " envious 

buckies,** 146. 
Buckle, a curl : " his hair has a natural bnckle," 

222. 
Buckskin, a Virginian : " the buckskins daw," 

75. 
Buckskin, Virginian : " the buckskin kye," 51. 

See also Notes, p. 331. 
Budget, a tinker's bag of tools: "the budget 

and the apron,** 106; "here*8 to budgets," 

107. See also Notes, p. 335. 
Biiff', to baner, to thump : " buff our beef," 108. 
Bughtin, folding (i. e. gatherinp; sheep into the 

fold) : "tells bughtin time is near, my jo," 

298. 
Buirdly, (1) stout, stalwart : " buirdly duels," 

3 ; (2) stately : " a filly buirdly," 26. 
Bum, io hum : " yont the dyke she *8 heard you 

bummin,** 13; "bum owre their treasure," 

48. 
Bum-dock, a humming beetle: "the bnm-dock 

humm'd wi* lazy drone,** 4. 
Bummle, a drone, a useless fellow: "some 

drowsy bummle,** 41. 
Bunker, a seat : "a winnock-bnnker in the 

east,** 91. 
Bunters, harlots: "and kissing barefit hunt- 
ers,'* 1(>3. 
Burdie, dim. of bird or burd (a lady), a maiden : 

'" ae blink o* the bonie burdies,* 92. See also 

Birdie. Ct. Burd Ellen. 
Bure, bore, did bear. 
Bum, a rivulet. ^ , 

Burnewin, the blacksmith (i.e. bnm the wind) : 

*^ then Burnewin comes on like death,*' 5. 
Burn ie, d\m. of burn (a rivulet). 
Burr-thistle, spear- thistle : " the rough bnrr- 

thistle spn^ading wide," 135. 
Busk, (1) to dress, to garb: "New Brig was 

buskit in a braw new coat," 60 ; " thev '11 busk 

her like a fright," 119 ; " busking bowers^" 

159; (2) to dress up: "busks his skinklin 

patches," 318; (3) to trim, to adorn: "her 

Donie buskit nest,** 119 ; " weel buskit up sae 

gaudy,** 240. 
Buss, a bush : " but buss and bidd,*' 261. See 

Rash-buss. 
Bussle, bustle. 
But, without. 
But, butt, in the kitchen (t. e. the outer ai»rt» 
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™t), ' 



" " in the kitchen. 



?.»• 



■side. 



Bn himsfl, beside hiiiuetf, off hii iriti : ' 

a day -via^ by hjmsel/' '2^- 
£yf allom [i. t. " hj Mad attonr "). nw 

'' bye attour my Katoher hu," 2S4. 
Bufc, tiie, (l)ttbee«'r--- ->-^— -•• — 

bYke,"'J2;(2j.8w< 



'.((. 



. .- knock, to driTB ((. ff. k 
a, cattlef. 

a cadger poiraie'B death," 



re tliB cadie," 



CadgfT, n hawke 

44 ; like onie 
Corfu-. corfrfif.avarlel: -eenco 

H: '-Aii1d-LiKhtoaddiea,"49. 
Caff, ehiiff. 
CmrW, a tinker. 
Calf-Kurd, ■ graziiif plot for obItm (i. e. a 

churchyardl. 
Callaa, ealiant, a Mripling. 
CaiUr, cool, refreshing: "the ealler air," 9; 

"little fiahea' caller rem," 340. 
Caltet, n trull: "my bottle, and mjr callet," 

t03; "our ragged brats nod calleU," 107. 
Cam, oataie. 
Caaie, caanU. (1) nntle, tractable: "tawie, 

21T: bonis wee thing, cannie wee thing," 
iiUi; (2) qaiet: "then cannie. in some coiie 

eftce,"17;"BCBnnieertand."2»; "acannie 
lur at e'en," 77; "kind and eannie." 146; 
(.1) prudent, careful : " wi' eannie care," L'4, 00, 
11-^, J39) "eannie for boarding o" money." 170. 

Caalerie, crabbed : " o' cankrie Care." 134. 

Canna, cannot. 

Canaif, T. Came. 

CanNie. {Dtrently; "etrmkhercannie," 7; f2) 
qnietly : ''alaJe eannie to her bed," nS; (3) 
earpfiilly, sensibly ; " I maun ^da it oan- 
nie," 7(>: "and cannis wale." 241; (4) ex- 
pertly : nickin down fu' eannie." 125. 

Cannirst, qnieteat : "the canniest Rata, the 
strife is aair." 241. 

CannitU, conni'/u, quietly, prudently, cantioas- 
ly: " caunilie he nnniB them." 11 j "cannily 
keehit ben." 314 ; "cannily steal on a bonie 
moni^hen," -lOti. 

Canii', cheerfnl, liYalr, jolly, meriy. 

Canlraip, magie. witching: "hy cantiup wit." 



ii; ' 



intnup aleight," 9 



" 13.1. 



_ _, - - . oope^tona. 
Copon.eaitrate : "theircapoDcrawa,"30 

also Natea. p. Ml. 
Care tia tn/.to care not, to care nothing, ' 

314; •■Ioar'dnaby.^'2o7. 
Carl, earle (cbnrl). a man. an old man. 
Carl-htnp, male-hemp: "thou stalk « 

homn." I4A. 



Carlit. 

Carlia. ca 



mannikiu: 






fnnonlen carlie," 249. 
!, a midaie-aged, or old woman, m 

Itch. 
uarmagnott, a Tiolent Jacobin : " that enrat 

carmagnole Auld tiatan," 148. See alao 

Notes, p. »41. 
Cartet, plajing c&rda. 
Carlit, dim. of carl.- "or hurl in a O 
Calck-che-plack, the hunt for coin, 49. 
Cdutfron, cauldron, a caldron : "fry theminliii 

caudruM"tH; "clout the canldnm," toe. 
Caitf, a calf. 

Caif-ltather, calf-leather, 
Ca<Jc, cbalk : " o' cask and keel " •^ b dialk 

and ruddle, 94. 
Cauld, cold. 
Cauid, the cold. 
Cauidntu, coldness. 
CauJrfron, v. CaitrfroR. 

I. awoodendrinkine^veael (i. «. enp) : "th' 

.up," 6 ; " yill-caup eommentaton," 

' oaups," 11 ; " that kisa'd hia 



lugKetc 



Cavit, 



I." HH. 






causeway - cleanera, street • 
" behint the chicken earie," 



CKamtr, ehaunur. chamber. 

Changt-houtf., tavern. 

Chanler, (1) bagpipes, the pipe of the b.^,._,._, 
which produces the melody : " yonr chanters 
tune," IS; "chanten winna hain," 48; (2) 
syn. tor aong; " qnat my chanter," 126, 14.1. 

"'-- a fellow, a young fellow. 



Chap 



r. Chaup. ■ 



^, — ,. ay chap the thicker," 125. 

Chapman, a pedlar. 
C*uunwr, V. CAamcr, 
Chaup, fhap, a attoke, a blow: "at er'ij 

Chear, cheer. 

Chnir. to cheer. 

Chtar/u'. cheerful. 

Chrarlfsa. cheerleas. 

Chrarii, cheery. 

Ckttk-for-ehaw. cheek-by-jowl (i. t. olcae beaide, 

aide by side); " cbeek-for-chov, a chnSe 

Tintner." 7; "cheek-for-chow, shall jog 

thenither," 134. 
Chrro, sqneak, peep : " wi' tanefn' cheep." K4 ; 

" cbeepa like snme bewilder'd chicken," 119. 
Chirl. cAirtd (child) a fellow, a yoang fallow 

(indicates approTal). 
Chimla, chimney. 

Chow, T. CA«jt-/Or-Ji<MD. 

Chowi, chews. 

CAuc-i. ahen.adear: " thamartjalchaok." 10& 

Chadeie, dim. of chuck, biX uanatly signifiea 

mothei-hen. an old dear: "anln chnckia 

Rmkif." ]1!P; "adaintiechuckio,"l«! "» 

d™imvi'huokiF.."20fl. 
Chuff'', fat-fnced : " a chuffie Tintner," T. 
CA'iM, to ehooap. 

Cil. the civet : " the eit and polecat atink," SB. 
Clt, a eitiian. s merchant. 
C/urAiia. a amnll village about a church, ■ 

hamlet (B. £.): "the elachan Till," STi 
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Claakir. A severe knock: " Claven gat « 

ctankis, 0,":l3i>. 
Cop, the oUpper of amill: " and itill the cUp 

playii clatter." Ui. 
CiETf.aclerk: "like onie obrk," 126. 
Clark, clerkly, iobolarlj : " learned and dark," 



, ._.e etoryot nday {R. B.): 

" the eountracluh," 1<>. 

Clad>. to tRtrlB : " e'en !»! them cla«h," 113. 

Clatt/T. (I)nwaa: "the clnp plays clatter," U1; 
" bade me iiiak nwi cUtler."^^; |'J) tattle, 
EDuip: "kiatra dattvr," l]:).£IIli <3I talk; 
■'laUKSand clatter," 111 ; "iinither ^ies them 
claCler." I'l!) ; lAj dupulatinn : " a' this clat- 

_ttt," .W; (B) babble: ■■rhyniin clatter," 128. 



to«p clatters." 11 i "goi 
4.>: 'clatter on my atnmpa, i\<->; ir-i to 
babble, to prattler " the Iroaaips clatter 
Uri^t. fi ; " elatten, ' Tam Hamsun 'a 
dend,' " H7. 
Clauchl, claughl, ointched, seiied : " clansbt 
her by the ramp," W ; " jlaucht tb' nnfadi — 



Cloal, (1) a clutch: "our einfu' sanl (o gel a 
cinot on," 148 I (3i n handful : "ft cUut o' 

d^ar," 3:in. 
aal, to scrape: " the Uucgeu they hae claotet," 



ers and hatera," 135; 'heap* o' cUven," 

Claw, a icratch, a blair. 
Claw, to H!mtch, to Btrike. 
Clay-cauid, clay-cold. 

CJaimore. a two-handed Highland ivord : "an' 
(Olid dayroore," IM ; " wi' dirk, claymore," 



Cler-kin. abroad : ' 



inie aod the deokin," 



Clftd. to dothe. 

Clttk^ (I) to take hold: "they cron'd, they 
cleekit,"a!; (2) to match: " deek (be Bl«r- 
lin," = pinc!itheready. 104. See ■!» C/aurAx. 

CUg, a gadfly; "the clega o' feeling itang," 

Clirjc, (1) a sharp ttroke : " her donp a dink," 
IIB: (2) jingle: "o' rhymin dink." 128 : (3) 
coin, money, wealth : "o' needf n' oUnk." 143 ; 
" the name o' dink." 214. 

Cli'nJ:. (1) to ehink: " he 'U dink in tbe hand," 
169; (3) loiinglj. turhj-me; ■"mak it diuk," 



t-nr 



ojinglj. tu rhjTne; 
them alink," lit. 



Clfn^ia^ vith a Hmart motion ; "clinkin' down 

beaide him," 10. 
Clinlan, Ciinl-ambrll, the beadie, (lie bellman : 

"aiitd Clinkiuu at the inn«r port," V-Xi; 

'■ Cliukumbdl, wi' rattlin tow," 1 1. 
Clijii. ihean : " ne'er croaa'd the dips," 15. 
CIHA-aia-clavtr, uunseuae, idle talk, roshd, 

tale-telling: "for a' tbeir diah-ma-ibiver/' 

V.I ; " what farther dish-ma-cUver might 

Clor.kin-tinte, clucking- (= hatching-) time: 
" the diickio-timB ia by," .M. 

Cloot. a cloven hoof, one of the dirUions of a 
cloven huof ; '■ npon her doot she DOoal a 
hitch," 14 : "an' aear hiadooti," 14, 

Cloolit.Ctoott. HooEe, Hoofg la nickname of 
the deviJi: " Nick, or Clootie." \2; "Auld 
ClootB." 14 ; " anld Chiven-Clootie'a haunts." 
V&i. 

Clour, a bump or swelling after a blow (R, B.): 

Ctoal, 111 aclolh, a rap: l2) a patch: " perbapa 
a dout may fail in 't," 2fl(i. iieo aloo Bidiit- 

C.'dW. to patch : " reft and clouted," lMi"dnnt 
the Moldniti," 1116 ; " clout the bad giniiu 



a kettle," 224, 



Clud' a doi'id. " 

Clunk, to make a hollow sound : " made the 

bottle dunk," ion. See alao Notea, p, 335. 
Coatie. d\m. oi coal. 
Cable, a broad nnd flat boat: "wintle like a 

8anmont-cob!e,"27. 
Cock, the mark (in curling): "atation at the 

Corkte. ditn- of cock fapptied to an old nuut): 

" my KUid auld cockie, ' 140. 
Cocki, Tdlaaa, good fallowa: "my hearty 

cocka." S ; " the yrale o' cocks." 50. 
Corf, » pillow : "aoodshelaid below my head." 

'I-'Ai : " the pmdle wants a cod," 2Sa. 
CnH. bought : " ooft for her wee Kanuie," 9! ; 

' Icoft BBtane o' baalock woo," 255 ; ''that 



coftconlBntnient."2Tl. 
Cw. Ufa wooden drinking'Teaael ; "in oou or 
bicker,'' 5 ; "in cogs an' oaupa," 11 ; "cor, 
.__ „ ...^ .fg ^^ ^, .J 

idye-dish: "tlieir 
I com meosnra for 
lit beap," 27. See 



an ye « 

Bwats." 27il; (2) a 

cogi u' broae," 227 ; 

liorsps : '■ thy cog a 

also N'otea. p, 32Q. 
7aggif. dim, of cop, a little diah. 
7ot/, Co'la, Kyle (one of the ancient diBtricta of 

Avrahire). tiee Notes, p. !l2o. 
')oilie. Ilia general, and aomelimes a partkoalar, 

name tor country cats (R. B.) : |2j a sheep- 

4 — "., ploughnu— ' ""- " " 



m'l odlie," 2. 



■hangie ... 
Coorf. cud. 
Coo/, V. cuif. 
Co6h\ cooking, 
Cooib'f, disappeared niddenly: "cookit n; 

neath the braes." SH. 
Coor. cover; "coor their fuds," 106. 
CootT, a itallion : " a perfeet kintik eoo 

lie. 
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Coot (cMt), (1) looped : " oooat > hitch." 14 j 

Ci) thruw uS : '* cuost their cIuh," 16 ; 
"oooat herduddieg," IK! ; (:<) toM'd; Hae- 
peccwstherb<>aiI.":fT2i(4)chucked; "aw>t 
It in a comer," lUl. 
Coolie, > wttudiia diih : " the 



Corn mou, com heap: '*u)d the sorn nKm." 

;!I0, 
Corn'l, ted with oom (oaU) : "tboa wMoorn'ti" 

■27. 
CnrM, onm: "Manohline Cona," 128. 
Con^anat couidna, could o't. 
CoHiOra, country. 
Coup, to cnpuze : " coop the dan" =• apwt the 

M. IXl. 
Coiilhie, couthy, kind, lorinn, affable : " oontbie 

Furtuna," IW ; '■ fn' coutby tmd iweet," 2>-2. 
CaaOiif. cumfortably : " kindle oouthie, side by 

aide,'' 'H. 
Coice, to Dov. to acare, to dannt: "oove the 

oadie," 8 ; " cowa the lonna," W ; " cone the 

Ininla," KO; "oowe Che blolliinu," HI; 

■■ oowe the rebel Renentian," 15.1. 
Com, to OTop: "cowe her loeaaure shorter," 

64. 
Crank, (1) a tale : " tell yonr oruik," 7 : (3) ■ 

chat: a hearty crack," 1W4 ; "ca the 

crack," = have a ch.it, 44 ; (3) talk : " for 

crack that day," II ; " hear your crack," 4^. 
Crack, to converae, to chat, to talk : " crackin 

crouse," :< ; " the father cracks of horaea," 

2!) ! '• wha will crack to me my lane," 238. 
Croctv. (1) stories : "cracka and oanU," SO; (2) 

Gonveraation : " ica^hin^ at their oraoka," 24 ; 

"an' friendly ciacki," 2<i. 
Cra,n. croft. 



Craig^ a oraj. 

Craigte, dim. of eratg, the throat : " weat my 

crftigia," 106 ; " thy bonie CTaigie," 2S0. 
Cruim, craggy. 
Craik. the cnm-crake, the land-rwl : " moarn, 

olam'rins onuks, at oloae o' d,ky," 83; "the 

craik ftmanu the cloTer hay," 240. 
Crambo-clink, crambo-jinole, rhyming ; *' Ure by 

crambD-cUnk," 40; "I to the crambo-jingle 

fell," 43. 
Cran, the anpport for a pot or kettle : " oonp 

the cran," i:t3. 
tVantoiH, frotfnl : " in crankouB mood," 7. 
Ctanii, creakinga : " what taneleaa cranka," 1. 
Cranreurh, hoar - froet, rime : " cranrench 

cauld." Si ; " in hoaty oianreuoh dnat," 1U2. 
Crap, crop. 
Crap, to crop: " that crap the heather bnd," 



Cnit',i^^iiMl» 



ia orapa and kye," 241, 



creel " • I sbonld be parpleied, 4T («• alao 

NutM, p. ;«i; i ■• in Death'a fiah-cre«t," 67 : 

" nievee, like middeu-^roels," '244 (see alao 

Not«, p, Mol 
Crttpit-ehair^ Btool of repentance : " mount th« 

oreepia-chaiT " -aa. bee alao Notea, p. 33a, 

(" Cuttj-atoola "J. 
CrtxAie, greaay. 
CrockM, old ewea : " t«Dt the wai£> an' emcki," 

Croait, a crony. 

Own/, to coo : " the cnahat oiood*," Hi ; "k 
cushat crooded o'er me," 304. 

Croon, (1) a moan; "wi' eldritch croon," 13: 
" the melancholioos orooa," ICl j " gat np an 
gae B croon," 26; " melancholioDa, aairM 
" 13*. 



on, (11 ti 



Mwai 



; P)t< 



"crooninBtoabody'sael,"4B : ' 

mgo eraomeauTdSixilaiauiet," Ul ; oraou a 

hit gamnt," lOn. 
CrooH, crnuH, (I) Dockinr«: "keen an'crooae," 

13; ai hToIy, jolly: "when I grow oronso." 

133: " cronae and canty, " 273. 
Croucnit, hnnchbanked ; "oronohie HeltMl 

Humphio," 2.\ 

Croutt, checrfnlly ; "orackin eronae," 3. 
CrDHvJji, cnofldently : " oniuaely oraw," 6T, 
Cromdir, oatmeal and cold water, oatmeal and 

milk, porridge : " wi' crowdie nnto me," 227 ; 

*' ance crowoUe. twice crowdiCj" etc., 2T0. 
Croitdit-tinii, porridge-time (i. e. breakfaat' 

CronJiB, crawling; "ye eroarlin ferlie." 43, 
CrammU. a homed sow: "aohl Cmmmie'a 

nicks." 1211, 
Crummoek, aimmock, a cndgel, a crooked ataff 

|cf, the Gaelic or WeUh earn or cun -^the 

cmok o( B sticky and cantm ^ Irish hookey) : 

" louping and Singinc on a orammook," US ; 

" on a onmmock driddle," 134. 
rVanp, crisp : "farla . . . fn' onimp," 10. 
Crura, a blow on the head with a ondj^l : " wi' 

haaity crant," 4D. 
CaddU, to fondle : " baima' baima kindly end- 

dl«,"ia): •■cndd]emykimm«r,"224: "end- 

dl'd me late and early." S4R. 
Cai/,roqf.a dnll, apintleM fellow, a dolt, 



cooti' 



" fnmbbng cnifa," 






like him," VM ; 



i 






■;"he'» 



a onif." 2U4 ; " will be nae ooof," 304. 
Cummock, T. Crtmiaoci;. 
Cureh, a kerchief for the head ; " her enreh aaa 

clean," 308; " I tint mT ourch." 2r9, 
Carchit, a cartay: " wt a ODrchie low did 

Curltr, one who pUya at curling (a game on the 
ice) : " the cnrlera qiiat their roaring plsy," 
30 ! " to the loughs the cnrlen flock." H7. 

CwMUTTiRO, nunbling : "oarmnrring in hia 
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Curple^ the crupper (i. e. buttocks): ^^hingin 

owre my curpfe," 135. 
Cushat^ the woixl pigeon. 
Cuatock^ the stalk of the colewort: ^^gif the 

oustock 's sweet or sour/' 24. 
Cutta^ ankles : *' her bonie cutes sae Bma\*' 121. 
Cutty, short : ** catty sark,'' 92. 
CtUti/stoois, stools of repentance: **daft bar> 

gains, cutty-stools/' 118. See also Notes, p. 

338. 



'D, it : "I maun till 'd again," 270. 

Dad, daddie, father. 

Da€z*U dazed. 

DqMn, larking, fun: ** to spend an hour in 
daffin," 9; ''^fits o' dafBn,'^ 65; ^'towsing a 
lass i' my daffin," 104. 

Dafi, mad, foolish. 

Dails, deals, planks: **some carryin dails," 10. 

Dai men icker, an occasional ear of com : '* a dai- 
men icker in a thrave," 31. 

Dam, pent up water, urine: **ye tine your 
dain,^' 9. 

Damie, dim. of dame. 

Dang, dung (pret. of ding), 

Danton, v. Daunton. 

Darena, dare not. 

Darg, dawk, labour, task, a day*8 labour: 
** nought but his ban' darg," 3; ^^monie a 
sair dar^," 27. 

Darklins, in the dark : ** an^ darklins grapit for 
the bauks," 24. 

Dashina^ confounded, put to shame, abashed : 
** bashiuflr and dashing, I fearM ay to speak," 
135. (This seems to be an intransitire and 
reflexive use of a word which is used not un- 
commonly in the sense of ** to confound, to 
abash." ^* Bashing" is a similar case, but 
Uiere is good authority for its use in this in- 
transitive sense.) 

Daud, to pelt: *'set the bairns to daud her," 
63 ; '' the bitter, daudin showers," 126. 

Daunton, danton, to daunt. 

Daur. dare. 

Daurtc, V. Darg, 

Daurna, dare not. 

DaurU, dared. 

Daut, aawte, to fondle, to pet: **dawtit, twal- 
pint hawkie," 13 ; *^ unco muckle dautet," 
19; ''kiss and daut," 113, 232; ''kiss and 
dawte," 252. 

Daw, to dawn : " the day may daw," 229. 

Dawds, lumps, large portions : " an' dawds that 
day," 11. 

Dawtmply, pettingly, caressingly: *'dawtlngly 
did cheer me," 237. 

Dead'Sweer, extremely reluctant, 43. 

Dearie, dim. of dear. 

T)earihfu\ high-priced. 

Deave, to deafen. 

DeeviL v. Deil. 

Deil, aeevil, devil. 

Deil-haet, (1) nothing (the devil have it) : " tho' 
deil-haet ails them," 4 : (2) the devil have my 
soul ; *' the devil-haet tnat I sud ban," 128. 

Veil-ma-care, no matter (the devil may care, 
but not I), 50, 58, 129. 



Deleeret, delirious, mad : ** an' liv'd an' died 

deleeret," 25. 
Delvin, digging: "dubs of your ain delvin," 

42. 
Dern^d, hid (from the Old Eng. dearn or dern : 

" that dem time," Craig's Oxford ShsJc. King 

Lear, iii. 1. 62;: "dem'd in dens and ho^• 

lows," 116. 
Dtscrive, to describe. 
Deuk, a duck : " your deuks an' geese," 153 ; 

" the deuk 's dang o'er my daddie," 249. 
DeyeL a stunning blow : " an unco devel," 67. 
Diddle, to move quickly (of fiddling) : " elbuck 

jink an' diddle,^' 128, 133. 
Dight (1) to wipe ; (2) to winnow : " the cleanest 

corn that e'er was dight," 65. 
Din, dun, muddy of complexion: "dour and 

din," 169, 244. 
Ding, (1) to beat, to surpass ; (2) be beaten or 

upset : " facts are chiels that winna ding," 18. 
Dink, trim : " my lady 's dink, my lady 's 

drest," 268. 
Dinna, do not. 

Dirl, a vibration ; *' played dirl," 58. 
Dirt, to vibrate, to nng : " roof and rafters a' 

did did," 91; "she dirl'd them aff fu' 

cleariv," 308. 
Diz'n, aizzen, dozen. 
Dodder, daughter. 
Doggie, dim. of dog. 
Dotted, muddled, stupid, bewildered : " doited 

Lear," 5 ; "a doited monkisli race," 61 ; 

"doited stots," 121; "the doited beastie 

stammers," 131 : " ray very senses doited," 

137; "sae doited and blin','^' 254. 
Donsie, (1) unlucky : " their aonsie tricks," 66 ; 

(2) vicious, restive, testy: "ye ne'er was don- 

sie," 27; "ye wad na been sae donsie, O,'* 

249. 
Dool, woe, sorrow : " sing dool " — lament, 55 : 

" may dool and sorrow be his lot," 84 ; " dool 

to tell " = sad to tell, 108 ; "to sit in dool," 

224 ; " bitter in dool," 225 ; " care and dool," 

23^) ; " O, dool on the day," 234 ; " dool and 

care," 253. 
Doolfu\ doleful, woful : " doolfu' clamour," 

119; "the doolfu' tale," 240. 
Dorty, pettish : " tho' a minister fp^w dorty," 8. 
Douce, douse, sedate, sober, serions, prudent: 

"douce honest woman," 13: "O ye douca 

folk," 17 ; " douce or merry tale." 44 : " douce 

conveeners," 62 ; " douce folk,''62 : *' thrifty 

citizens, an' douce," 62; "douce Wisdom^s 

door," 66; "for you sae douce," 77; "sae 

cursed douse," 143. 
Douce, doucely, dousely^ sedately, prudently: 

" douce hingin owre m^ curple." 135 ; 

"doucely manage our affairs," 6 ; ' doucelj 

fill a throne," 19. 
DoudCd, dandled : " doudl'd me up on his 

knee," 201. 
Dought (pret. of dow)^ could : "as lang 's he 

dought," 75; "do what I dought,^' 137; 

" dought na bear us," 185. 
Douked, ducked : "in monie a well been 

donkM," 104. 
Doup, the bottom, the buttooka. 
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Doup-tktiprr, bottom-^panksr: " Tile doDti- 
skelper. Emperor JoBeph," IW. 

Door, dourt, (II stubboru. obsliuata : " tengbly 
duure," &y, "nndSaokvilledoure." 75; the 
tither'a duur," 121); "dour and din,"' ItW, 
■m ; (2| severe, oteni : " fell and doore." US. 

Itoase. 1. Doaci. 

Douter, Kdater : "oaghtliiu doUBer." IIS. 

iJoui, aoae, sua (it or ora I able, can : " the beat 
thH; dow," II ; " dov bat hoytH and hnbble," 
21 ; " aq UAi]>7 *4 1 dov,^^ 4li; *' daw Hoorcejy 
spread her wine," SU; "hirpluB iwa-faiild lu 
he dow," -iV^; " dow nttcht but glow'r," 2T8. 
See aiso Duught. 

Doie, a dove, a SHKeon: " like frighted dows, 
man," 227. 

iJoif/, i/oiOf, dull: "her dowff eicnuwi," *1: 
"dowff an' dowilie," 120 ; "dowf and 
weary," 29^. 

Dowie, droopiiw- mournfnl : " oar Biirdi>>, 
dowie." 15; dowie, aliff. and eraiy," M; 
" dowie ahe ManCerB." 1%!; " I wander dowis 
up the Elen," 211!; "aoiue that are duwie," 
217. 

Dowit, moumfullj : " biiiad oamplainiog dowie 

Doirilir, droopiDB: "dowff an' dowilie ther 

creep," 120. 
Douma, cannot, 
Doima-da, caunat-do, 249.. 
Dojllt. aCnpid, atnpefied: " doylt, drucken 

haahi" (i; "he's doylt and be 'idoiin." 233. 
J>ojrtiB, doddering: '"cam doytin by." 14. 
.ODfrn'tJ, tnrpid: "dearest member nearly doi- 

Doiin, torpid ; "he's duylt and be 'a doiin," 



Jjrap, drop. 

Drappir, dim. of drop, 

J)raut>liiig, tedioua: dnnnCintc drivel." 14H. 

Ih-n, to anffer. to endure : " ilw pangs I dree," 

2S<; "dree the kinttsclB(ter,'V^il. 
Dreigh, v. Drirg/i. 
JiribbU, dmxit : "tbe winter's sleety dribble," 



Drirgk, drtieh, tedlons. doll : " stable-meala 

. . . ware driegh," '27; "the moor wsa 

dreiah." 208. 
Drodaitm, the breech: "dress your droddom," 

43. 
Dront, part of the bagpipe. See Notes, p. 3fl. 
Ihoop - rumpTt. ahort-runiped : " droop-minpl'l, 

hunter cattle," a7. 
Uruuk. lo wet, to drench; " mj droukit aark- 

sleere," Zll ; "to dnink the acuune tow," 



hydra drmith." 117 : "holy dronlh," KM. 
Drouthv, tbiratj: "drouthy neebon," 30; 

"drouthycronie,"ni, 
Jinktn, dnuhtn, drauken. 



Dnnalit. (I) muddy, torbid : "drumlisOemia&- 
water." 3; " tha drumlie Dnioli," 14.1; 
"drumlie wsTe," 207; "watars never druia- 
lie,"a«»i (2) dull: "dromlie winter," 2111. 

DruntiurJc, raw meal and cold water: "a belly- 
fu' a' dniniinack," 41. 

Drunt. the hnff: " took the druot." 24. 

Dab, » piiddje : " RUmUe dubs." 42; "tbra' 
dub and luire." 45, 'Jl ; *'the bumiag dnbr" 
lUS ; "thro' dirt and dub." 114. Sea iliddai 
dub. 

Duddif, rsEsed: "thu' e'er tae daddie," 3; 
" duddie weana," S; " duddiaboy," 44 ; " dud- 
die, desperate bMxar." 1A3. 

Duddif t, dim. of dudt, mga : " aooat her dtid- 
dies," '.12; " Iheirons daddies," 102; " brata 
o' duddiea," 144. 

Dailt, rsKS. clothai : " wi' reekit duds," 13; 
"pawn'd their dads," 10(j ; "fiafiiil wi' 
dnds." 15;t ; " tartan duds." 227 ; " shook hia 
duda," 2<il. 

Dung. V. Dong. 



' life-blood dunted," 



Duitled, throbbed : 
147. 

Bub 

Dur. 

i>«jAw,'"d™abi 

Da-alt, dwelt. 

Duke, (1) a fence (of stone or tnrft. n wall ; " a 
aheugh or dyke," 2; " biggiu a dyke,'' 2: 
" yont the dyke," 13; "jour lives a dyke, 
17: "aun outaela abont the dyke," 105: 
"about the dykea," lOM; " owre a dyke," 
121: 'Map o'er the dyke. 2tiU. 

Dsikr-Uu:k. the back of « tenoe, 44. 

Dj/ke.-sidt. the tide of a fence: "a lee dyke- 
aide," 129. 

Ducor. a bankrupt: "rot the dyvora," IM; 
dyvor. bc^ar loous." 2K!, 



t, en, eTenine. 

E'min, oTemng. 

£i rlr, (1 ) apprebenmTe ; (2) inspiring ghoatly 
four. See Nolea, p. 343. 

Eild. eld, age, old aea. 

£b, alao. 

£lhuck. elbow. 

Eldritch. (1) horrihle. anearthly : " eldritoh 
squeel," 10; "eldritch croon." 13; "an el- 
dritch, stoor 'qnaick, qunick,' " \^: "el- 
drilch laugh," 08; "eldritch skriech," 92: 
121 haunted, fearsome: "eldritch lower, 
Ki; "eldritch part," !>1. 

Eltkit, elected. 

EU iScou), thirty-aeven inches. 

EtItT. elder : " me the Ellor's duchter," 2G0. 

En\ end. 

Enragli, anoagh. 

Enfaatd, infol.I. 

£rK, Oaelie; "al^llan toiiKiieorEnB," 11. 
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Ether-stane, addex^tone : *' and make his ether- 
stane/' l(iO. ^e also Notes, p. 'S^l, 

EttU, aim : ** wi' fmious ettle/' 92. 

ICvermair^ evermore. 

£v^n down, downright, positive: "ev^n down 
want o' wark," 4. 

JEx])eckit, expected. 

JCyaerU, diligent : '* wi* an eydent hand,** 29. 

Fa\ (1) a fall : (2) a lot. a portion. 

Fa\ (1) to fall; (2) to receive as one's portion: 
** best deserves to fa* that," 1()4 ; ** weel does 
Selkirk fa' that," 1(>5 ; (3) chum : " guid faith, 
he mauna fa' that," 294. See also Notes, p. 
34<>; and, in addition, cf. Alexander Scott s 
When His Wife Left Him: "For fient a 
crumb of thee uie fa^ " [t. «. claims]. 

Faddom'df fathomed. 

Fae, foe. 

Faem, foam. 

Faiktty let off, exonsed : ** sic ban's as yon snd 
ne'er be faiket," 128. 

Fain^ fond. glad. See Fidgin-fain, 

Fainuess, fondness, gladness : *' wi' fainness 
grat," 237. 

Fair fa\ good befall : ** fair fa' yonr honest 
sonsie face," 72 ; ^ ' fair fa' my collier laddie," 
241. Cf. **fair fall the bones that took the 
pains for me," Shak., King John, Act i. sc. 
1. ^ 

Fairin, a present from a fair: **he gets his 
fairin," 59 ; ** thou '11 get thy fairin." 92. See 
Notes, p. 332. 

Fallow, fellow. 

Fand, fonnd. 

Far-off, far-ofF. 

Far Is, small, thin oat-cakes: ** farls, bak'd wi' 
batter," 10. 

Fash, annoyance : ** to gie ane fash," 113 ; ** or 
fash o' fools," 118. 

Fash, (1) to trouble, to bother, to worry: 
"they're fash't enengh," 2; **fash your 
thumb " = care a rap, ti ; ** I never fash " = 
I never trouble about, 16 : " fash your head," 
32 : *' fash me for 't," «) ; ** fash'd wi' fleshly 
lust," 110; "thev seldom fash't him," 172; 
(2) to trouble one s self, to worry : ** fash nae 
mair," 128. 

Fashious, troublesome: **fin' them fashions," 
143. 

Fasten-e^en, Fasten's Even (the evening before 
Lent), 44. 

Fauqht, a fight. 

Famd, the sheep-fold. 

FaiUding, folding, sheep-folding: '*a-faulding 
let ns gang," 2i)3. 

Faulding slap, fold gate: ^'steeks his faulding 
slap," 78. 

Faun, fallen. 

Faiute, false. 

Fause-house, hole in a comstack: "kintlin in 
the fause-house," 24 : ** the fause-house in her 
min\" 24. See also Notes, p. 329. 

Faut. fault. 

Fantor, transgressor : ** sjme, say I was a fan- 
tor," 252 : " tho' he be the fautor," 260. 

Fawsont, (l) seemly, decent : *' honest, fawsont 



folk," 3; (2) good-looking: ''aughtlins law. 
sont," 153. 

Feat, spruce : ** the lassies feat," 23. 

Fecht, a fight. 

Fecht, to fight. 

FecJc, (1) value, return : " for little feck," 120: 
(2) the bulk, the most part: '' the feck of a* 
the Ten Comman's," 9; **the ftck o' my 
life," 246. 

Fecket, (1) sleeve-waistcoat (used bv farm- 
servants as both vest and jacket) : got me 
by the fecket," 147; (2) waistcoat (without 
Sleeves) : *^ his fecket is white," 222. 

Feckless, weak, pithless, feeble : *' as feckless as 
a wither'd raJsh," 72 : ** an auld wife's tongne 
's a feckless matter,' 113. 

Feckly. partly, or mostly: ** carts . . . are 
feckly new, 114. 

Feg, a fig. 

Fegs, faith I '' but fegs ! the Session," 133. 

Feide, fend : " wi' deadly feide," 67. 

Feint, v. Fient, 

Feirrie, lusty : "the feirrie auld wife," 249. 

Fell, (1) keen, cruel, dreadful, deadly ; (2) 
pungent: "her weel-hain'd kebbuck fell," 

Fell, " the flesh immediately under the skin " 
(R. B.) : " the skin an' fell," 64. Cf. " flesh 
and fell," Shak. King Lear, v. 3. 

Fell, to kill. 

Fellv, fell, relentless: "felly spite," 231. 

Fen\ a shift : " might mak a fen'," 230. 

Fen\ fend. (1) to look after, to care for: ** fend 
themsel,^' 14; (2) keep off: "fend the 
show'rs," 10 ; (3) defend : ^* fecht and fen' " = 
shift for themselves, 2^:^ ; (4) fare, prosper : 
" how do you fen' ? " 245. 

Fenceless, defenceless. 

Firlie, ferly, (1) a wonder (used contemp- 
tuously) : " ye crowlin ferlie," 43 ; (2) " nae 
ferlie (y) " = no wonder, no marvel, 18, 249. 

Ferlie, to marvel : " an' ferlie at the tolk in 
Lon'on," 3. 

Fetch, (1) to pull irregularly: "braing't, an' 
fetch't, an' liiskit," 27 ; (2) to catch :^* fetch- 
es at the thrapple," 125. 

Fey, doomed to death : " fey men died," 227. 

Fidge, to fidget, to wriggle : " fidge your back," 
7 i " fidge fu' fain " = hug herself. 48 ; " fidge 
an' claw," 63; "fidg'd fn' fain '^ » fidgeted 
with eagerness, 92. 

Fidgin-fain, tingling with pleasure, tinglimr 
with fondness, 226 ; " fidgin-fain to hear 't, 
44. See Notes, p. 344. 

Fiel, comfortable : " haps me fiel and warm," 
240. 

Fient, feint, fiend, a petty oath (R. B.). 

Fient a, not a : " the fient a " = nothing of a. 

Fient haet, nothing (fiend have it). 

Fient haet o', not one of. 

Fient-ma-care, the fiend may care (I don't I ). 

Fier, fierc, comrade : " my trusty fier," 14i; 
" my trusty fiere," 262. 

Fier, sound : " hale and fier," 32. 

•Fin', to find. 

Fish-creel, v. Cre^l. 

FistU, tiujgle, fidget with delight Qt is also 
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of the agritatioD wuad b; (rjisg) : " gtr n 



FiUie-lan' the i 
in the plough 
Notes, p. 3M. 

Flat, a flea. 

Fln$n. flappuv: " flaffin wi' dada," 1S3. 

Ftainin.Jlanntii, flannel. 

Ftang. naoe. 

FUt. to fly. 

f1«dt, to wbeedle: "afleechin. fleth'rio Dedi- 
cation." 42 ; " UuDcan fleijob'd, and Das 



the ' 



'd," 2T2. 
.. fleecp: '" 
olipe," !■'. 
atuthera 
>iiu»), ur a 



a tho' 



i' flag," Je ; 



kick: 

JIlfcljS'rtB.flattpniii: •■floth'nnDsdieation,"42. 
r/*»j(, a ahwT liwli : - a heartj flewit," 133. 
JVejj, to Mare ; "Want and Hanger floj m*," 

270; ■■ fley'd Bwa," 2'.(7. 
FUy'd. scarad : " fley'd an' aerie," 2S ; ■' bat be 

na fley'd," 57. 
Ftichlerin', fIntterinK: as yoang: neatlinn when 

th 'ir dHni apniMat-hee [R. B.) ; "flichtarin' 

naiw and Kiee." 38. 
Flindert. ebredii, broken piece* <R. B.) ; "in 

flinders Hee," 41. 
Ftinging, kickiiu; ont in dancing, capering: 

" fouping and llingini; on a omnnnock, 92. 
Fiiayin-trtt, » iMBce of timber hung by way of 

Sirtition between two hniwn in a itable. a 
ail (R. B.) : " Cbe threaber'a veary flii^m- 

Fliikit, fretted, oapered: "feteh't, an'fliikit," 

JT. 
Ftil. to shift. 
Ftittrriag. fluttoring. 

fVirff, scold : " e'en let faer flyta her fill," 2r<4. 
Fock.foett.loOL. 

Fodgfi.dumpf. "a fine.fat. fodfcel wieht,"94. 
Foot, farsil (i. e. went) : "o'er the moor they 

liibtlrfo"r,"2IW. 
Foo's'lay. Thursday. 
Firrby.forbyt, hKSides. 
Forfairn, »oru »at, fortonn: "wi' oraiy eild 



" Fenwiok, aair for~ 



I'n 

fail... 
Forfoaghlcn. exhausted d'. «. hj labour or 



" IM. 



ingh," J33. 



ForjtikrI, jaded with fatigne IR. B.): "tor- 

jt«k«t sair, with weary iegi," W. 
Forrtt. forward. 
Folkfr. fodder. 

Fou.fom. full (usaally in the sense of drank). 
Foughen. troubled |i. «. by conflict widi diffi- 

cultieal : " sae fong-hten an' liataBs'd," i. See 

Farfoaghlfp. 
FouTunm, by foara : " fonraome reela," 249. 
^'ohjA, fu1n<!sa,abnndaiioe: " (outh o' aold nick- 

Ftw.ylFou'. ' 



PVue, fram. 

Friath, to froth. 

Frtmii, estranged: "ia now a fremit wight," 

1«1, 
FV, fnU. See alao Fm. 
FV-han't, full-banded ihaTingabundauoe) : "aj 

fu'-ban't is fechtin best," ^1. 
Fad, a short tail (of a rabbit oi bare): "ooek 

yonr fod fu' braw," (i7 I "to ooortheirfnds," 



Fuff'l. puffed: "t 
lunt,''a3. 



ahe fuff't her pipe w 



Far.furT, a furrow. 

Fur-aftin, the hindmost plough-horae in the fur- 
row: "my f nc-ahin '* a word; beaat," IIL 
See Notes, p. Xi». 

Furdtr, furtherance, saocess. 

Farij.r, to succeed. 

Fatiimlrii, pithleaa, saplen: "he ia but ■ fn- 



aionles 



"ZI9. 



Fyke.iaia: " as bee* bin out wi' angry fyke." 

'.a. 
F-ke, to fuss, to fldget (■'. e. from annoyance or 

fain|: "fyke an' fumble," 41; "Dntil n 
/ke," 12». 
FyU, U> defile, to fool, to soil : " that f yl'd hi* 
■hins," 10; "her face wad ^le the Logan 
Water," 'Mi. 

Cab. the mouth, the jaw: "set a' theii gab* 
a-stcerin," 211; "stoek yonr gab for ever," 
t>4: "bis gab did gape, 112; "she held up 
her greedy gab." 102; "his teethleaa gab," 
212. 

Gab. to talk, to speak : " eab like Boawell," T. 

Gabs, talk : " some wi' gaba," 24. 

(fcm, gaie. 

Gar, to go. 

Gaed, went. 

Garn, gane. gone. 

GatU, ways, raanneta : " learn the gaeta," 14. 
."^ee also Gate. 

Gairi, gares, slashes: " my lady '■ gown, theie 'a 
gairs upon 't," 367. 

Gant, T. Gaen, 

Gang, to go, to walk. 

Gangrtl, vagrant : " o' landie, gangrel bodie*," 



Car, 



B, to make, to compel. 



Garltn'd, gartered. 

Gotlt, (I) «i*e, *agaoioDs: " a gaah an' faithfn' 
tyke," 2: (2) self-complaoent (implying pm- 
denoe and prosperity) : " here farmera gash," 
9 : (R) talkative and aelf-oomplaoent : " ■ 
gawsia, gash gnid-wife." II. 

GaMng, talking, gabbing: "gashing- at tbur 



Gaud, a Kaad.~22K! See Notes, p. 344. 

Gaudtman, goadsman, driver of the p 

idsman ane, a thraabar t' otlMr," 



team : a jcandsman ane, a 
114. Sea Not«B, p. 344. 
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Gau'n, Gariii. 

Caun, f^oin^. 

OaunUa^ gaip^ yawned : ** I Ve gnun*d and 

iraanted/' 145. 
G<uck]f, a foolish woman or lad <tlie femiiuiie or 

diminati ve of gottk, q. v.) : "' gawkles. tavpiea, 

fCowka, and fools,** 119. See Notes, p. 'S%i. 
Gaicky, cockooioe, foolish: **the sensekas, 

gawky million,'^ 129. Cf. A Dreawi^ p. 1^ 

bt. u., U. 3, 4. 

^ God snre the King *• a cockoo nnf 
That "% unco eaay said ay/* 

GawsU, gaucitj (I) buxom : *" h^r str^ipin limb 
an* gawsie middle,** l<t5 * <2) boxom and jolly : 
"'A gawsie, gash gnidwife/* 11; [}i) big and 
jovous : *' his gawsie tail.** 2. 

Gaylies, gaily: ** bat they do gay lies,*' 153. 

Gtar^ 1 1) money, wealthy (2j goods; (3) stuff: 
*' taste sic gear as Johme brews,** 12iK. 

Geek, il) to sport : " may Freedom geek,'* 19 ; 
(2) to toes the head : *' ye geek at me because 
I *m poor,** 214. 

GW, a pike : *" Johnie Ged*s Hole '* = the 
graTe-digger (K. B.), 58, '*and geds for 
greed,** t>7. See Notes, p. 331. 

GentltM, gentry. 

Genty, trim and elegant : "genty wust,** 217; 
** her genty limbs,^* J««. 

Gentp, trimly : **8ae genty sma*.** 228. 

Geor(iie„ (I) dim. of Gtargt; hence i*l) a gninea, 
bearing the image and saperscription of King 
Ge<*rge. 

GtU itftne, offspring, breed : ^* nae get o* moor- 
Ian tips,** 15 ; **a true, guid fallow's get,** 19. 

Ghaist^ ghost. 

Gi>, U) gire. 

Gied, gave. 

Gien, eiven. 

Gif, if. 

Gift I*!, dim. of gift. 

GigUts^ giggling youngsters or maids: **the 
giglets keckle,** 1 IH. Cf . ** a giplet wench '* 
== a light woman, Shak. 1 Henry VI., iv. 7. 

Gillie, dim. of gill ^glass of whisky). 

Gilpey. young girl : *' I was a gilpey then," 25. 

Gimmer, a ytmng ewe. 

6tn, if, should, whether. 

Gin, against, by : "*" their hearts o* stane, gin 
night, are gane,** 11 ; ** beside me gin the 
gloaming,** 237. 

Girdle, a plate of metal for firing cakes, ban- 
mK'ks, etc. ; '* the vera girdle rang,** 102. See 
Notes, p. Ii*i5. 

Girn, '1) to grill, to twist the face, fbut from 
pain or rage, not joy) ; '' it maks guid fellows 
gim an* gape," l."»; '* wi* fpmin spite," 4?>, 
134 ; " every soor-mou'H gimin blellum,*' 119 ; 
*'thy gimin laugh,** 14X ; (2) gapes: "that 
gims for the fishes and loaves," 166 ; (3) 
snarls : " gims and looks back,** 125. 

Gtzz, wig: ''an* reestit gizz,** 13. See also 
Jiz. 

Glaikit, foolish, thoughtless, giddy: "gliukit 
Folly*s portals,** W; "I'm red ye *re glai- 
kit,** 128; '*ye glaikit, gleesome, dainty 
damies,** 144 ; " glaikit CharUe,** 145. 



Glaizie, ghmj, shiny : "sleek, an* glaizie,*^ 26. 
Glaum' d, grasped: "glaiim^d at kii^doms 

three, man,*' 227. 
Gled, a hawk, a kite (Angki-Sax. '*Gleida" =» 

the glider/: '' a bizuud gled," 168 ; ** cr I had 

fed an Athole gled,** 230. 
GUede, a glowing coal, a blaie (A^lo-Sax. 

•Gled;*^ cf. "the cruel ire le^TTred] m 

any gleede,*' Chancer. Knigk's Tale, CtutUr- 

bmry Tales, 19917): "eneenr blinks the iiude- 

gleede,** 206. 



Gleg, sharp, quick, keen : *" glee as onie ww 
ble," 41; ^Death's eleg gume,"«h; " w__ 
Davoc's grown sae gleg," 114; "as glee 'a 
a ifchittle," 125; "he's gleg enough,*^ 129 ; 



" g!eg as light are lover's ee&." 2H 
GUg, smartly : " he *11 shape yon aff fa' ^e^. 



»» 



IC>. 



a gleib o* 



Gleib, a glebe, a porti<m (of land): 
Ian," 2M*. ^ee Notes, p. 345. 

Glib-gabbet, smooth-tongued, 7. 

Glint, (1 ) to shine, to gleam, to peep: " wi' glo- 
rious light mas glintin," 9; "thou glinted 
forth,** ;^ ; (2i to flit : " glinted by," 211. 

G loam in, gloaming, twilight, dusk : " an' darker 
eloamin brought the night,** 4 ; " when anoe 
life*s day draws near the gloamin," 17 ; " be- 
side me gin the gloaming, 237; "now it was 
the gloamin,** 261 ; " the hour o' eloamia 
grev," 298. 

Gloamin-ghot, sunset, 252. 

Glow'r, a stare. 

Glow'r, to stare. 

Glowrin, staring. 

Glunch, a frown, a sour look : " twists hn gnm- 
tie wi* a glunch," 6. 

Glunch, to frown, to look sour: **^aiich an' 
gloom,** 6. ^ 

Goavin, looking dazedly, mooning : ** goavin 'a 
he *d been led wi* branks," 117 ; " idly goavin 
whyles we saunter," 133. 

Gorcodb, the moorcock: "the goroock spriiusB 
on whirring wings,** 52 ; ** whare gor-oocks 
thro* the heather pass," 268. 

Gowan, the wild daisv. 

Gowany, covered with wild daisies. 

Gowd, gold. 

Gowdie, the head : " heels o*er gowdie," 148. 

Gowff'^d, strack as in the game of golf: 
" gowff*d Willie like a ba*, man," 76. 

Gowk, (1) the cuckoo; (2) a dolt: "conceited 
gowk, * (»1; "Andro* Gowk," 112; "gowka 
and fools," 119. See Notes, p. 339. 

Gowling, howling : " Misfortune's gowline 
bark,** 43. 

Graff, a grave, a tomb, a vault; "oauld in his 
graff,'* 54 ; " your marble grans," 182 ; '* your 
green graff," 254. 

Grain' d, groaned. 

Graip, a dung-fork. 

Graith, (1) implements, tools, gear: **ploiiril-> 
men gather wi* their graith," 5; "her spitt- 
nin-graith,*' 20' ; (2) fnmitnre of all kinds: 
" a* my graith.*' 1 14 ; c ) attire, garb : " farm- 
ers trash in riilin jrraitli." 9; "in sbootin 
graith adorned," CT ; ** in heav'nly graith,** 
76. 
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GraiOiinfl, gvuing. 

Gram, a etood. 
Grai]^, to ffTOOR. 
Grannie, Graunit, Kraodmotlier. 

Grot, vept. 

Graunit, t. Grannit. 

Gree,(l> thepriia: " bnre tl)e gne " = We off 
thti priie (I. r. von the Tii:toi7),4S; " bear'it 
thegree" = tak'iitthepriM, lid; "carrytba 
grea " = bear Che bell, IIW; " bear the (tree " 
-have the first place, 291; " wan the grae " 
= won the priie, 306. 

Gree't, ngreed. 
Grert, to weep. 
G'roani'n maut, ([ToaiiiDe matt, 326. See Notes, 

p.:m. 
GtoziI, a gooaebenr : " plnmp an' gnj aa onie 

BTOiet," 43, 
GmmpAie, the aow ; " wha waa it but gmra- 

Gthd', the trronnd. 

CraHttr, the snoot, the face, the phii ; " twiita 

his Knmtle," «. 
GruiifJe.dim.of trruW; '*agrai]ean'imintle,"2S. 
Granzie, the iinont. the month : "shediKhta her 

KTiinrie wi' a hnshion," 244. 
Griuhie. frowing : " griuhi« weani an' faithfo' 

wives." 3. 
GratUn, wept. 
Gtidt, God. See also Gaid. 



Gttid-fiitiia; fathenn-lai 

Guid-man, gud^man, the hnabaiid. 

Gvid-Ktfe, gtidt-aift, the miitren of the home, 
the Inndlody. 

Gttid-willif, fpidt-teillie, hearty, full of good- 
will: '•ariKhtBiiidwilliewaught,"2S2. See 
Notsa, p. 3JS. 

Cuilie. gully, a large knife: "see, there 'a a 
gnHy,"a7 : " Death's gleg jrullie," 08 ; " huw- 
kail gnlUe," to. See Notae, n. ;«4. 

Galravage, horse-play: "in giilrarag«, rinnin, 
sonwr.^' lai. 



Gumlit, muddy; "gnmlie dahs of yoorain del- 
vin." 4'Ji "gmmlie jaap* up to the pouring- 
practical 



Gumiitle . 

qnacke wi a' their gnmption, 
Caafy. tasty : "an' goaty 1 ' 
GiUraer, goodsire, eTaadf) 
my gutcher has,' £M. 



;ker,"B. 
, goodsire, eraadfather: "Bye a 



£fa'/»JJ:.tlieserTants: "the ha' folk fill their 

lUiddia, holding, inheritanoe : "Hell for hia 

haddin," IHO. 
Hat, have. 

Hoft, T, Dr^Al-kart and Fimt-haet. 
Hafftt, hauff'cl, the temple, the side of the 

head : " hia lyart haffeta," 30 ; " in some beg- 

nr's banffet," 4.1; "bar hailet looks as 

brown '• a berry," 20& 



H<uffiu, half, partly ; " like hafHina-wise o'er- 
ooiDeBfaim ' —nearly half o'ercomea him, 11 j 
" hafHiiM is afraid to speak." 3!l. 

Hag, hagg,^ mon. a htoketi bog: "ovre monis 
a weary hag," (17; "sendin the staff o'er 
muin an' hi^," 126. 

Baggii, a special tjoots pudding, made of sheep's 
SDlnula, onions, and oatmeal boiled in a 
■heep's stomach (the piice dt r/iittance at 
Bums Cliih Dinners, and an esteemed anti- 
dote to whiakyl. 

Bain, to spare, to mtb. 

Hairtt, har'ti. harvest. 

Haith, faith '. la petty oalli). 

HaiWr.. V. havir,. 

haf, hold, holding, abiding-plaoe : "house an' 
hal' " — hooae and possession, 13; "house or 
bald." Si ; " house or hal'," 33. 

HaU, hail, the whole. 

Halt, /mil, whole, healthy. 

Haliaome, wholesome. 

Ilaliaa. a partitiun between the door of a cot- 
tage and the fireplace: "'yont the hallan," 
2W; "ne'er at your hallan ca'," 13S; '^to 
his ain hal Ian-dour," 240 ; "slowrin by the 
hallan en','' 2T0 : "jook behmt the haUan," 
31 H. 

Halloann, Alt Saint 

Hatloiematt, All Su 

Haly, holy. 

liamr, borne. 

Wan', haua. hand. 

Han-dwg iordaurl:). See Darg. 

Hand-wal'd. hnnd-nioked (1. t. choioeat) ; " my 
hand-wal'd cnrae," i;(4. 

Hangu, hangman Iniekname of the de»il); 
"hear me. AnId Hangle, for a wee," Vi. 

■I, the first gift : " blew hansel in on Rob- 



"3IM. 



1 covering agunst cold : " the 



n their ■ .. .. 
my hap," IST: 



p,"W); ' 



Rap, to cover, to wrap : " hap him in a cods 
hiel," 41 ; "and haps me fiel," 240. 

Hap, to hop: "while tears hap o'er her auld 
brown nose," 1^. 

Happrr. hopper ( 



Hap-siip-an 
he™ used 



ping (as a bird). 

101171, hop-atep-and-leap (an Im- 

n in Sools athletic mtherings, but 



Hara, V. Hairil. 

Hash, an oaf. a dnnderhead : " doylt, dmcken 

haiti"H; "conceited hashes." 4J(. 
Hailock woo, the wool on the neck (i. e. throat) 

of a sheep, 25.^ 
Hand, to hold, to keep. 
Ha<if. half. 
Haaght, low-lying rich lands, valteya (R. B.): 



"let huaky 1 



9 hangbs adorn," 0, 
, jg. ... , 1 



Uauri,(\) to tiiail: "haorbat biseoipin," 26} 
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(2) to peel : " till skio in blypes earn haariin/' 

26; (3) to drag: ^'haml thee hame to his 

black nniddieT^ 82. 
House, to embiuoe, to euddle : ** hanae in ither'a 

arms/' 232. 
Haver il, hav^rel, one who talks nonsense, a 

half-witted person : '' poor haT^rel Will,'* 24 ; 

" hAT'relJean," 116. 
HaverSj haivers, nonsense. 
Havins^ f?ood manners, good conduct : ** pit 

some hayins in his breast," 14; ** bavins, 

sense, an' grace," 45 ; *^ to bavins and sense," 

112. 
Hawlcie, a white-faced cow, a cow. 
Heal, V. Hale. 
Htoisome, t. Halesome, 
Herht, (1) to promise: ^^they hecht him some 

fine braw ane," 25; ** hecht them conrtly 

gifts," 161 ; ''hecht an honest heart," 161 ; 

(2) to menace : '' some mortal heart is hech- 

tin," 130. 
Heckle, a flax-comb. 
Htels-o'er'aowdie, See Gowdie, 
Heeze^ to hoist : " higher may they heeze ye," 

10 • '* heeze thee up a constellation," 139. 
HetVA, heigh, high. 
Hem'thirCd, crooked-shinned, 244. See Notes, 

p. 345. 
aere awa, here about. 
Htrry, to harry, to plunder. 
Herryment, spoliation : *' the herryment and 

ruin of tne country," 62. 
fffrsel, herself. 
Htt, hot. 
Heugh, (1) a crag, a steep bank : **the water 

rins owre the hengh," 217; (2) a hollow or 

pit : " yon lowin heugh," 12. 
Heuk, a hook, a reaping-hook. 
Hilch, to hobble, to halt: ''hilchin Jean 

M'Craw," 25; "hUch, an' stilt, an' jimp," 

:u. 

Hiltie'skiltie, helter-skelter, 128. 

Himsel, himself. 

Hiney, hinny, honey. 

Ht'ng, to hang. 

Hirj/le, to limp, to hobble : ** the hares were 
hirplin down the furs," 9 : ** hirplin owre the 
fieia," 17 : '* November hirples o'er the lea," 
W ; '* he hirpl'd up, an' lap like daft," 106 ; 
** he hin>le8 twnrfauld as he dow," 212 ; " he 
h oasts and he hirples," 2^i3. 

Hissels, so many cattle as one person can at- 
U^nd (R. B.): *'the herds an' hissels were 
alarnrd," 49. 

Histie, bare : "histie stibblefield," 38. 

Hizzie, a hussy, a wench, a young woman. 

Hoast, a coiiRh : *' an' barkin boast," 6 ; *' boast- 
provoking ameek," 20. 

Hoast. hoxt, to cough : '* boast up some pala- 
ver,*' 131 ; " he boasts and he hirples," 2:«. 

Hoffain, tlio motion of a sage countryman rid- 
ing on a cart horse (R. B.) : ^^ gaed hoddin by 
tl<"ir cotfers," 9. 

Hod din-grey . coarse grey woollen (and retaining 
t)>e natural colour of the wool) : '* wear hod- 
din grey, an' a' that," 294. 

Hog, a young sheep. 



Hoggie, dim. id hog i **my hoggie," 206. 

Hog-SLore^ a term in curling: ** Death's liog>- 
score," 67. See Notes, p. 333. 

Hog^$houthert a kind of horse-plar by jnatlinif 
with the shoulder, to justle (K. B.), 48. 

Hoodie-craw, the hooded crow, 119. 

Hoodock, grasping, miserlv : '* the harpy, hoo- 
dock, purse-proud race,' 134. 

Hooked, caught, stolen : ** monie a pnrsie ska 
had hookM." 104. See Notes, p. 335. 

Hool, a hull, a husk, an outer case : *^ poor Lee- 
zie's heart maist lap the hool," 26. 

Hoolie, slowly : *' something cries, * fioolie ! ' " 
16. 

Hoard ^ hoard. 

Hoordet, hoarded. 

Hom^ a horn spoon : *^ horn for horn, they stretch 
an' strive," 72. 

Homie, the devil. 

Host, V. Hoast, 

Hotch^d, hitched, jerked (the action of a biM^ 
piper's arm): *' notch 'd and blew wi' mi^t 
and main," 92. 

Houghy to hamstring : ** they hough'd the elans 
like nine-pin kyl^,'' 227. (The word is not 
to be taken literally in this instance, of coarse, 
but rather as meaning ** cut down.") 

Houghmagandie, fornication (R. B.), 12. 

HouUt, V. Howlet. 

Houpe, hope. 

Howdxe, howdy, a midwife : " nae howdie gets 
a social night," 5 ; ''afore the howdy," 133. 

Howe, a hollow, a dell. 

Howe, hollow. 

Howk, (1) to dig out : *'mice and mondieworti 
they howkit,^' 2; ''howkit dead" = disin- 
terred dead, 13; (2) to dig: *'howkin in » 
sheugh," 2. 

Howlet, houlet, an owl. 

Hoyse, a hoist : " they 'U gie her on the T^>e m 
hovse 64 

Hoy% urged'(R. B.) : "they hoy't out^i^n, wi' 
sair advice," 25. 

Hoyte, to amble crazily (R. B.) : ** now ye dow 
but hoyte and hobble," 27. See also Notes, 
p. 330. 

Htighoc, dim. of Hugh, ^ 

Huilions, slovens : " tirl the hnlliona to the 
biises," 153. 

Hunder, a hundr«Hl. 

Hunkers^ hams : '* upon his hunkeis bended," 
la'i. 

Hurcheon, the hedgehog : " o'er hnrehaon 
hides," 82. 

Hurchin, urchin. 

Hurdies, the loins, the crupper (R. B.) (». «. 
the buttocks): "hung owre his hurdies wi* 
a swirl," 2 ; " row't his hurdies in a ham- 
mock,'' 41 ; " meekly gie vour hurdies to tl^ 
smiters," 62; "your huraies like a distant 
hill," 72; "I wad hae gi'en them off my 
huraies," 92 ; " their ample hurdies," 115. 

Hurl, to be wheeled, to trundle : " or hnil in a 
cartie," 130. 

Htshion, a footless fltockinq: : " she dighta her 
gninzie wi' a hnsliion," 244. 

Hyte^ furious : " hae put me byte," 134. 
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r.in. 

Icktr, an e>r of oom : " k daimen lokei in ft 

Itr-Bf. B KTeat-gT&ndcblld : " wee, onrlie John'i 

IVc, ilka, each, everr. 

1'/ o'(. bad at It : " wretolied iU o't." 43. 

lU-larn. ill-taken. 

lU-Thief. the devil : " the lU-Thief bUw the 

Heron lonth," 144. 
Ill-iniilit, ill-natDied, malioioiu, mnardl; (R, 

B.): "roDrnatiYewiil<raBrigbtiir-wime,"4[. 
Iiidtntin. iDdantDring : " his uiiil indentin," 3. 
Ingine, (1) (renins. inmnnitT IR. B.): "he had 

fnrina," 44 ; |2I wit : " vV risht ingfne." 128. 
IlfffUt the Hre, the fireplace. 
Ingle-chetk, fireside Ippoperly the jamb of th« 

fireplacel : " lanelv b; the ingle-cheek," 30. 
iHgli-qUtde. T. Glttae. 
IngMoiDt, ingle low, the flame or light of the 

tira ; " bj mj inicle-lowe I hlw." 2U ; " beiont 

the ingle low " = at the back of the firepUce, 

aw. 

r». I Bhall. I will. 

IthtT, other, eaoh other, one another. 

JUcT, iUeif. 



Jauk. Ill to tnfle, to iMj: "ahe made nae 

jaukin." 24 : " to jank or plaj." 20. 
Jauiur, fooliah talk: " baud jota tonEna and 

iTnunlif, dim. of jaunf.' "joni wee Int jaontae," 



their jav, . . 
Jaic, Ui throw, to daah: "and in the tea did 

jaw, nutn," 75. 
I'leg, to jug: "and jeeg the cradle wi'mj tae," 



Jimplg, neatl J : " sas jiraplj lac'd," 217. 
Jimpt. ataya : " but Jenny's jimpe," 2(iT. 
Jink, the slip : " our billie'a gien lU a' a jink," 

Jittk, (1) to friak, to aport. to move nimbly ; 

" thro' wimpiin woriiia thon jink." B ; " and 

jinkin hares, in amoroaa whida." 18 ; "jink 

an' diddle " ^ dance nnd nhake, 12H, 133 ; (2) 

to dodao. to liart -<---■" "• - 

jinkin^" 14 ; " IU 

'li; "]ink there < 

jinkin," 240; |:i) more out and in: "and 

drawere jink," 110. 
Jinktr, (l)one who moTea qnicklf: "ajinker 

noble," 27; (2) a gay, aprightl; girl : "earth- 

It ^nken." i:t4. 
Jirtinet, bodice: "jimp* and jirklnet," 2ffJ. 
Jirt, a jerk : " monie » jirt an B«g." 46, 



JacieUg. a jack-knife, 24, 95, V26. _ 



Jii.A wig, "bis Snndar'a jiz," lis. See abo 

Jo, a Bweetheart : "John Anderson mj ja," 

Jode'Uf, _, 

iTaut. jeuit, to duck, 

,""."" ibles jeuk, 

lliS ; " iouk behint the hallan," 31l<. 
Joiit, a verb which indndes both the swin^iw 

motion and pealini; aound of a laiga beU 

(R.B.): "toiowan'eroon,"ll. 
Jundie, to jusUe (R. B.I, to jostle: "hof- 

iboDther. jnndie, stretch, an> atrire." 4H. 
i^uTT, a aerrant wencfa : " Qeordie'a jntr," US. 

a jackdaw : " thieTiah kaea," I 



Kail-blade, a leaf of the oolewort. Sfl. 
Kail-runt, the stem of the colewort, 53. 
Kail-tuAitlti, a ubboge knife, 113. 
Kail-vard, a kitchen garden, 
ffai'n. tant. rents in kind : "hia kain. an' a' bia 
Deatn abe 's dearlj paf'd tha 



Kal. 



;' 67. 

■. Kail. 



**elaw'd her wi' tbe rif^lin- 

kama." 202. 
Kfbars, rsfteia : "he ended; and the kebaia 

shenk," 103, 
Kebbvck. a cheese : " syne draws her kobbnck 

an' her knife." 11 ; "a kebbnck-heel," 11 ; 

" her weel-hain'd kebbnck, fell." 30. 
Keckle. to cackle, to (rigKle loudl; (as a girl) : 

" tbe eigleta keckle." IIH. 
iCrat, alouk, aglance, a peep, a stolen Klanoe: 

" he bj his shonther gae a keek," 25 ; "at 

ev'r7 kindling keek," 135. 
Keek. (II to look, to peep, to gbuioe : " now tbe 

sinn keeki in the wast," 126: "1 cannily 

ketkit ben," 214 ; " tbe geaaip keekit in his 

loof," 301 1 (31 to look aearchingly: "bat 

keek thro' ev'rj other man," 40. 
KeeHn-ftaii, a, looking«las8, 18S. 
Ke-l. T. CaaJc. 
Kelpies, river-demons (oanallT shaped as 

hoTsesI : " watcr-kelpiea bannt the foord," 

13; " fajSi Bpnnkies, kelpiea," 60. 
Ken, to know. 
Kend, keal. known. 
Kenna. knoo not. 
Senain, a Tery little (merely as mnch ai can be 

Twrceived) : "akennin wrong," 66. 
Kent. V. Kend, 
Kep, to catch 'a thing thrown or falling): "ilinll 



Kev-ilanr. key-stone. 

Kiaugi. cark, anxiety: "bis waarjr kiangh and 
care befcuile." 3H. 

Kilt, to tnck np: " her tartan pettiooat she'll 
kilt," 7; "shekiltit npber kirtleweel."l21. 

Kimmer, (l)awench.agnsaip : "despilethe kit- 
tle kinuner" [Dams Fortona], 46; "logaome 
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kimmen ** = lovable girls, 12)0 ; " je weel 
keu, kiinmera a\'* Kil ; ""^id e*en to yoo, 
kimmer/' 264; (2) a wife or bed-f eUow : ''I 
cuddle my kimmer," 224 ; ** the kimmen o* 
Lareo/' 24«. 

Kin\ kind. 

King^8-koo(i^ the second stomach in a mraiuant 
(equivocal for the scrotum) : ^* Deil mak his 
kingVhood in a spleuchan/* 58. 

Ktntran country. 

Kirky church. 

Kim^ a chum : *^ plunge an* plunge the kirn in 
vain," 13. 

Kim^ harvest - home : *^ the jovial, ranting 
kiiiis,** 3; **au* ay a rantin kirn we gat, 
25; *'at kirns an^ weddins we^se be there," 
106. 

Kirxen, to christen : ** and kirsen him wi^ reekin 
water," 4,'). 

Kist, (Da chest ; (2) a counter (humorous) : 
*' behint a kist to lie an' sklent.'* 47. 

Kitchen^ to relish (to add relisn to) : ** thou 
kitchens fine," r». 

Kittle^ difficult, tickUsh, delicate, vexatious: 
*' despite the kittle kimmer," 46 ; '' kittle to 
be mislear'd." 57 (see Notes, p. 3.'U); '*are 
a shot ri^ht kittle,*' 02 ; *'to paint an angel *8 
kittle »v ark,*' 184. 

Kittle^ to tickle : *' to kittle up our notion,*' 11 ; 
*' kittle up your moorland harp," 46 ; *' I kit- 
tle up my rustic reed,*' 48 ; while I kittle 
hair on thairms,** 105. 

Kiitlin, a kitten : "' as cantie as a kittlin,** 26. 

Kiullm, cuddling: ^'kiutlin in the fause- 
honse," 24. 

Knaggie, knobby: "tho* thou *8 howe-backit 
now, an' knaggie,*' 2(>. 

Knappin - hammers^ hammers for breaking 
stones (from knap^ to crack, to break in 
pieces with blows), 45. 

Knoue^ a knoll, a hillock. 

Knurlin^ a dwarf. 

.Ky^, kine, cows. 

Kj/les, skittles: *'they hough *d the clans like 
nine-pin kyles," 227. 

K)//M, Dellies: *' weel-swall'd kytes,** 72. 

Kythe, to show: ^'fu' sweetly kythe hearts 
leal," 23. 

Labour, to ploneh. 

Laddie, dim. ot lad. 

Lade, a load. 

Lag, slow : '* thou 's neither lag nor lame," 12. 

Laggen, the angle between tne side and the 

bottom of a wooden dish : *' the laggen they 

hae clautet," 19. 
Laich, laigh, low. 
Laik, lack. 
Lair, lore, learning. 

Laird, landowner (the lord of houses or lands). 
Lairing, sticking or sinking when wading in 

snow, moss, or mud : ^' deep-lairing, sprat- 

tl«»," (iK. 
Laith, loath, loth. 
haitf{fu\ (loathful) sheepish: **but blate and 

laithfu*, scarce can weel behave,** 29. 
Lallan, Lalland, Lowland : "' wad ding a Lallan 



tonffue, or Erse," 14 ; " the Lalland lawB he 
held in soom,** 104; *'a LaUand face he 
fearM none,'* 104. 

Lallans, Scots Lowland vemaonlar: **in plain, 
braid LaUans,** 49. 

Lammie, dim. of lamb, 

Lan\ land. 

Law -of ore, the foremoet horse on the nn- 
ploughed land side, 114. 8ee Notes, p. 338. 

LaiC-akin, the hindmost horse on the nn- 
ploughed land side, 114. See Notes, p. 338. 

Lane, lone. My lane, thy lane, etc. = atone. 

Lang, long. 

Lang-kail, ooleworts not cut or chopped. See 
also KaiL 

Lang tyne, long since, long ago. 

Lap, .leapt. 

Lassie, aim. of lass. 

Lave, the rest, the remainder, the others. 

Laverock, laverock, the lark. 

Lawin, tne reckoning, ^* landlady, count the 
lawin," 210; **guiawife, count the lawin," 
232,233. 

Lawlands, the Lowlands. 

Lea, grass land, untilled land, pasture land 
(also used in an equivocal sense). 

Lear, lore, learning. 

Leather, (1) leather; (2) leather breeches; (3) 
skin. 

Leddy, lady. 

Lee-lang, live-loitf. 

Leesome, agreeable, pleasant : ** the tender heart 
o' leesome loove, ' 241 . 

Leexe me on (from lets tne == dear is to me), how 
well I love, blessings on, commend me to : 
*'leeze me on thee. John Barleycorn,** 5; 
^^leeze me on drink," 11 ; **leeze me on 
rhyme." 128; **leeze me on the calling," 
207; O, leeze me on m^ spinnin-whe^," 
240 ; ** leeze me on thy home craigie," 260. 

Leister, a fish-spear: **a three-tae'd leister on 
the ither," 57. 

Len\ to lend. 

Leugk. laughed : ** how graceless Ham leogh at 
his dad," 64. ^ 

LetJc, look. 

Ley-crap, lea-crop (used equivocally) : ** waly 
fa* the ley-crap,** 270. 

Libbet, castrate : "' how libbet Italy was sink- 
ing,'* 145. 

Licket, lickit, licked, beaten, whipt : ** ye end be 
lickit,** 128; "how I*ve been licket,** 147. 

Licks, a beating, punishment: **monie a &dlow 
^t his licks, 49. 

Lten, lain. 

Lieve, lief. 

Lift, the sky. 

L\fl, as much as one may lift, a load : ** gie me 
o* wit an' sense a lift,*' 47. 

Lightly, (1) to disparage: **whyle8 ye may 
lightly my beauty a wee,*' 202 ; (2) to scom: 
" for laik o* gear ye lightly me," 214. 

Lilt, to sing: ** lilt wi' holy chuigor," 63. 

Limmer, (1) a jade : *' ye little skelpie-liramerV 
face," 25 (see Notes, p. 329); '* still perse- 
cuted by the limmer." 46: (2) a miatrees: 
*' or speakin lightly o' their limmer," 4. 
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Lin, T. Linn. 

LifJc.ii) to trip or dsnm with aoCiTit^: " and 
liakeEU it inherurk."!ri; I'JJ to tnp bIodb : 
_" will Mind him linkin," 14. 

Linn, lin, w. valerFiLll, 

XiV, flax: "liii' lint was i' the bell." 30 ; "I 
bongbC mj wife u dane o' linl," "J-IS. 

XtW-isAitf, finx-coloured (a pale yellaw), flaxen: 
"louie wi' the lint-white locks." 2IM. 

LiatwhUf, the linnft: "the lintwhitea chant 
amuw the buda," 48 ; " the maiU and the 
liatwhite Ring." TT ; "the blackbini atnine, 
the lintwhite olenr," i)T ; " the lintwbitet m 
the haul braea," 'HO; the little lintwhite's 

Lipptn'd, tmated: "I Uppen'd to the cbiel," 
114. 

Lippir, dim. of lip. 

Loan, a lane, a field-psth, (he private road to k 
fann or home : ■' the kye stood rowtin i' th« 
loan," 4 : " and up (he loan she ehaw'd me," 
Ma. 

Xoani'n, the open grusy piaoe where the cowi 
are milked : " wi' double plenty o'er the 
loanin." 147. 

Lo'fd. loved. 

Xon'an, London. 

irf";^, <pl. loouFsl. the palm of the hand: "on 'a 
loof upon ber bcHKiro." 10; "an' heav'd on 
highmywaukitlooF," 20; " wi' vBel-epread 
looTea, an' lang, wry taoe«," 42 ; " bear'iit 
thun. laddie ~ there B mf loof,'' 'ISSt; "an 
wi' hep loot her fate a-waahin," 344; "O, 
laythrlaof in mine, tan," aiUj "the gouip 
keehit in his loof," ;»4. 

Loon, loan, lawn, a clown, a rascal. 

iMiiome, lovable: "looaome kimmen." 1.10. 

Loal, let, uttered: " laotavinM,":Ai ; "IneTer 
loot on that I kenn'd it," 2»2. 

Lootie, T. LuBt. 

Loova, T. Loof. 

Losh, a minced nath (a mild form of " Lord) : " 
■ -^ ■ ■ -cj wi' jont natoh," 



"ioih, man 



67. 

Loan, V. Loon, 
Loup, lea>p, to leap. 

Lo'e. Uwr. A Quae: "the ucred lotve 0' wml- 
plae'd love," 4n. Sea atao higlt-lowi. 

Lawin. louring. (1 ) flumiog' : " lowln hranitane," 
11 ! "tho' yon lowiii hengh '» thj hame," 12; 
(Hi bnming : " toqaeoch their lowiii drouth, 
lUti. 

Lotcn, T. Loon. 

Loasp, a Unp. 

LaMp, V. Loap. 

Ziown, ^ouM , ( 1) to loose, to UDlie : "lowse hia 
pack," imi; (2) let Inoae: "lows'd hU ill- 
tonsn'd wieKed scanl." 14 ; " lows'd hit tink- 
ler ]aw," 75; "tonse Hell apon me," 12H. 

lurlcy. W a icrandmother, an old woman: 
"honest Lucky," VH, 14» ; Hi nn ale-wife; 
"Luly Onlie, honest Lucky." 208. See 
Notes, p. 340. 



L<lg. the ear. 

Lugget, bavin); a handle: "lue^t onp," S. 

Lugyit, a smnll wooden dish with a handle: 

''the luEgies three are ranged," JO; "that 

i«apsinluBKie»,"72. 
Luin, the ohimneT. 
Lanie, (1) a utensil; " waik-lame" = a tool, 13; 



Lunardi, a balloon • bonnet (named after Ln- 
nordi, a famous balloonist) : " Miss's fine 
Liiiiardi,' 44. 

Lvncliu, full portioni: " dealt about In 
lunches," 11. 

Lunt. a. coinnin of smoke or steam : " she fan 



Luvt, loom, loie. 

Lyari, (II (rrey in general ; "hot ane wi' lyait 
linii«," 9 ; t3J grej from decay or old age, 
faded : " lyart haSeta wearing tbin and 
bare,"30; "'lyart now," 4fi; "lyart leaves," 
WI : " Ivort mar.'' 23fi. iiee Notea. n. 'MA. 



a farm : " than stncket mai- 



lins," li:j; "there's Meg wi' the maiten." 
223: "a mallen pleniah'd fait" " """ 
weel-stocket inailen," '!^1, 



1 ijeniah'd fairly," 273; 



Moi'. 

Maisl. almost. 

Mat. make. 

Mai 0'. mait 0', to pet. to fondle ; " I wiD mak 

0' my euidman," 232 : " makin of 'a the best 

thing. '^ 24(1. 
ifall. Mally, Moll. Molly, (nickuamp for Maryl. 
3/anfi>,aga«n: " she mode mantic," 3ST. bee 

tfonM 

j^fort, mrTK. an ujn Hr>CDta coin Uh">jo. eiemng;. 
Masluvm, of mixed meal ;"maBhlum bonnuclu" 

Maikin-paS, a teapot, 75. 

Maiitin. a hare : "hnnger'd mankin toen her 
way," 30 ; " ye raaukins, cock vour tud fa' 
braw," (IT: '^'ye maokins. whiddin through 
tbe clade,' S3; "and coward mnukin sleep 
secure " 1)7; " skip't like a maukin owre a 
d.vke,' 131; "are bunted like a maukin," 



Jfotrn, a large basket : "and cover him undv 
a raawn. 0," 'iM. CI. " A thousand favort 
from s maund she drew," Shakespeare, Loo- 
rr'i Campiaint, 1. 36. 

jlffar. a mire, 

Mtiklf. midcU. mvekle, (1) much, '2) great. 

iitldrr. the qaantity of com sent lo be jround : 
" ilka msldir wi' the miliar," 90. 
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Mellj to meddle, to be intimate, to mix : ** wi* 

bitter, dearthia* wines to mell," 6 ; ^* to moop 

an' mell,'' 16. 
Melvie^ to diut with meal: ^^melrie his braw 

claifhing,*' 11. 
Men\ u> mend. 
Mense^ tact, discretion, grood manners : ** could 

behave hersel wi* mense,'* 15 ; ** ye bat show 

▼our little mense,'' 01. 
MenseUss^ unmannerly : ** like other menseless, 

nuceless brutes^'' 14. 
Merle, the blackbird : ** the merle, in his noon- 
tide bower,*' 84. 
iferran, Marian, 24, 25. 
Mess John, Mass John (the parish priest, the 

minister ; in Chaucer and Shakespeare '* 8ir 

John '' is tlie name for tlie priest;, 133, 209. 

JSee Notes, p. 340. 
Messin, a little dog, a cur : ^*a tinkler-gipsy's 

messin," 2. 
Mickle, V. Meikle. 
Midden, a dunghill : ** better stuff ne'er claw'd 

a midden," 120. 
Midden-creeU, manure-baskets : **her walie 

nieves like midden-creels," 244. See Notes, 

p. ;J45. 
Midden dub, dunghill puddle, 121. See Notes, 

p. 3:i9. 
Midden-hole, a gutter at the bottom of the 

dunf^hill (R. B.): '^an' ran thro' midden-hole 

an' a'," 26. 
Milking-shiel, the milking shed, 241, 258. 
Mim, prim, affectedly meek (R. B.) : ** an' 

meek an' mim has view'd it," 10. 
Mim-mou'd, prim-lipped: **some mim-mou'd 

ponther'd priestie," 131 ; *' mim-mou'd Meg 

o' Nith," im. 
Min\ mind, remembrance. 
Mind, to remember, to bear in nund. 
Minnie, mother. 
Mirk, dark, gloomily dark. 
Misca ', to miscall, to abuse : ** an' Russell sair 

misca*d her," 6.3; '*they sair misca' thee," 

96 ; ** misca'd waur than a beast," 127. 
Jf/«Aan^fr, misfortune, mishap : ^^mishanterfa' 

me," 113; " till some mishanter " 1.33. 
Misieard, mischievous, unmannerly (R. B.) 57. 

iSee Notes, p. 331. 
MissH, mist, missed. 
Mistak, mistake. 
Misteuk, mistook. 
Mither, mother. 
Monte, manv. 
Mods, mould, crumbling earth, the earthy the 

ground, the dust, the grave : ** worthv fnen's 

laid i' the mools," IIH: ** he wha could brush 

them down to mools," 119. 
Moop, (1) to nibble : " to moop an' mell," 15 ; (2) 

to keep olo8e company, to meddle : ** gars me 

moop wi* the servant hizzie," 2(J6. 
Mottie, full of motes, dusty : ** mottle, misty 

clime," 20. 
Afou'. the mouth. 
Mouaieworts (Old Engl, moldwarp, i. e, the 

warper of the mold or earth) raolen : ** whyles 

mice an' moudieworts they howkit," 2. 
Muckle^ V. Meikle, 



Muslin-kail^ broth composed simply of water, 
shelled barley, and gi*eens: *" water broee or 
muslin-kail,'' 17. 

Mutchkin, an Enj^^Iish pint : **her mutchkin 
stowp as toom 's a whissle," 7 ; *' come, bring 
the tither mutchkin in," 66; ^*ae haa£- 
mutchkin does me prime," 126. 

Mysel, myself. 

Na, nae, no, not. 

Naething, naithing, nothing. 

Naig, a nag. 

Natgie, dim. of naig, 

Nane, none. 

Nappy, strong ale : " twalpennie worth o* 
*MtPpy»" 3; * the nappy reeks wi' mantling 
ream," 3; *' while we sit bousing at the 
n^^PPy/^ ^; ''drown'd hinisel araang the 
»Appy," 91 ; ** there 's naething like the hon- 
est nappy," 126. 

JVo/cA, a notching implement : ** hae mercy wi' 
your natch," 132. 

Nations, multitudes, crowds, *'your creeshie 
nations,'! 6:(. 

Neebor, neihor, neighbour. 

Needna, need not. 

Neqleckit^ neglected. 

Neive, meve, the fist. 

Neivffu\ a fistful, a handful : " their worthlew 
neivefu' of a soul," 47. 

Neuk, newk, a nook, a comer. 

New-ca'd, newly-driven (not newlv calved): 
*^ while new-ca'd kye rowte at the stake " 
(Burns's kye did not make it a habit to calve, 
all, or the most of them, at a particular hour 
of the same evening, and that the 2l8t of 
April), 4<). 

New-Light. See Notes, p. 331. 

Nick {AiUd), Nickie^n, a name of the devil. 

Nick, to sever, to cut, to cut down : ** to nick the 
thread," 67; **nickiu down fu' cannie the 
staff o' bread," 125; *'that nicket Abel's 
craig," 96; "by fell Death was nearly 
nicket," 147. 

Nickie-ben, v. Nick, 

Nick-nackets, knicknacks, curiosities. 94. 

Nicks, {\) cuts: *' clours an' nicks," 49; (2) 
the rings on a cow's horns: **auld Crummie's 
nicks," 129. 

Niest, next. 

Nieve, v. neive. 

Niffir, exchange : ** and shudder at the niffer,'* 
«). 

Nit, a nut. 

No, not. 

Nochty nothing. 

Norland, Northern (Northland). 

Nowty nowte (Engl, neat), cattle. 

O', of. 

OWword, a refrain : ** prudence is her o'erword 
ay," 276 ; ** the o'erword o' the spring," 306w 
Onie, anv. 
Or, ere, oefore. 

Orra, extra : " their orra duddies," 102. 
O'/, of it. 
Ouyht^ aught. 
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Ow''^''!*- a>vilf)iu, ao^t, in the leait, at ill : 

oughtliiu doiuar," 143 ; t. Aag/illint, 
Ourit. shiverine, droapiDg (H. U.) \ " the onrie 

Oursti, oaritU, onrseNet. 

(hitler, unhoiued, in the open fleldi: "aoontler 

Oicrt, OWjr- tno. 



OiifT'd, held 



luidertheai 



" the priest he 



Pack an' Mi'ci, 
thick the«itber." 2. 

Paidlt, a spade. 

Pai(f/«, 111 to paddle, to wade: " thro' dirt and 
dob for life I 'U paidle," 114 ; " we twa hae 
paidl'd in the barn," '2A2: p to walk with a 
weak action : " he waa hut a paidlin bodr, 
O," Z41>; " be paidlea oat, and be paidlea 
in." 24H. 

Fainch, the paunch. 

Faitrick II) a partridge; (2) need eqniTocally, 
(the bird woe onoe eateemcd Balaffiaoa): "an 
Ivonght a poitrick to Che grun'," 30. 

Fanff, to cram: '*it pan^ na fon 0' know- 
ledge," n. 

Fariilien, the pariah (1. ;. the panona of the 
parishl : " the prids of a' the pariihen," 239. 

Farrilfh, porridge. 

Farrilck-patt, porridge-pota. 

Pal, pot. 

Pat. put. 

Palllt, pftlU, a ploQgh-ataff : " my new plenih' 
pBttle," 7;^ "_wi' matdeting pattle," 31 ; "'aa 

Faukie. pauky.paiekit, artful, sly : " the elee'et, 
pawkie thiBf,^' II): "her pauky een," IKj 
'' n thisf sae pawhie ia my Jean," 2H4. 

PecAan. the atomach: " the ha' folk fill their 

Ftchin, panting, Mowing: "up Pamaaaua 

peohin," 131. 
Penny (cAcep, email beer: " be 't whI«kj-gUl or 

penny wheep," 11. 
FtllU. 1. PaltU. 
Fhilibfg, the Highlander'a kilt: "Adam's 

pbiUbeK," 9.1; "with Lie philibag an' tai^ 

tan plaid." 101 ; " tba philib^e and ekyrin 

FhraiK, phrase', to flatter, to whewUe : 

"phraiun terms," 47; "to phiaae yea ma' 

praiee yon," 129. 
PtoUe, ft few, a little : "a [ackle nits," 2S; "a 

pickle ailler," 143. 
Pinl (Scoti), twp Engliab qoarte. 
Pit. put. 
Plaek, four penniea Scota (but only the third of 

an Engliah penny). 
Piarkleai, pennileaa : *' poor, placklea* derlla 

likemyael," 0. 
Plaiden, coaree woolen cloth : " to warp a plai- 

denwah,"20J;'-awBbo'plaiden,"2(ltl. See 

Notes, p. 343. 
Plaiiter, plaster. 



PlenM'd, stocked : " a mailen plenidi'd 

fairly," 272. 
Plrugh-pettle, t. PaltU. 
PUugh, pltw, a plough. 
Pliikit, a trick : " pisj'd her that pliakie," 7. 
PUoer, a ploTer. 
Pock, a [Kinch, a small bag, a wallet: "tb* 

anld gnidman raught down the pock," 25; 

" they toom'd their pocks." IW. 
Poinrf. toseize.tod' ■ ~ ' ' 

Poind, sabieoted ti 

riet,'' 153. 
Paortilh. poverty. 
Pou, uu\ to pull. 
Poach, a pvoket. 

Puuil:. to poke : " and pook m j hips," 5S. 
Poapit, pulpit. 
Pause, a push : " a random pause," 1^. See 

Poutfie, a hare (also a cat) : "poossie wbiddin 

seen," 44. See also PumV. 
FauUier, powther, pov 
Poul,. cl^ka: ''Vu' 



distraint : " poind and hei>- 



e ponte begun ti 



Poic. the poll, the bead. 



Poic't, palltd : " an' pow't, for want o' better 

ahift,*^' -a. 

Pra'd, pried (proved), tasted: "Rob, Btown- 
llm, pned her bonie mou'," 24 ; "for ay he 
prea'd the laeMe's mon'," 261. 

Prim, s pin: "my memory's no worth a 



Prtnl, print. 
Fried, T. Pra'd. 
Pritf, proof: "for ne'er a 
prief," Iti; " staff o' prief," 
Priggin, ^^Cg^: "priggin 



bosom yet waa 
146. 



Primtie, dim. of prim, 

MaUie," 24. 
Pro««s, proToeta (chief ma_ 

burehl : " ye worthy proveses," 61 
Pu'i 1. Pou. 
Puddock-ilooli, toad-stools, 

simmer puddock-eloola," 1I!I. 

Ptiti\pvnd, ponnd. 
Pursie, dim. of purie. 
Fiaiie, s bare : oa open pnaeit 
"■ See also Poiusie. 



Fl/el.tni 

143. 
Pp**, to pick : 

pTke," lOS. 
FyietitniaM: " 



ip like a pyet," 
e merrily the banes we 11 
' hae same pyles o' oaff in," 



Quot. quit, quitted. 

ijuran. a yonng wot 
Tam 1 had thae imu 4mvjuib, 
eonsie quean," 13fi; "wbafollows< 



lass : " now Tun, 



cuw (that has not calred). • 
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(^uo*, quod, qaoth. 

Bab, Rob (nickname for Robert). 

Hade, rode. 

Saep, rape, a rope. 

Hagweea, ragwort, benweed (Senecio Jacobaa, 

Linn.) : *' on ragrweed nags/* 13. See p. 89, 

Prefatory Note to Tamo^ Shanter, 
Raible, to gabble: *'an* orthodoxy raibles/* 10. 
Hair, to roar. 
Haise, rase, rose. 
Baize, to excite: *'that daor^t to raize thee,'* 

•JG. 
RamfeezVd, exhausted : ** the tapetless, ram- 

feezl'd hizzie/' 4<). 
Hamgunshoch, rough: ** onr ramgnnahoch, glum 

guidman/' 252. 
Ram-stam, thoughtless, rash, headstrong: 

" harum-scarum, ram-stam boys,'' 18. 
Handle, lawless, obstreperous : a merrie core 

o' randie, gangrel booies,*' 102. 
Handle, randy, asturdv beggar, a ruffian : ** reif 

randies. I disown ye, ' 252 ; "' bann'd the cruel 

randy,'* 252. 
Hant, to be jovial in a noisy way. 
Hantin, raniina, rollicking, roistering. 
Hantingly, with boisterous jollity. 
Hants, (1) merry meetings, sprees : ** our fairs 

and rants," 5: "drucken rants," 50, 133 ; (2) 

rows: "'an' bloody rants," 133. 
Hope, V. Raep. 
Haploch, homespun : ** tho' rough an' raplooh 

be her measure," 128. 
Rash^ a rush : ** as feckless as a wither'd rash," 

72 ; *' green grow the rashes," 7C, 77. 
Hash-buss, a clump of rushes : '^ ye, like a rash- 
buss, stood in sight," 13. 
Hashy, rushy : ** aboon the plain sae rashy, O," 

205. 
Rattan, rattan, a rat: **an' heard the restless 

rattons squeak," 20 ; *' a ratton rattl'd up the 

wa\" 25 ; *' while frighted rattons backward 

leuk," 103; "like baudrons by a ratton," 148; 

V. Rottan, 
Hatton-Key, the Rat -Quay, 61. See Notes, p. 

Haucle, (1) rash, fearless : " a raucle tongue," 
8; (2)sturdv: '* a raucle carlin," 104. 

H aught, reached : " the auld guidman raught 
down the pock," 25. 

Haw, a row. 

Rax, to stretch, to extend : ** an' mav ye rax 
Corruption's neck," V.) ; " rax your leather " 
«= stretch your hide, fill your stomach, 27; 
** jre wha leather rax," 63; *' raxin con- 
science " = elastic conscience, 126 ; ** how 
cesses, stents, and fees were rax'd," 145. 

Ream, foam : " the nappie ree^ wi' mantling 
ream,'' 3. 

Ream, to foam: **ream owre the brink," 5; 
** thou reams the horn in," 5; " wi' reaming 
swats, that drank divinely," 91; *' the swats 
sae ream'd in Tammie's noddle," 91 ; ** but 
there it streams, and richly reams," 106. 

Reave, to rob: " reave an' steal," 14. 

Hebute, rebuff : *^ ne'er break your heart for ae 
rebute," 284. 



Red, afraid : " I 'm red ye 'reghukit," 128. 

Red, rede, to advise, to counsel. 

Rede, counsel : ** and may ye better reck the 

rede," 40. Cf. "" Recks not his own rede," 

Shakespeare, Hamlet, i. 3. 
Red'wat'shod, red-wet-shod, wading in blood : 

" still pressing onward, red-wat-shod," 48. 
Red'wud, stark mad : " an' now she 's like to 

rin red-wud," 7. 
Reek, smoke. 
Reek, to smoke. 
Reekie, reeky, smoky. 
Reekit, smoked, smokv. 
Reestit, singed : *' wi reekit duds an' r ooeti t 

gizz," 13. 
Reestit, refused to^ go, balked: ** in cart or car 

thou never reestit," 27. 
Reif, thieving: *'reif randies," 252. See also 

Rief. 
Remead, remedy. 
Hickles, ricklets (small stacks of com in the 

fields): *'nor kick your rickles aff their 

legs," 126, 
Hit/, robbery: "that e'er attempted stealth or 

nef," 16. See also Reif, 
Rif/, a ridge (of land). 
Riggin, a ridge (of a house), a roof: "rattans 

squeak about the riggin," 20 ; "or kirk 

deserted by its riggin, 94. 
Rigwoodie, ancient, lean : " rigwoodie hags wad 

spean a foal," 92. See Notes, p. 333. 
Rin, to run. 
Hipp, a handful of com from the sheaf : " teats 

o' hay an' ripps o' com," 14 ; " there 's a ripp 

to thy auld baggie," 26. 
Ripplin-kame, a nax-comb : *'heclaw'd herwi^ 

tne ripplin-kame," 252. 
Riskit, made a cracking sound : " wad rair't an' 

riskit," 27. 
Rive, (1) to split, to cleave, to rend, to tear: 

"are riven out baith root an' branch." 3; 

"he rives his father's auld entails," 3; 

"rives 't aff their back," 50: "they'll rive 

it wi' the plew," 58 ; " rivin the words to ^tir 

them dink," 128 ; " till him rives Horatian 

fame," 318; (2) to be split, to split, to burst : 

"maist like to rive," 72. 
Rock, a distaff. 

Hockin, a social meeting, 44. See Notes, p. 390. 
Roon, shred : " wore by degrees, till her last 

roon,"49. 
Hoose, to praise, to flatter. 
Hoose, reputation: "ye hae made bat tooxn 

roose," 112. 
Hoosty, rusty. 
i?o<mn, a rat: " the tail o' a rottan," 268. See 

fdso Itatian. 
Roun\ round. 
Houpet, exhausted in voice : " my ronpet Mnse 

is naerse," 6; " till ye be haerse an' ronpet,*' 

120. See Notes, p. 325. 
Routh, V. Rowth, 
Routhie, well - stocked : "» routhie bntt, a 

routhie ben," 241. 
Row, rowe, (1) to roll : " if bowls row right," 

151 ; (2) to roll or flow, as a river ; (d)toroU 

or wrap. 
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Sowte. fa) lovr, to bellow : " the kye ntood row- 
tin, 4 ; " while iiew-o«'d kjB rowls at the 
BUke.''46; "rowte oat-own the dalo," tit ; 
" to hear yon roar and rowte, '^ ti^. 

Bowth. roiith, plentT, a store: "rowth 0' 
rbymB," U ; " rowth o' rhymiH, IT ; " ftf a 
roith," HH : " ronth o' pear," M), 

Sotel, Toein: tneroorial roiat," 4J. 

RuiMltita, dowDriEht devils, 4, 111. 

SaTiy, aeiidjtBl: " she '» imtadevil wi'arnmt," 
8; "b ineikle haiel-mng," 'HH; "round 
about the fire wi' a rang she rsn," 251 ; " wi' 
a runs decide it," 2li*>. 

BuiM'd, wrinkled : " ;on rankl'd pair." 0. 

Bual. a cabbage- or colewort-stal' 
was like a «ow-t»U," 24: " 
runt," 34 ; " mola o' graw, 64, 

itybe, toTeaohi "letme rykeap," lOS. 



Imw-kaii 



Bqfi, soft. 

8air, sore, hard, severe, stronK- 

8air, to Bene : " what saira joar grammen " = 
what avail yonr jtraminars. 4S ; "I 'd better 
gaen an' sair't the king," SO; "loina ten 
inaaii sair," 12S : " joar clerkship he shonld 
aair." 1211 ; " he 11 lair them as lie sair't hii 
King," as i " voar billie Satan sair na," IHS. 

Sair, lairlg, sotelV, etc. 

AitVie, (1 ) sorrowful :" the meUnchoIiona, mjrie 
croon," 1:14 : (2) lorry : " some aaitie oomfort 
sttheUat,''2U5. 

Sail, shall. 

Sandy, Sannock, Saanie]/, dim. of Altxander. 

&inl. aihirt, ashift. 

BaugA, a sallow, a willow : " o' laogh or haile," 
27 : " Haugh woodiea " = willow withe*, 145. 

Saul, soul. 

Baumoat, latemmtt, the salmon. 

Saanl, sunt. 

Saat, salt. 

Saul-backelt, T. Sackttt. 

Saw. to sow. 

Sawnta, v. Sand]/. 

8az. sii. 

Bcailh, V. Skailh. 

Scar, to scare. 

Scalif. T. Skailh. 

Seaad, to scald. 

Scaul, scold: "his ill-toogn'd wicked scanl," 

Scaidd, to scold. 

iScaur, scar;, timid : " nor blate nor soaar," IS. 

Seaur. ■ jnttiiitc cliff or bank of earth : 

" whjies round a rocky sosur it strays," 2I> ; 

" beneath a scaur," 08. 
ScAo, she. 
Scoiu, a soft cake: "nonple econes," 9; "hale 

breeks, a scona. an' whisk/ g:ill,''6; "an' 

barley ■econe shall cheer me," 12i). See 

NoteB.p.Sa%. 
Sconaer, loath inn. 72. 
Bconnrr, to ricken (with disguat) : " nntil they 



Scntd, a rip, a ront : " a screed some day," 9 ; 

" or lasm gie my heart a screed." 48. 

Scretd, Co repeat rapidly, to rattle: "he'll 
screed yon aff ' Effoctnal Calling.' " 114. 

ScrifcAin, screeching : "and scriechin out pro- 
saic verse," 6. See also titiriaJt. 

Scriegh. v. Skrltgh. 

Serifuin, moying swiftly; "gao down-bill, 

Si; "£en kiltie-skeltja. we gae scrievin)" 

ia«. 



be there,'' 1»). 
See'd. saw (pret. c 
Stiiiri,, freehold 

Sri. «/','««. 'self. 

Stil'd. uU't, sold. 

StmpU, simple: 
folk, 233. 

Stn-, send. 

5(1. (11 to set off, 
she sale," 25 ; ' 
lo become, to 
■' nana sets the 


f»e). 
"semple folk " - hamUa 


.0 start; 
for Horn 

awn^eT 


while for 
booh sets 

seta yon 


the ban 

19. 



Stl. «... 

Shachi'd, shapeless : " how her new shoon fit 

her Buld, shachi'd feet," 2H2. 
Shaird. a shred, a shard: "the hindmost 

shaird," 50. 
Shangan. a cleft stick: "he'll clap a sbangaa 

on her tail." 03. 
Shanna. shall not. 

^Aau/, shallow; "an' Peebles sbaul," 108. 
SkavfT, a frjiny fellow: "he was an nnoo 

shaver," 19. 
Shau,, a wood. 
Shaio, to ahgw. 
Shtarer a reap" 
Shtrp-ahardi, 



a person of no small unport- 

Shterly, absolutely, wholly : " prieela wyte them 

sheerly." 134. 
.'JAf^jr.Aiears, scissor.. 
ShrTTO-mour, Sheriff muir. 
Shtugh, a ditoh, a furrow: "as ever I^ ■ 

sheiigh or dyke," 2; "a cotter haw kin m a 

sheuKh," 2; "they'll a' be trench 'd wi' 

munle a sheugh," 68; "a>d leekin-red ran 

monie a Bhengh," 227. 
ShtiJ:, shook. 
Shiel, a shed : " the awallow jinkin round my 

shiel,"240. ^xm aiao MitkiTi^thirl. 
Shill, shrill. 
Shog, a shake ; " an' fried the infant warid a 

shuc." l:[. Cf. " His ganir garis "" ' 

chalmei ' '- 11 ■»—'-- 1 ' 
Shool. a s: 
SAoon, shi 
Shon. (1) 



' ' Dunbar. On Jamti Dog. 



) to offer: "even aa I was,he shor'd 
11 - " an' shor'd Ibem ' Dainty [>aTie,' " 
' I doubt M, Fortuue may yon aboie," 
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131 ; (2) to menace f to threaten : *^ had shored 
them with a glimmer of his lamp/' 62 ; '* hat 
shorM the Kirk^s undoing' 04; *^an' shore 
him weel wi' * HeU/ " 121) ; " if e'er Detrac- 
tion shore to smit you/' l.'K) ; *' like good 
mithers, shore before ye strike/' 151 ; ** first 
shore her y/V a gentle kiss/' 254. 

Short syne^ a little while ago: "as short syne 
broken-hearted/' 237. 

Shouldna^ should not. 

ShotUheTy showther^ shoulder. 

Shure^ sheared, reaped: ** Robin shnre in 
hairst." 2U(3. 

iSic, sncn. 

iSiccan, such, such like, such kind of. 

Sicker y secure, firm, certain : *' to keep me 
sicker," 57; "sicker score" = strict condi- 
tions, 113 • ** thy sicker treasure," 148. 

SiddinSj, siaeways : "' sidelins sklented," 47. 

Siller^ silver, money in general, wealth. 

iSt muter, summer. 

iStn, a son: '* his sin gat Eppie Sim wi' wean," 
26. 

Sin\ since. 

Siniry, sundry. 

Singety singed, ** singet Sawnie," 112. 

binn^ the sun : *' the sinn keeks," 126. 

Sinnj/, sunny : " in the pride o' sinny noon," 242. 

Skaith^ gcailh, scathe^ damage. 

Skaithy to harm, to injure : ' think, wicked sin- 
ner, wha ye 're skaithing," 50 ; '* the Deil he 
couldna skaith thee," 276. 

Skeighy skiegh, skittish : *" when thou an' I were 
young and skiegh," 27 ; " and Meg was 
skeigti/' 208; "look'd asklent and unco 
skeigh," 272. 

Skelluniy a good-f or-nothingr : *^ thou wasa skell- 
nm," 90 ; " ilk self-conceited critic-skellum," 
110 ; " by worthless skellums," 127. 

Skeipy a slap : *' skelp — a shot " = crack — a 
shot, 8 ; *' I gie them a skelp, as they're 
creepin alang," 279. 

Skelp^ (1) to spank, to slap, to strike : " to skelp 
and scand poor dogs like me/ 12 ; ** or else, I 
fear, some ill ane skolp him," 42 ; " wi' your 
priest-skelping turns," 112 | (2) to hasten, to 
move quickly : " cam skelpin up the way," 9 ; 
** skelpin barefit," 10 ; the words come 
skelpin rank an' file," 34 ; " Tam skelpit on 
thro dub and mire/' 91 ; ** skelpin at it " = 
driving at it, 126 ; '' and barefit skelp," 131 ; 
(3) ** skelpin jig an' reel " = dancing jig and 
reel. 147 ; (4) ** a skelpin kiss " =a sounding 
kiss, 102. 

6kelpte-limmer^8-fac€y a technical terra in female 
scolding (R. B,): ** ye little skelpie-limmerV 
face," 25. 

Skelw^ shelvy: ** foaming down the skelvy 
rocks," 97. 

Skifghy V. Skeigh. 

SkirJcing^ watery : ** nae skinking ware," 72, 

Skinklin^ small : " skinklin patches," 318. 

Bkirly to crv or sound shrilly, to squeal, to 
squall : " skirlin weanies," 5 ; ** loud skirl'd a' 
the lasses," 24 ; **an' skirl up the Bangor,^^ 
63 ; "he screw'd his pipes, and gart them 
•kirl" 91 ; " he skirl'd oat Encore,'' 103. 



Sklenty a slant, a turn : ** my notion *8 taen a 

sklent," 16. 
Sklent, (1) to slant, to squint : " wi' sklentin 

light/' 13 ; " an' sklented on the man of 

Uzz," 13; (2) to cheat: "to lie an' sklent," 

47 ; (3) to cast obfiquely : " ironic satire, side- 
lins sklented," 47; "an' sklent on poverty 

their joke," 128. 
Skouthf vent: "to gie their malice skonth,*' 

127. 
Skriech, a screech: **wi' monie an eldritch 

skriech and hollo," 92. See idso Scriechin. 
Skrieghy scriegh^ to scream, to whinny : " prance 

an' snore an' skriegh," 27. 
Skj/rin^ fiaring: "skjrrin tartan trews, man," 

227. 
Skyte, a dash, a sudden and violent shower (the 

primary meaning of to skyte is to eject forcibly 

= to stool) : " when hailstanes drive wi' bitted 

skvte," 102. 
Slacte^ slid. 
Sla£y tlie sloe. 
Slap, (1) a breach in a fence, an opening: "at 

slaps the billies halt a blink," 11 ; "to slink 

thro' slaps," 14; " the mosses, waters, slaps. 

and styles," 90 : (2) a gate : " the sheep-hera 

steeks his faulding slap/' 78. 
Slaw, slow. 
SUe. sly, ingenious. 
Sleekit, (1) sleek: "wee, sleekit, oow'rin, 

tim'rous beastie," 31; (2; crafty: "sleekit 

Chatham WiU," 145. 
SliddTy, slippery : " Fortune's sUdd'ry ba'," 53. 
Sloken, to slake: "their hydra drouth did 

sloken," 117. 
Slypet, slipped: "an* slyi>et owre"=^ fallen 

smoothly over, 27. 
Sma\ small. 
Smeddum, a powder: ** or fell, red smeddom," 

43. 
Smeek, smoke. 
Smiddy. smithy. 
SmoorM, smothered. 
Smoutie, smutty. 
Smytrie, a large collection of snuill indiyidoals, 

a litter : " a smytrie o' wee dnddie weans," 3. 
Snakin, sneering: " wi* hingin Up an' snakon," 

110. 
Snapper, to stumble : " Blind Chance let her 

snapper and stoyte on her way," 279. 
Snasn, abuse : " how they maun thole a factor *• 

snash," 3. 
Snaw, snow. 
Snaw-broo, snow-broth or melted snow: "the 

snaw-broo rowes," 61. Cf. "A man whose 

blood is very snow-broth," Shak., Measure for 

Mf^asure, i. 4. 
Sned, to lop, to cut : " an' legs, an' arms, an* 

heads will sued," 72 ; "I 'U sued beeoirt,*' 

14r>. 
Sneeshin mill, a snufP-box: "the Inntin pipe, 

the sneeshin mill," 3. 
Sneil, bitter, biting : " snell and keen," 31 ; 

"the snellest blast at mirkest hours," 2!i5. 
Snick, a latch: "when click I the string the 
snick did draw," 20 ; snick-drawing »= adiem* 
ing: " ye auld, sniok-drawing dog," 13 ; "he 
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weel a sniok ean draw " = he is Kood at cheat- 
ing, 129. bee Notes, p. 340. Ci. Engl, dravh 
latch, 

Snirtle^ to snigger : ^' he feigned to snirtle in his 
sleeve," 105. 

Snood, a fillet worn by maidens: **and silken 
snoiida he gae me twa," 2'M, 

Snool, (1) to cringe, to crawl : "owre prond to 
Buool,"55; (2) to snob: *'theysnool me sair," 

Snoove, to go smoothly and constantly : ^* thon 
siioov^t awa' " = thou jogged along, 27 ; 
" snqovM awa' " = toddled off, i;i3. 

Snowkit, snuffed (expressive of the sound made 
by the dog^s nose) : '* snuffM and snowkit," 2. 

Sodyn", sogtr^ a soldier. 

Sonsie^ sonsy ^ pleasant, good-natured, jolly: 
*'' his honest, sonsie. bawsn't face," 2 ; ** an* 
unco sonsie, 27 ; fair fa' your honest, son- 
sie face," 72 ; **suasie, smirlung, dear-bought 
Bass," 114 ; '* women sonsie, satt, and sappy," 
125 ; *"" the sonsie quean," 135 ; ^* sae sonsy 
and sweet," 170. 

SooMy to swim. 

Soor, sour. 

Souf/h, V. Sugh, 

Souk, suck : '* and ay she took the titber 
souk," 238. 

Soupe, V. Sowp. 

Souple^ supple, flexible: **souple scones," 5; 
"souplo tail," 67 ; **souple jad^" 92. 

Souter^ cobbler, a shoemaker : *^ Soater Hood," 
54 ; '* Souter Johnie," 91. 

Sowp, soupe, a sup, a quantity of liquid : " wi' 
sowps o kail," 8 ; ** the soupe (= milk) their 
only hawkie does afford," 29; **80wpo o' 
drink," 40. 

Sowtk, to hum or whisl-le in a low tone : ** we *11 
sit an' sowth a tnn<j," 33. 

Sowthtr, to solder : **sowther a' in deep de- 
bauches," 4 : "'a night o' guid fellowship 
sowthers it a%" 279. 

Spae, to foretell: **to spae your fortune," 
25. 

Spa /.«, chips: '* a' to spails," 153. 

Spa-rgs, (1) to splash : ^^spairges aboot the 
brunstane cootie," 12 ; (2) to spatter: ** a name 
n.»t envy spairges," 19. 

Spaky spoke. 

Spate, speat, a flood : ** the roaring speat," 61 ; 
*' bombast spates," 318. 

Spavie, the spavin. 

S^ a)it, spavined. 

Spean. to wean : ** wad spean a foal " (by dis- 
gust), 92. 

Speat, V. SpcUe, 

Speel, to climb : " Moodie speels the holy 
door," 10: ** ance that five - an' - forty ^ 
speel'd," 16: /^ to speel . , . the braes o' 
fame," 47 ; if on a beastie I can speel," 
130 ; '' now sma' heart hae I to speel the steep 
Pama<wus," 147. 

Speer, spier, to ask. 

iSpe^t, tospit : ** tospeet him like apliver," 105. 

Spence, the parloar: *' keeps the spence," 15; 
'* ben i* the spenoe," 20. 

Bpiefy y. Speer, 



Spleuckan, (1) tobacco-pouch made of some sort 
of peltry : ** Deil mak his king's-hood in a 
spleuchiui," 58 ; (2) (equivocally): ** hurt her 
spluuchan," 115. 

Splore, ii) a froUc, a carousal: ^*a random- 
splore," 41 ; ^' in Poosie-Nansie's held the 
splore," 102; (2) a row: ''he bred sic a 
splore," 110. 

Spontoon^ a kind of halberd, 103. See Notes, 
p. 335. 

Sprachrd, clambered : ** I sprachl'd up the 
brae," 117. 

Sprattle, to scramble : ** sprawl, and sprattle," 
4.'{ ; *' deep-lairing, sprattle," 68. 

SpreckUd, specklea. 

Spring, a lively tune, a dance : *^ I 've plav'd 
mysel a bonie spring," 50 : *^ he play 'a a 
spring, and danc'd it round, 201 ; *' Charlie 
gat the spring to pay," 208 ; *' the o'erword o' 
the spring," :^06. 

Sprittie, full of roots of sprits (a kind of ruah) : 
*'sprittie knowes," 27. 

Spmsh, spruce. 

Spunk, (1) a match : ** we 'U light a spunk," 65 ; 

(2) a spark: *' a spunk o' Allan's glee," 45 ; 

(3) fire, spirit: '' a man o' spunk," 106 ; '' life 
and spunk," 130. 

Spunkie^ spirited : *^ a sponkie Norland billie," 

7. 
Spunkie, liquor, spirits : **" and spnnkie ance to 

mak us mellow," 128. 
Spunkie, a will-o'-the-wisp, a jack-o'- 

lanthom: *^ moss-traversing spunkies," 13; 

*' fays, spunkies, kelpies," 60. 
Spurlfe, a stick used for stirring porridge. 

etc. : ** spurtle-blade " (used humorously of 

a sword), 94. 
Smtattle, to squat, to settle : *^ in some beggar *s 

nanffet squattle," 4.3. 
Stacker, to stagger^ to totter : ** th' expectant 

wee-things, toddlm, stacher through," 28 ; ^' I 

stacher'd whyles," 57 ; *^ except when drank 

he stacher't thro' it," 139. 
Staqgie, dim. of staig (a young horse). 
Staig, a young horse. 
Stan\ stand. 
Stane, stone. 
Stang, sting. 
Stank, a ditch, a pool: **out-ower a stank," 

26 ; '* the Muses' stank," 106 ; '' soor Armin- 

ian stank," 108. 
StanU, stood. 
Stap, to stop. 
Stapple, a stopple : ** for every hole to get m 

stapple," 125. 
Stark, strong: **an' thou was stark," 26; 

" baith wight and stark," 172. 
Stamie, dim. of stam or star: **ye twinkling 

stamies bright," 83. 
Stams, stars: **ye hills, near neebors o* the 

stams," 82. 
Startle, to course: **or down Italian vista 

startles," 3. 
Staumrel, half - witted : ** staumrel, oorky- 

headed, graceless gentry," 62. 
Staw, a stall : *^ your horns shall tie yoo to the 

■taw," 251. 
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8taw^ to Burf^ to disgn^at : ** clio that wad staw 
a BOW," 72. 

8tavL\ stole : ** auld hermit Ayr staw thro^ his 
woods/' 21 ; ** the laases staw frae 'mang them 
a'," 24; ''staw my rose," 243, 310: ^*staw 
the linin o't," 256 ; " staw a branch/* 320. 

Stechin, cramming, stuffing: *'the gentry first 
are stechin.'* 2. 

Steek, a stitch : '' thro* the steeks,*' 2 ; '* ne^er 
a wrang steek in them a\ man/* 170. 

Steek, to shutf to close : "' tneir solemn een mar 
steek/* 8; ''steek their een/* 24; "steek 
your gab for ever/* t>4 : " the sheep-herd 
steeks his fauldiu^ slap, 78 ; " and bonie 
bosoms steekit *' (i. «. closed in), 115. 

Stter^ (1) to stir: "steer about the toddy/* 11 ; 

(2) to rouse, to stir : " O, steer her up/* 264 ; 

(3) to meddle with, to molest : " nae cauld nor 
hunger e'er can steer them,*' 4 ; " thy servant 
true wad never steer her,*' 110 ; " the Deil, he 
dauma steer," 122, 146; "misfortune sha'na 
steer thee," 276 ; (4) to move, to stir: " set a' 
their gabs a-steerin," 26. 

8teev€y stiff, stanch, compact : " a filly, buirdly, 

steeve, an* swank,** 26. 
Stell, a still. 
Sten^ a leap : " foaming, Strang, wi* hasty 

stens," H2; "my heart to my mou gied a 

sten," 231. 
8ten*t, sprang: "thou never lap an* Bten*t an* 

breastit,** 27. 
SterUed, appointed : " my watchman stented,** 7. 
Stents^ assessments, dues, taxes: "an* a' his 

stents,* 2 ; " how cesses, stents, and fees were 

rax'd,** 146. 
Stej/est, steepest: "the steyest brae thou wad 

hae fac't it,** 27. 
Stibble^ stubble. 

Stibble-rig^ chief harvester (with the hook), 25. 
Stick-an-stowe^ completely: "ruin'd stick-an- 

stowe," 49. 
Stilts limp: "hilch, an* stilt, an* jump,** 34. 
Stimpart, " the eighth part of a Winchester 

bushel " (R. B.) : " a heapet stimpart,** 27. 
Stirk^ a voung bullock or heifer (more than one 

year old). 
Stocky a plant of cabbage or cole wort. 
Slotted, stumbled: "down George's Street I 

stoited," 137. See also Stoyte, 
fifoiW, to stagger : " stoiter'd up *' =strup:gled 

up, 104; "8toit*ring out thro* the nudden 

dub,*' 121. 
Stoor, (1) hoarse: "an eldritch, st.oor 'quaick. 

quaick,**' 13; (2) stern : ** a carlin stoor ana 

grim,** 161. 
Slot, a steer. 
Stoun^ stound^ a sudden sharp pain:^ "life's 

various stounds,** 99; "my heart it gae a 

stoun,*' 202 ; " the stound, the deadly wound,** 

2;«). 
Stound^ to ache, to smart : " my heart it stounds 

wi' anguish,'* 237. 
Stoure, dust. 
8tour€„ conflict, strife. 
8tourie, dusty. 
Stown. stolen. 
Stowfuins^ by stealth : " Rob, stownluui, prie*d 



her bonie mou," 24 ; " an* 8tow*nlio8 we sail 

meet again,** 257. 
8toytey to stagger: " let her snapper and stoyte 

on her way, 279. See also Stoited, 
Strae dealk^ death in bed (i. e, on straw), 68. 
Straik^ to stroke. 
Straky struck. 
Strang^ strong. 
Str aught, straight. 
Straught. to stretch: "wiU straught on a 

board,** 170. 
Streekit, stretched : " ance ye were streekit owre 

frae bank to bank,** 61; "streekit out to 

bleach,** 120. 
StriddU, to straddle, to stride : " striddle owre 

a rig," 46. 
StroarCl, pissed, 2. 
Strunt, liquor: "a social glass o* stnmt,** 26 ; 

" a dram o' guid strunt,*^ 268. 
Strunt, to strut : " ye strunt rarelv,*' 43. 
Studdie, an anvil : "till block an stnddie ring 

an' reel," 5 ; " come o'er his stnddie,** 82. 
Stumpie, dim. of stump (applied pla^nlly to 

a worn quill) : " doun gaed stumpie in the 

ink," 46. 
Sturt, worry, trouble : "sturt and strife,** 184, 

204. 
Sturt,, to trouble, to vex : " ay the less they hae 

to sturt them,*' 4. 
Sturtin, frighted j staggered: "tho* be was 

something sturtm,** 25. 
Styme, the faintest outline : " or see a styme,** 

Sucktr, sugar : " gusty sucker,'* 5. 

Sud. should. 

Sugh, sough J a sough, a moan, a sound as of the 

wind, a sigh : " wi* waving sugh,'* 13 ; " wi* 

an^ry sugn,** 28; "the clangii^ sugh of 

wmstling wings,** 60; "sough for sough,*' 

227. 
Sumph, a blockhead : " ye surly snmphs," 135. 
Sune, soon. 

Suthron, Southern (t. e. English). 
Swaird. the sward. 
SwaWa. swelled. 

Swank, limber : " steeve, an* swank," 26. 
Swankiesy strapping fellows: "swankies young," 

9. 
Swarf, to swoon : " amust did swarf, man," 

227. 
Swat, sweated. 
Swatch, a sample : " a chosen swatch," 10 ; "a 

swatch o' Hornbook's way,'* 69; "a swatcfa 

o' Manson's barrels,** 130. 
Swats, new ale : " reaming swats, that drank 

divinely,** 91 : " the swats sae ream*d in Tarn- 

mie*s noddle. * 91. 
Sweer, v. DeaarStveer. 
Swirl, a curl: "^'hung owre his hurdies wi' a 

swirl,'* 2. 
Swirl ie, twisted, knaggy : " a swirlie, auld moes- 

oak,** 26. 
Swith, (1) haste ! off and awav ! " then swithi 

an* get a wife to hug,** 19 ; swith ! in some 

beggar's hauffet squattle,** 43; "swithi to 

the Laigh Kirk,*' 63 ; "swith awa,** 252. ^ 
8 wither, hesitation, doubt: *'a hank'rioK 
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41 eerie switber," 67 ; "I 've 



Svboa, a young onion ; " > Brbow-tajl," 129. 
Stne, ainoe, then, ajcu. 

Tact, & lease, n faoldine^ "ntnnd as tightly by 
your tack. 7; "or PoUrd, wha had now -■-- 
took o't," 14S; "n tacli o' nevea ti 



nad baud the Lotbiana 



Tactrt, a hob-naik ' 

three in Ui^kets," 91. 
Tne, to. 
To*, toe. 

riMrf,toed; "atUrce-taa'd leister," 07. 
Taed, toad ; " Bpmwlin like a toed," ItiH. 
Torn, taken. 
Tairoffiei with qaeatiatis, to cntechiw Btriotly : 

" Ion the Queitioni tairge them tightly," 114. 

See Notea, p. 338. 
Tak, to take. 
Taid. told. 
Tant, one (in oontrut to other): "tlietMiBw 

game," 1-.MI; " the heat o' tha tana," attS, 
Tangi, tonga. 
Tap, top. 
rap o' tow, the quantity of flu that is pot upon 

the distaff at one time: "spin your tap a' 

tow," *«. 
Taptlini, heedless, fooluh : " the tapetleaa, 

ramfeeil'd hiiiia," Vi. 
Tapmost, topnioit. 

Tapfiil hen, (crested heni a pot or bottle hold- 
ing aboDt three English qusrts of claret or 

ale: "the tappet hen, jfae brine her ben," 311. 

(See Xoles. p. »1T. 
Tap-pirtU, the gnun at the top of the (talk : 
her tap-pickle maiat was loit," '.M. txa 

Not«, p. -A-Hl 
TaptaiUerit, topty-turty : 77, 30«. 
Tarrov, (I) to (jury (the original senae in 

Henryson and the older «rit«ni, a aecondary 

sense being to IibbkIhI, Io heaitata ; " if you 

" that yet hae larrow't at it, l!i. 
Taisir, a oup : " the silver tusie," '220. 
Tauk. tnlk. 
TaaSd, told. 
Taunt, tractable; " hamely, tavie, quiet, an' 



■lawpie, a fDohm ynung woman: " gawkiea, 
tawpies, gowka. and fools." lit). See Notes, 

Tawled, matted, with matted hair; " nae 
■ " " " " "' awtedket," 10. 

JCen, veiation : Icommon in Shakpiipeiire, e. q. 
"of sorrow and of teen," tone"* Labnv i 
Lait, ir. ^i) ; " ipit« and t«en, IN). 

TtU'd, Cold. 

Ttmptr-pin, W a fiddle-peg : " screw yonr 
tempei^pins," 1S4; (21 the regulating pin of 
the spinniog-wlnel : "and ay she shook the 

Feni, Wd! '-tak'for took] tenf^taks [or 
took] Dare, IG, 57, lUG. 



enUer way," 147. 
"tentleaa heed," 
l(i, fll. 
TifttT (Old Ft. Tat, a headl, an old ScoU 
silrer coin about sixpence in Tnlne: " till ih* 
has scarce a tester," IS. Cf. " HoM.here '■ a 
tenter for thee," Shak., 3 i/enrji I V., iii. 2. 

TtX'took. 

Thark, thatch : " thnck and rape " = the covet- 
ing of a house, and therefore used as a simile 
for home necessicies, 3; "thack and rape'' 
(of a- ■ ' 



ackf, W 



Thai 



. Ill s 



'"j'K^^n'i 



ntestine: painch, li 

. 12) catgnt fa fiddle^tring) : 
" thairm - inspiring." Ii2, 13.'! ; " o'er ths 
thaimiB be tryin," (H; "kittle hwr on 
tlinirma," lOn. 

Thfdcit, thatched : " an' theckit right," 120. 

Thrgitkrr, together. 

Themwl, thtmstli, themselTes. 

Thiek. Y. Pack an' thick. 

ThUveltiS, forbiddioj: : " thieyeless sneer." HI. 

TKi'ipoin, begging; " come thiggin at yuur duoif 
au'yotts," IK). 

Thir. these. 

Thiri'd, thrilled ; " it thirl'd the heart-strings," 
M. 

Tliolf, to endure, to suffer; "thole a factor's 
snaab," 'i \ " thole the winter's sleety drib- 
ble, "32: ''thole their blethars.' ni; " tbolc 
their mither's ban," \S.i\ "the scathe and 
banter we 're forced to thole," 133. 

Thwi 'sr, thou ihalt, than vilt. 

Tkian. thaw. 

Tkniclttt, lazy; " ' Conacienee,' uyi I, 'ya 



7K™, 



K™no,(l)ci 
fit. Ihrang, 



nwded : ' 






.. skelpin bare 
" thick an' thnuie,'' II :^ (1 

" sibllns Ihtanga parliaraentin," 3 ; " thrang 

Thraag, busiljr: "complimented thrang," 18; 

" are whintling thrang." Ki. 
Tl'rang. a thmng: "aff the godW ponr in 

thrangs." 10; " the jovial thrang, It*). 
Thrapnle. the windpipe : " bat now she fetches 
:he tbrapple. 12.'i ; "as MurtUer at his 

....jpploBh(ir'd."ll'a 
Thrave, twenty-fourshesTesoteom; "adairn«n 

icker in a tliraTe," -n. 
Tkrate, a twist: "she turns the key wi' ouniua 

Thrav, (II to twist, to turn : " for thrmwin " — 
aealnst twisting or bendine, 2o: "creat 
MackinUy tbrawn his heel." W: ''did onr 
helUm Ihraw." 70 ; " thmw sBUgh wondies," 
145; (2) to thwart: "the German chief to 
thraw, man." 7."^; " did bis measures thra>," 
17i ; " a mortal sin to thmw that." liV.. 

T^trowi, throes : " esse the thraws, " :J7& 
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Threap^ maintain (with aaseTerations) : *^wad 
threap aold folk the thing misteuk/' 49. 

Tkret$omt, by threes : ^* there 's threesome 
reels/' 249. 

ThrtUeen^ thirteen. 

Tkretty, thirty. 

Thrisnle, thistle. 

Thristea, thirsted. 

Throuah : ** mak to throngh \^ = make good, 62. 

Throurthtr^ (through other) in confusion: **cry 
a' throu'ther," 24. 

Thummart^ polecat, 108. 

Tight ^ eirt, prepared: **he should been tight 
that daur't to raize thee/' 2d. 

TiU. to. 

TUVd, till it, plongh it : '' I maun till'd again," 
270. 

TilVu to it. 

Timmer^ (1) timber ; (2) material (as also timber 
in £ngli^), ** the timmer is scant, when ^e 're 
taen tor a saunt " = the saintly material is 
scant when yon are taken for one, 112. (bome 
wiseacres affirm the meaning to be the wood 
(fur the gallows) is scant : bat (1) if this were 
the meaning the article *^ the " would be sa- 
perflaons; (2) it is absurd to suppose that 
there was tnen not wood enough to erect a 
gallows; (3) wood was less essential than a 
rope, and (4) ** material " is quite a common 
meaning of *^ timmer.") 

Tine, time, (I) to lose, (2) to be lost. 

Tinkler^ a tinker. 

Tint, lost : ^' tint as win " «= lost as soon as won, 
2.W. 

TVp, V. Toop. 

Tippence, twopence. 

Tippenny, two-penny ale: *'wi' tippenny we 
tear nae evil,' 91. 

TYr/, (1) to strip, to uncover, to unroof : ** tirlin 
the kirks," 12: *'tirl the bullions to the 
birees," 153; (2) to rattle: "tiri'd at your 
door," 185; "tirl'd at the pin," 253. See 
Notes, p. 345. 

TithfT, the other. 

Tittlin, whispering : ** a raw o' tittlin jads," 10. 

Tocher, dowry. 

Tocher, to give a dowry. 

Tod, the fox. 

7o-/a\ the fall : " to-fa' o' the night," 166. 

Tootn, empty. 

Toop, tip, a tup, a ram. 

Toss, a toast : the toss o' Ecdefechan," 254. 

Tousit^ shaqigy : ** his tousie back," 2 ; ** a ton- 
sie tyke," 91. 

Tow, (1) flax, (2) a rope. 

Towmond, towmont, a twelve-month. 

Towsing, tousling, rumpling (equivocal) : ** tows- 
ing a lass i' my daffin," 104. Cf. ** Damn me 
if he sha*t have the tousling of her," Fielding, 
Tom Jones. 

Tof/te, to totter: *'' toyte about wi' ane anither," 
27. 

Tozie, tipsy : ** the tone drab," 102. 

Trams, shafts (of a barrow or cart) : ** baith the 
trams are broken," 114. 

Trashtrie, small trash: *^ sauce, ragouts, an' sic 
like trashtrie," 2. 



Trews, trousers: **skyrin tartan trews," 227. 

iSee also Trouse, 
Trig, neat, trim : ** the lads sae trig," 24 ; ** and 

trig an' braw," 119 : ** he sae trig lap o'er the 

rig," 237 ; '' WUUe^s wife is nae sae trig," 

244. 
7Vin'/e, a wheel (especially of a wheel-barrow)9 

114.^ 
T^oqgin, wares : " buy braw troggin," 167. 
Trolce, to barter, to exchange: ** wi' you nae 

friendship I will troke," 128. 
Trouse, trousers: **will be him trouse and 

doublet," 264. See also Trews. 
Trowth, truth, In truth I 
Truste, a fair, a oattle-nmrket : '^ to trystes an' 

fairs to driddle," 105 ; ''the tryste o^Dalgar- 

nock," 282; '* he gaed wi' Jeanie to the 

tryste," 2J)7. See Notes, p. 346. 
Trystedj appointed, agreed upon : **the trysted 

hour,*' 299. 
Trystin, trusting, meeting : " trystin time," 257 ; 

*' trysting thorn," 272. 
Tu/yie, tuLzie, a squabble, a broil: *Mn logic 

tulzie," 50 ; '* The Holy Tulyie." 107 : ** Uie 

tulyie 's teugh 'tween Pitt and Fox,'' 120 ; 

**araid this mighty tulyie," 163. 
Twa, two. 
Twafauld, two-fold, double : *' he hirples tw»- 

fauld " =he hobbles bent double, 212. 
Twal, twelve ; *' the twal " = twelve at night, 

59. 
Twalpenme worth — a penny worth (sterling), 3. 
Twang, a twinge, 118. 
Twa-three, two or three. 
Tway, two : ** ne'er a ane but tway," 160. 
Twin, twine, to deprive, to rob : '" twins . . . o* 

half his days," 6 ; '' may twin auld Scotland 

o' a life," 153 ; *' has twin'd ye o' your stately 

trees," 319. 
Twistle, a twist, a wrench : ** the Lord's cause 

rat na sic a twistle," 108. 
Tvke, a dog. 
2yn«, V. Tine, 
Tysday, Tyseday, Tuesday. 

Ulzie, oil : " wi' powther and wi' ulzie," 115. 

Unchancy, dangerous : *"" an' mair unchancy,*' 
128. See also Wanchancie, 

Unco, remarkably, uncommonly, very. 

Unco, (1) strange : unco folk," 203 ; \l) remark- 
able, uncommon. 

Uncos, strange things, wonders, news : ** each 
tells the uncos that be sees or hears," 29. 

Unkend, unknown. 

Unsicker, unsecuro, uncertain : ** feeble, and on- 
sicker.'' 148. 

Unskaithfd, unscathed, unhurt. 

Usquabae, usquebae^ whisky. 

Vauntie, vain, proud : ** and she was vauntie,'* 

i»2 ; '* vauntie o' my hap," 13?} ; " your letter 

made me vauntie,' 144. 
Vera, very. 
Virls, ferrules, rings (such as those around the 

endJs of canes, etc.) : '* virls and whirlygi- 

gnms,"6n. 

Vtttelj vittUf (victual) (1) provisions : '* a' my 
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winter Tittle," 2(i6 ; (2) gnuQ : " »' the Tittol 
in the yaid," 13B, 
Vogit, TMP : " aitd tow but I ni Togie," 2C6. 



W(^, to waKer: "I'll wad my new nlenirli- 

Kttle,"7; "I'UirBd a gnat," OB; "wad a 
idle," 61. 
Wad. to wed: "and or I wad anitbgr jad," 

23«. 
Il-'arf, wonld, wonld bavg. 
Wad 'a. wonld have. 
Wadna, would not, wonld not baTC. 
WadttI, a morlBage : " here '■ a Uttle wadaet," 

Watf woFal, HiiTOvf al faliD oaed urcaatickll;). 
Wat, woe ; " wao '■ me " -" woe ia to me. 
Waetadu. alai 1 " waeanoks I for him that gets 

nao loaa," 11, 
Wat worth, woe befall. 
Wair, T. Wart. 
■ Walt, to chooae. 
Wale, choice. 
Walit. mall/, irawlie, ample, larm, Tobnat: 

" watie nieTe." 72 ; "ae wimome wenoh aid 

wBwIie." id; " walieiiieTei,"244; " tbiawalr 

boy," 3W. 
Wauep, to more quickly bat olnmaily: "may 

Envy wallop in a tether," 49; "wallopM 

About the r««t," 1^1 : " waJlen in a tow." 2^tH t 

S«e Notes, p. SN. 
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Want, the belli. 

Wamrfau, beUyfal. 

Wun, won. 

Wancliancie, dangerona: "that Tile, 

de thing — a rape," 15. See Unekangi. 
ITiiRn-itrii'. restleai: " wannMfn' nets." 



W, 



on." i« ;■" tbo' w^'d on Willie Chdmen 
gtataf nlly be w 



Work. work. 

Wark-lumt.y. Imhu. 

WarV, HjarW, world. 

Warlock, a witard. 

Warl'y. wartdly. worldly. 

WflTTon, warrant. 

WarH. worse. 

Warile, warillf, wreetle. 

ll'ait. weat. 

Waitrit, waate : " downriirht waatrie," 3. 

Wal. wet. 

Wat. wot. know. 

Waler-fil. water-foot (the riTer'e month). 10. 

Waler-itlpif. t. Ktlpitt. 

Waoble. to wobble : " ran them tiU they a' did 

Waughl. adeep dnoKbt: "a ri|^t gnid-willie 

WBiight," 20'J. 
Wauk. to awake, to watob. 
Waitrn, to waken. 
Waakiti, awake, watching. 



Waulcil, boTTiy, (with ttal) : " my wankit loaf," 

2U. 
Wauirife. wakeful: " till waakrife mom," R3; 

" wankrife wiuken," 134 ; " a waukrife min- 

nie," 228 ; "the wankrife cook," 2SS. 
Waur. woraa. 
Waur. to wont, to boat : " might aiblina wanr't 

thee fora brattle," 2T: "aud failhl ba'U 

waor me." 07 ; " wanr them a' ," IGl. 
Wtan.^ (wee one) a child. 
Wraniei, bnbiee: "when sklrlin weaniM aee 

the liRht," 9. 
Wtarv/a'. woe betaU. 
Wtaton, the weaiand, the windiripe. 
Wechl, a leather-ooTered hoop, reaembling a 

sieve, bnt without hole*, naed for winikowing 



e weohta o' naethiug," 



tee, p. 3 
-._, Uttle. 
Wet. a little, a short apace or time. 
Wrt^Mngt, children, 24, 21. 
Weel. well. 

Wtrl-fatrtd. well-faTonrod. 
Wtfl-gaun. well-going, 
Wttl-hain'd. well-iSTed: "her weel-bain'd 

kebbnek."30; " wafl-hain'd gear," tS. 
Wttprri, etripa of cambric or mnilin worn on 

the aJeeTee aa a badge of monrniog: "uUd 

canUe Kyle may weepen wear," 11. 
Weel, wet. 
Wttt. to wet. 
H'rrena, were not. 
Wt 'w, we ihaU, we «ilL 
Wettlin. wetten. 
Who, who, 
Whattlt, wheeu: "an' gar't them wlwile," 

27. 
Wialpit. whelped. 
WhajHt whom. 
WiaH, when. 

Whang, a large alioe : " in monie a wbang," 10. 
Whana. flog : " and riorionaly aha '11 wbaog 

her,** fi3. 
Whar, wiart. lekaw, where. 
Wha'i, Khau. whoae. 
What for, uAaffort, wherefore, why : '* what tor 

na"^= why not,I33. 
Whalna. what, what kind of, (partly in eon- 

tempt) : " whatna day o' whatna style," 301. 
Wiat rtdc, what matter, Devertheleaa: "bnt 

yet, what reck, he at Qnebec." 7.1 ; " when I, 

what reck, did least eipack." 23T. 
Whatt, whittled, im. See Notes, p. 339. 
WhaHp, the corlew, 124. See Notes, p, 339. 
Wiaur, where. 
Whetp, V. Pennji-icheep. 
Wirrp, to jerk: "to see onr elbncks wheep," 



Whid,t&h:' 

117. 
Whiddin, aendding: "an' momiiw 

whiddin seen," 44; "ye mankina 

tbrongb theglade," 82, 
Whidt, gambcua: "ilnkin hares, in 

whidi," 4S. 
Whigmelefrin. crotchsts 

yonr noddle," til. 



I ronsing whid at times to vend," 



wbigmelssries im 
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Whingin^ wEining: ** if onie whiggish, whingin 

sot/' H4. 
Whins, furze : *' thro' the whins, an* [and] by 

the cairn," 26. !)1. 
Whirlugigunu, nourishes, 60. 
Whisht, silence: **held my whiaht'* =kept 

silence, 20. 
Whissle, a whistle. 
Whissle, to whistle. 
Whitter, a hearty draught : ** tak otir whitter/' 

45. 
Whittle, a knife. 

Whyles, sometimes, now and then. 
W.with. 

Wick: ** wick a bore," 67. See Notes, p. 333. 
WVs, with his. 
Wi V. with it. 
Widdifu\ deserving the halter: **awiddifu*, 

bleerit knurl," 313. 
Widdle, a wriggle, a struggle : ** the weary 

widdle," 128, 134. 
Wiel, a whirlpool: **whyles in a wiel it dim- 



pPt," 26. 
Wight, 



fht, strong, stout, valiant, active: *^ wight 
an' wilfu\'^114 : '' wight and stark," 172. 

Wighter, comp. of wight: "five wighter car- 
lins," \m, 

Wilcat, a wildcat. 

WiUyart, bashful: " wiUyart glow'r," 117. 

Wimple, to meander. 

Win, won: "'tint as win" =lost as soon as 
won, 250. 

Winn, to winnow : '* to winn three weohts o' 
naethin^." 25. 

Winna, will not. 

Winnin, winding: " the warpin o't, the winnin 
o't," 255. 

Winnock, window. 

Winnock-bunker, v. Bunker, 

WinH, wound (did wind) : **an' ay she win't," 
24. 

Wintle, a stagger, a reel, a roll : *^ tumbPd wi* 
a wintle," 25. 

Wintle, (1) to stagger: " wintle like a saumont- 
coble," 27 ; (2) to wriggle : ** wintle in a 
woodie," 116 ; ''that wintles ina halter," 194. 

Winze, a curse : **loot a winze," 26. 

Wiss, wish, 

Won^ to dwell: "there was a wife wonn'd in 
Cock pen," 265 ; ** there wons auld Colin's 
bonie lass," 268; "Auld Rob Morris that 
wons in yon elen," 271. Cf. "The wild 
beast, where ne wons," Milton, Paradise 
Lost, vii. 457. 

Wonner, a wonder, a marvel, (sometimes used 
oontemptuously), " blastit wonner," 2, 43. 



fToo'. wool. 

Wooaie,vcoody,Sk rope (originally of withes): 

(1) "the meikle Devil wi' a woodie." 82; (2) 

a gallows rope: "the waefu' woooie," 104; 

" Leaminjg: in a woody dance," 109 ; "wintle 

in a woodie," 116. 
Woodies, twigs, withes : " saugh woodies," 145. 
Wooer-babsi love-knots (Ued in the garters), 

24. 
Wordy, worthy : ** wordy of a grace," 72 ; " a 

wordy beast," 114. 
Worset, worsted : " her braw, new, worset 

apron," 25. 
Worth, V. Wae worth. 
Wrack, wreck, destruction, ruin. 
Wrang, wrong. 
Wud^ mad, angry, raging: "as wnd as wud can 

be," 5 ; "like onie wud bear," 246. See also 

Red-wud, 
Wumble, a wimble, a gimlet: *'gleg as onie 

wumble," 41. 
Wyliecoat, undervest, 44. 
Wyte, blame : " Had I the wyte ? " = Waa I to 

blame ? 252. 
Wyte, to blame, to reproach, " to wyte her 

countrymen," 5; priests wyte them 

sheerly," 134. 

Yard, a ^rden, a stackyard. 

Yaud, a jade, an old mare : " auld grey yand,** 
166, 167. 

Yealings, coevals : " my dear-remember*d, an- 
cient yealings." (SI, 

Y earth, v. Yera, 

YeU, dry (milkless): "as yell's the bill,** 
13. 

Yerd, yird, worth, earth : " their green beds in 
the yerd,'*^233. 

Yerkit, jerked : " yerkit up sublime," 16. 

Yerl, Earl. 

Ye '»«, ye shall. 

Yestreen, last night. 

Yett. a gate. 

Yeux, to itch : " If Warren Hastings* neck was 
yeukin," 145 ; "yeuks wi' joy," 148. 

YiU, ale. 

Yill-caup, V. Caup, 

Yird, V. Yerd, 

Yokin, (yoking) as much work as is done by 
the draught animals at one time, a speU : ^* a 
vokin at the pleugh," 135 ; '* a hearty yokin at 
sang about,^ " 44. 

' Yont, beyond. 

Yowe, ewe. 

Yowie, dim. of ewe* 

Yule, Christmas. 
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Ab«rfe1d7, 303. 

Adair. Dr. James M'Kittriok. 209. 

Adtun. Kobert, 59. 

AdaiDhiU, 50, 343. 

Afton, the river. 247. 

Aiken, Andrew K inter, 36. 

Aik«n,MimOric", :i:<0, 

Aiken, Pel«r Kro.Uud, 39. 

&ik«n, R«b.irt. xxivu., ilrtn., Un., 39, 109, 

114, 330.3^7, ;i;3. 

AilxB Croi^. 3411. 
Aiuslie, Misa, of UurrywsU, 1S9. 
Aiiulie, Robert, xlvii, I and ootai. 
Aisiaoder, Min Wilhelminia, 300. 
Allan, the river, 3Vi. 
Alloway, liT, iri, 88-90. 
Andetson, D., of St. Germuni, 342. 
Andanon, J., of St. 0«riiuiiia, 3^ 
». 311. 



Armour, Adnin, I in. 

Armour. Jean, xxxvi-ilii, iIt. iltii. ilix-Ii. 2, 

n.»l,;KP, n, llli, 171,194, 248, 303, 336, 340. 

Ste Sana. Mn. Robert. 
Arnold, Matthew. 334. 
AthoU. Dake of, 96. 
Aula, Rev. William, mri n., 41, 109, 336, 337, 

340. 



djr. uie nver, £Vi, k>J£. 
Ay ton, Sir Robert. 234. 

Babington, Dr.. 191. 

Bacon, innkeeper at Bmvnhill, 341. 

Baillie. Mr., of Mayfield. 2T5. 

Baillie. Mias Leslie, 27S, 27K. 

Ballanliiie. John, xllii. xlvin., 09, 310, 337. 

Ballochmyle. 22;;. W.\ 

Bannwckburn. a«, 28fl. 

Barelay. Ker. John. 227. 

Barskimiiiing, ttM. 

Benttie, Dr. James, 3-13. 

Betcbie, innkeeper, 332. 

Begbie. Elison. xii, 299. 301. 

Bees, Mn.. ixvi, S2, 76, 214, 300. 

BefK. Isal>ella. xxn. 

Ben Ledi, 34li. 

Ben Lomond, 330. 

BerryweU, 183. 

Berwick-Law. the. 344. 

Beumonville, Marqoia do. 177, 178. 

BirtwhiKtle. Aleiaii<ter, 342. 343. 

Black, Eliisbeth, Xti. 

BUcklock, Dr. Thomai. xliii, OS, 144. 

BUckBideen.n.'W, 

BkckMook. MiH Jane, 274. 



Blair. Major, of Dnnikev, 343. 

Blair, Dr. Uogh, 338. 

Blair. Sir JaniM Hunter, 173. 

Boawell, James. 323, 341. 

Boyd, Rev. William. 333. 

Brown, A^ea, dt. 

Brown. Richard, xzi and not«, zxii and DotAi 
1 and note. 

Braar Falb, 334. 

Bruce. Andrew, T2. 

Bmee. Arthar, ilvi. 

Broce. King Robert. 28S, 286. 

Bruceii, the, 32y. 

Bnchan, Earl of, iliv, 93, 177, 189. 

Bachan, Peter, 76, 213. 

Bnchaii, Dr. William, 331. 

Buchan Bnllera, the, 34-J. 

Bom. Robert, ItB. 

Bumen, William, liT, xii, zzili and note, xzir, 
04, 111. :o6. 

Bnmean iBami), Mrs. ^Uiam, xiv. zxri. 

Bunu. Robert, birth and parept^fe, xiii-Tvi; 
childhoud, boyhood, and edacation. iv-iiij 
his rending, iv-ivii, nvii ; at Moant Oil- 
phant, ivi-iii ; influence of early hardship!, 
iviii, lii ; at Lochlie. rii-ni ; aa a Free 
Msaon, II and note ; early relatioaB with 
women, zx-nii ; at Irvine, ni, iiii ; at 
Loeblie Bgun. xiiii ; at MoaaKiel, Mauchlina 
Pariah, iiiij-xliii : a* a farmer, xxiv; hia 
qnarrels with the kirk, nv and note i Jao(^ 
bitism, XIV n.: hiaaffairwith Eliiabeth Patou 
andthebirtbof hislirstabild, nvi; uapoet 
of the Vernacular. iivi-xizT ; Ml debt to the 

hie hnmour, iniii. miv ; the Soots national 
poet, iixv i ivlatioDS with Jean Armoar, 
iiivi-niTiii, ilvii. ilii-U ; the HisUand 
Mary episode, inviii-ilii | pabliehea the 
firvt edition of his poems, xlii ; in Edinbnrifh, 
xliii-li ; pnblisheB^ii first Edinburgh edition, 
ilvi : tonra on the Border and in the Hurh- 
lands and vimU to Manchline, ilvii ; the Cl»- 

I?" at''SuiiiU<S,"Dumfri^1JB,™lviTi!^i 
promoter of edacation, lii n. ; becomes an ei- 
cieeman, lii, Iiii, It ; remove* to Dnrafriee, Iiii ; 
hia affwr with Anne Park, liil : the Koddenea 
of hia later life, liv : his work in fo!h-H>nji, 
Ivi-liii ; his lack of mmiuice, lil-Uii aM 
note ; at Dumfries. Iiiii-livi : failing health 
and diaaipation. liiii-liv ; hia Jacobinisnu 
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Bams, Qilbert, xv, xviiif zz« xxi u, zxiii, xxiv, 
xxvi, xJ, xliii, 2, 12, 14, 28, 31, 32, 34, 37, 41, 
56, 70, 7«, 90, lOU, 274, 290, 307, 317, 330. 

Bums, James Glencaim, 87. 

Bums, Mrs. Robert (Jean Armour), li-liii, 221, 

Bums, Robert, Jr., 116. 
Bums, William, 65. 
Bums, William Nicol, 309. 
Bnshby, John, VM, 342. 
Bushby, Maitland, 339. 
Bushby, WiUiam, 342. 

Byron, Ix>rd, ziv, zxriii n., zzzii n., xliv and 
note. 

Campbell, Mr., of Netherplace, 53. 

Campbell, bir Duncan, 328. 

Campbell, Lord Frederick, 326. 

Campbell, Mary, xxxviii-xlii, 204, 226, 235, 287, 

288, 304, 316, 343. 
Campbell, Sir^Islay, ia3, 326. 
Campbell, Sir James, of Lawers, 328. 
Campbell, Thomas, 214. 
Campbells of Loudoun, the, 328. 
Candlish, James, 171. 
Cardonesa. See Maxwell, David. 
Carlyle, Thomas, Ixii n., Ixiii, 12, 254. 
Camiichael, Rebekah, 170. 
Carron, 185. 
Cart, the river, 248. 
Casstlis, 329. 
Catrine, 328,344. 

Chalmers, Miw Margaret, 209, 214, 264, 289. 
Chalmers, William, i:^. 
Chambers, Robert, xl, xlvi, liii n., 54, 72, 184, 

243, 294, 300, 309, 311, 320. 
Charles II., 256. XVt. 
Charles fxlwara. Prince, (the Young Chevalier), 

207, 307. 
Chloris. See Lorimer, Jean. 
Clarinda. See M^Lehose, Mrs. Agnes. 
Clarke, Mr., 276. 
Cleghom, Robert, 201, 308. 
Cluuie, Rev. John, 224. 
Coil (or Coilus), Kingt 325, 328. 
Coila,:«l, 338. 
Coilafield, :i28. 

Constable, Lady Winifred Maxwell, 84, 241. 
Copeland, Mr., of CoUieston, 342. 
Corsancone, 344, 346. 
Cove of Colean, the, 329. 
Covington, 235. 
Craigiebum. 2^U. 
Cratistoun, Miss, 315. 
Cree, the stream, 273. 
Cref^ch, William, xliv, xlvi, xlvii, 55, 80, 118, 

no, 182. 
Criffel. 346. 

Cromek, R. H., 41, 90, 129, 201, 318. 
Cruickshank, Miss Jane, 95, 196, 213. 
Cruickshank, William, 95, 196. 
Cunningham, a district of Ayrshire, 335. 
Cunningham, Alexander, 95, 140, 178, 184, 233, 

280j309. 
CunninghMn, Allan^243, 300. 
Cunningham, Ladv Elizabeth, 87. 
Cunnin^kam, William, 159. 



Cunninghame, Mn., of Lainshaw, 171. 
Cunyngname, bir William Augustus, Bart., 

326. 
Currie, Dr. James, xl, liv, bdv n., 114, 153, 192, 

226, 317, 341, 344. 
Curtis, Sir Roger, 335. 

Daer, Basil William Douglas-Hamilton, Lord, 

117. 
Dalgamock, 346. 
Dalrymple, xvii. 

Dairy mple, James, of Orangefield, xliii, 87. 
Dalrymple, Rev. WiUiam, 110, 332, 336, 337. 
Dalswinton, 188. 
Dampierre, Marquis de, 177. 
Davidson, John, 90. 
Daviss, Miss Debora, 236. 
Dempster, George, 325, 327. 
De Peyster, Colonel Arent Schuyler, 143, 147. 
Dodsley, Robert, 237. 
Don, Lady Harriet, 87. 
Doon, the river, 88, 89. 
Douglas, David, tavern-keeper, 182. 
Douglas, Gavin or Gawain, 59, 90. 
Douglas, James, 342. 
Douglas, Scott, xl, liii n., Iviii n., 87, 95, 132^ 

13(;, 171. 180. 300, 316. 333. 
Douglas, Sir William, 342. 
Dove (or Dow), John, 195, 340. 
Drumlanrig, 342. 
Drumroond, James, 206. 
Dumfries, xlvi, liii, liv n., Ivi n., bdii, bdv, 160, 

190, 341. 
Dumouriez, Charles Francois, 177. 
Dunbar, William, Colonel of the Crochallan 

Corps, 80. 213. 
Dunbar, William, the poet, xxviii and note, 

XXXV n., 59. 
Dunblane, 216, 224. 
Duncan, Rev. Robert, 336. 
Dundas, Henry, 32(i. 

Dundas, Robert, Dean of the Faculty of Advo- 
cates, 168. 
Dundas, Robert, Lord President of the Court of 

Session, 174. 
Dundee, Lord, 229. 
Dunlop, Mrs. John, of Dunlop, xl n., xliin., 

xlvii n., liu and note, 84, 99, 122, 275, 316. 
Duns, 185. 

Ecclefechan, 254, 257. 

Edinburgh, xlUi-xlviu, 55, 121, 184, 196, 199, 

215, 338. 
Eglinton, Archibald Montgomerie, 11th Earl of, 

325. 
Eliott, G^rge Augustus, Lord Heathfield, 33ft. 
Elizabeth, Queen. 341. 
Ellisland, li, Ivi, 80, 175, 221. 
Elphinstone, James, 184. 
Erskine, Henry, xliii, 75, 168, 183, 326. 
Erskine, Thomas, 326, 347. 

Fergusson, Provost of Ayr, xiv, xix and note* 
Fergusson, Sir Adam, Bart., 325, 342. 
Fergusson, Alexander, of Craigdarrooh, 100, 

342, 343. 
Fergusson, James, Jr., of Craigdarroch, 225. 
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Kobtirt, xvii und uoW, iriii ud note. 
xu n., ixzi, HIT u., 1, l:f, Kl, 14D, lue, liBti. 
Forintfwri, ai"i. 
Ferrier. Mini Jane. 13T. 
FimlUj, Jamos, 111. 
Knlry.M. 
Fiihar, Waiiam ("Holy Willie"), x«*iT, 109, 

FIditiine. Azim, xl, TO. 

F^lmbjni, liii. 

F.iiitflneUa, Miaa, Dl, IHD. 

Fjrb.«. DuDcan, 32j. 

F,ji, IJharlea Junes, liiiin.. Iiir n., IM, 347. 



Qullovar, 189, 193. 

Galloway, John tttawart, Tth Earl of, 189, 343. 

O&rbiw. Lord, 3i3. 

Oanul WHOr, 332. 

Gurick, David, -HI. 

Oatehouee, If!). 

Qiitfr^lack, the, 346. 

Georse ill., Ut. 

aUoD, Agnaa (P«»{e Nuiue), 102, 119,334. 338. 

GilMOTi. Oaorge.llS, :m. 

Gibson, Janet, ;m 334, 338. 

QiiMuii, Jock, :ai. 

GilleBpie, Mr., 231, 28!). 

Oleoback, 333. 

Glencnim, James CanninKhaiii. 14111 Earl of. 

ilili, xiri D., lu n., Ixiii u., OS, 75, B7, 118, 

17.(. 
Olenriddell. S<e itiddell, CapUio Robert. 
Ooethe, XM. 

Qo1[li«, Coloael, of Goldielea, 342. 
Goldie. CommiHsary, IM. 
Goldie {or Qoudie), Juhn, 120. 
a.ir>lun, Duchen of, lUv, ilri a., 93, 121. 
Gordon. Duke of. 121. 

Gunlou. Mn., of Keumore for Kenmnre), 196. 
Gordon, John, of Kuamoni lor Kennauie}, 3^ 
Gordon. Thomiia, of Haliuatchie, 1K4. 
How. Niel. 22-.' 30H. 
GrHhani, Doag:lafi, !>'. 
Grahnin. Jamas, .Nlitrquie of Graham. SOB. 
Graham. Kobert, uf Fiiitrv. tii. Iiiii n., N4. 
Gmhnni, Mra. Koberl, of FlutrT, 84. 
Grant. Rev. David. 337. 
Gray, Syraon. i:i7. 
Greenfield, Prof. William, 339. 
Gmenook, 204, :<1<i. 
GrBRory, Dr. James, 93, .119. 
Grow. Captain Francis, lii. 90, 94. 122, 339, 
GaalavDi III., of Sweden, 341. 

Halibarton nf nt«ar. 344. 

Hamilton. Hiat Chnrlntte. 309. »«. 

namilton, Gavin, iiiv n., iit n.. xlil n., iliT, 

iWi n., li, 41, 42. 10!», 337, 340, 343. 
Hamilton, John, 41. 
Hamilton of OilbertfleM. 017, 019, 3411. 
Harrie^ton, 1N.1, Sm, 214. 
Ha7, Rebskah, 170, 111. 



Helioon,33e. 

Uendenon, Captain Mattlwv, 82. 

Henri, H.. 9U. 

Ueuri, Mrs.,Uy. 122. 
Ht'nr>„,n, Kobert. uviii u., »ii a. 
Hvruii. CuloutI, ;M2. 
., Major. :i,' 

, Ladv Elimbeth. of iferi.., 
run. Hubert, ilii n., ilr. ilvi aiid note*, xlvii 



uii. Mr., of Kerronehtrie, 104. I6T. 342. 



llowt. William, Sr,. M. 
Hupctoun, tjtri of. 342. 
Hgy. Mr., in, ll)i». 
ilnme, David, xiii, 144. 
Hamphry, Janiea, M. 
Hnnter, Mr., 241S. 
Hutche»ii. Krancia, >iU. 
Uutcbieeuu. David, 338. 






9, 30. 170. 



Janiea I. of Scotland. 347. 
JamitHon, Kobert, 74. 
Jeffrey, J<^an, 230, 311. 
JohnaoD, Mr., of Clackleith. 338. 
Johnson. jHines, itvii n.. 199. 242. 283, 
Johnson, Dr. Samuel, 184, 341. 
Johnstone, ^ir James, lU}, Itil, 312. 
Joseph 11., Emperor of Oermaoy. 341. 



— - JrKenn.—. 

Kenmnre, William Gunlan, Otb ViMXnut. 2 

Kennedy, Jean. X13. 

Kennedy. John. 38, 12B, 338. 

Kennedy. Margaret, 181, 201, 243. 

Kilbaigi^e, 33C. 

KiUiecrankie, 229. 

Kilmarnock. 63. 333. 

King's Kyle, 325. 

Kirkcndbriiht, 104. 

Kirkoswald. lix, ii, BS. 

Kdoi. John. liv and note. 

Kyle. ;rift, 330. 340. 

Kyl»Jitewart. 330. 



347. 

Lansdnime. William Petty, Ut Marqnk of, 347- 
Lapraik, John, 44. 
Lapraik. Mn. John, SO. 

Laudenlal'e. Eari of, .'M7. 

Laurie lldwrie, or Lowrie), Sir Robert, ot 

Maiwelton, 100, 342. 
Lanrie, Sir Walter. lOO. 
Lawrie. Mn.. of Nevmiln*. 181. 
Lawrie. Rev. Dr., iliii, Wl, 70, 78. 
Lawrie. Walter Sloan, of RedeaatU, 30. 
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Lindsay, Sir David, 12, 339. 

Lindsay, Kev. William, 332. 

Lochlie, xix, xx, xxiii and note, 32. 

Lochmaben, 341. 

Lockhart, John Qibson, zzzIt, xIt n., zlvii n., 

Ixiv, 56, 90, 107. 
Logan, John, 133, 338. 
Loian, Miss Snsie. 72, 340. 
Logan, Major William, 133. 
Logan Water, 244. 
Loncartie, 347. 
Lorimer, Jean (Chloris), My, 231, 274, 287, 288, 

289, 34t). 
Loudoun, 70. 
Loudoun, Earl of, 210. 
Luncartyi 347. 

M^Adam, Mr., of Craigen-Oillan, 129. 
M'Clure, of Ayr, WiUlam Bumeas^s landlord, 

xxiii and note. 
M'Creddie, John, 321. 
M'Doual, Colonel Andrenv, of Logan, 201, 339, 

343 
M'Giil, Rev. Dr. William, 110, 111, 332, 337, 

341 
M'Kay, General, 229. 
M'Kenzie, Colonel, of Cassencarry, 342. 
Mackenzie, Henry, xliv, xlvi n., 318, 339. 
Mackenzie, Dr. John, 130, 327, 340. 
M'Kinlay, Rev. James, (>3, 333, 337. 
M'Lachlan, Mrs., 211. 
M*Lauchlan, vioUmst, 332. 
M'Lehose, Mrs. Agnes (Clarinda), xlviii-li, 84, 

138, 258, 283, 287, 292. 
M'Leod, Miss Isabella, 96, 210. 
M*Leod, John, IW. 

M*Leod, Colonel Norman, of M'Leod, :J47. 
M*Math, Rev. John, i«7. 
M*Murdo, Miss Jeai», 2i»7. 
M*Murdo, John, 100- 128, 143, 338, 342. 
M^Murdo, Miss Phillis, 276, 277. 
M'Pherson, James, 203. 
McQueen of firaxton, xlv n. 
M*Quhae, Rev. Dr. WiUiam, 336. 
Manson, tavern-keeper, 340. 
Markland, Miss, 171. 
Marlowe, Christopher, 336. 
Masterton, Allan, 205, 217, 229. 
Masterton, Miss Ann, 217. 
Mauchline, xx, xxiv, xxv, xlii, xliii, xlvii, xlix, 

2, 9, 52, 100, 115, 225. 
Maule, Hon. William Ramsay, 191. 
Maxwell of Buittle, :H2. 
Maxwell, David, of Cardoness, 197, 342. 
Maxwell, James, 185. 
Maxwell, John, of Terraughtie, 146, 343. 
Maxwell, Dr. William, Ixv, 188, 190, 294. 
Mayne, John, 12, 23, 145. 
Merry, Mrs., 60. 
Millar, Rev. Alexander, 327. 
Miller, Miss, of Dalswinton, 188, 269. 
Miller, Elizabeth, xli, 53, 115, 171, 338. 
Miller, Nell, 171, 338. 

Miller, Fatrick, of Dalswinton, 11, 342, 344. 
Miller, Captain Patrick, 160. 
Miller, Sir Thomas, Bart., Lord Barskimming, 

328. 



Miller, Sir William, of Barskimming, 342. 

Mitchell, Collector, 147. 

Mitchell, Rev. Andrew, 337. 

Mitchell, Rev. Thomas, 187. 

Moffat, 196. 

Moness, Fall of, 203. 

Montgomerie, Colonel Hugh, of Coilsfield, 325. 

326. 
Montgomerie, Captain James, 331. 
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A fi^ for thoM by law protected, 107. ^ 

A Gnid New- Year I wuh thee, Mai^gie, 26. 

A head, pare, sinleM quite of brain and »oul, 186. 

A liiifhland lad my love was burn, li»4. 

A laasie all alone was makiuif her moan. 250. 

A little, anright, pert, tart, tripping wight, 181. 

A roae-bua, by my early walk, 21tH. 

A slave to Lovers unbounded sway, 2(i9. 

A^ the lads o* Thomiebauk, 2()^. 

A* ^e wha live by sowpe o' drink, 40. 

Adieu ! a heart-warm, fond adieu, 53. 

Admiring Nature in her wildest gr&ce, 08. 

Adown winding Nith I did wander, 277. 

Ae day, as Death, that gruesome cnri, 104. 

Ae fond kiss, and then we sever, 237. 

Afar the illustrious Exile roams, 154. 

Again rejoicing Nature sees, 77. 

Again the silent wheels of time, 72. 

An, Chloris, since it may not be, 'MX 

Ah, woe is me, mv Mother dear, 171. 

All hail, inexorable lord, .30. 

All villain as I am — a damned wretch, 180. 

Altho* he has left me for greed o^ the siller, 315. 

Altho' my back be at the wa\ 2(i0. 

Altho' my bed were in yon muir, 301. 

Altho* thou maun never be mine, 2hl. 

Amang the trees, where humming bees, 308. 

Among the heathy hills and ragged woods, 09. 

An honest man here lies at rest, 194. 

An somebodie were come again, 221. 

An ye had been whare I hae been, 229. 

An' Charlie he 's my darlii^, 253. 

An' O, for ane-and-twenty, Tam, 239. 

An' O my Eppie, 227. 

Ance crowdie, twice crowdie, 270. 

Ance mair I hail thee, thou gloomy December, 

2«3. 
And I '11 kiss thee yet, yet, 213. 
And maun I still on Menie doat, 77. 
Anna, thy charms my bosom fire, 95. 
As cauld a wind as ever blew, 1H7. 
As down the bum they took their way, 316. 
As father Adam first was fool'd, 53. 
As I cam doon the banks o' Nith, 162. 
As I cam o'er the Caimey mount, 258. 
As I gaed down the wa^er^ide, 224. 
As I gaed up by yon gate-end, 313. 
As I stood bv yon roofless tower, 250* 
As I was walking np the street, 270. 
As Mailie, an' her lambs theeither, 14. 
As on the banks of winding Nith, 318. 
As Tfun the chapman on a day, 194. 
Ask why Ood made the gem so small, 187. 
At Brownhill we always get dainty good cheer, 

1>^7. 
Anld Chuckle Reekie 's sair distrost, 119. 



Auld comrade dear and brither sinner, 1^ 
Awa', Whigs, awa', 223. 
Awa wi' your belles and your beauties, 277. 
Awa wi' your witchcraft o' Beauty's alarma 

277. 
Ay waukin, O, 217. 

Bannocks o' bear meal, 260. 

Beauteous Kosebud, young and gay, 96. 

Behind yon hills where Lugar flovts, 76. 

Behold the hour, the boat arrive, 292, 312. 

Below thir stanes lie Jamie's banes, 54. 

Beyond thee, dearie, beyond thee, dearie, 231. 

Bless Jesus Christ, O Cardoness, 197. 

Blest be M*Mnrdo to his latest day, 178. 

Blythe, blythe and merry was she, 211. 

BIythe hae I been on yon hill, 278. 

Bonie lassie, will ye go, 20^5. 

Bonie wee tiling, canuie wee thing, 236. 

Braw, braw laos on Yarrow braes, 271. 

Bright ran thy line, O Galloway, lb9. 

But lately seen in gladsome green, 2()1. 

But rarely seen since Nature's birth, 193. 

But warily tent when ye come to court me, 20^ 

Buy braw tropgin, 167. 

By Allan stream I chanc'd to rove, 278. 

By love and by beauty, 227. 

By Oughtertyre grows the aik, 211. 

By yon castle wa' at the close of the day, 233. 

Ca' the yowes to the knowes, C24, 292. 

Can I cease to care, 290. 

Canst thou leave me thus, my Katie, 278. 

Carl, an the King come, 221. 

Cauld blows the wind frae east to west, 206. 

Cauld is the e'euin blast, 2<i9. 

Cease, ve prudes, your envious railing, 185. 

Clarinda, mistress of my soul, 215. 

Come boat me o'er, come row me o*er, 212. 

Come, bumpers high I express your joy, 311. 

Come, let me take thee to my breast, 279. 

Comin thro' the rve, poor body, 252. 

Contented wi' little and cantie wi' mair, 279. 

Craigdarroch, fam'd for speaking art, 182. 

Crochallan came, 182. 

Curs'd be the man, the poorest wretch in life^ 

187. 
Curse on ungrateful man, that can be pleasedi 

171. 

Daughter of Chaos' doting years, 154. 

Dear , 1 '11 gie ye some advice, 184. 

Dear Peter, dear Peter, 146. 
Dear JSir, at onie time or tide, 142. 
Dear Smith, the slee'st, pawkie thief, 16. 
Deluded swain, the pleasure, 273. 
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Dire was the hate at Old Harbiw, 168. 
Does haugrhty Gaul inyasion threat, 2t)6. 
Dost ask me why I send thee here, 315. 
Dost thou not rise, indig^nant 8hade, 177. 
Duncan Gray cam here to woo, 272. 
Dweller in yon dungeon dark, 81. 

Edina I Scotia's darlingr seat, 73. 
Envy, if thy^ jaundioeaeye, U6. 
Expect na, sir, in this narration, 42. 

Fair Empress of the Poet's soul, 139. 

Fair fa' your honest, sonsie face, 72. 

Fair maid, you need not take the hint, 185. 

Fair the face of orient day, 321. 

Fairest maid on Devon banks, 289. 

Fareweel to a' our Scottish fame, 245. 

Farewell, dear friend I may gruid luck hit you, 

130. 
Farewell, old Scotia's bleak domain, 172. 
Farewell, thou fair day, thou green earth, and 

ye skies, 246. 
Farewell, thou stream that winding flows, 280. 
Farewell to the Highlands, farewell to the 

North. 223. 
Farewell, ye dungeons dark and strong, 204. 
Fate gave the word — the arrow sped, 225. 
Fill me with the rosy wine, 1(^. 
Fintry, my stay in worldly strife, 162. 
First, when Maggie was my care, 221. 
Flow gently, sweet Afton, among thy green 

braes 247. 
For a' tliat, an' a' that, 106, 228. 
For a' the joys that gowd can gie, 296. 
For auld lang syne, m^ dear, 251. 
For lords or kings I dmna mourn, 120. 
Fur O, her lanely nights are lang, 211. 
For shame, 185. 

For thee is laughing Nature gay, 315. 
Forlorn, my love, no comfort near, ^&)2. 
Fourteeui a sonneteer thy praises sings, 180. 
Frae the friends and land I love, 231. 
Friday first 's the day appointed, 130. 
Friena of the Poet tried and leal, 147. 
From the white-blossom'd sloe my dear Chloris 

requested, liK). 
From thee, Eliza, I must go, 53. 
From those drear solitude and frowsy cells, 

123. 
Full well thou know'st I love thee dear, 289. 
Fy, let us a' to Kirkcudbright, 165. 

Gane is the day, and mirk 's the night, 233. 

Gat ve me, O, gat ^e me, 254. 

€k>, fetch to me a pint o' wine, 220. 

Graoie, thou art a man of worth, 102. 

Grant me, indulgent Heaven, that I may liye, 

188. 
Green grow the rashes. O, 77. 
Gude pity me, because I 'ro little, 115. 
Ghiid e'en to you, kimmer, 264. 
Guid-momin to your Majesty, 18. 
Guid speed and furder to you, Johnie, 125. 

Ha ! whare ye gaun, ye orowlin ferlie, 43. 

Had I a cave, 280. 

Had I the wyte ? had I the wyte, 252. 



Hail, Poesie I thou Nymph reserv'd, 318. 

Hail, thairm-inspirin, rattlin Willie, 133. 

Hark, the mavis' e'ening sang, 293. 

Has auld Kilmarnock seen the Deil, 66. 

He olench'd his pamphlets in his fist, 184. 

He looked, 186. 

He who of Rankine sang, lies stiff and dei4 

198. 
Health to the Maxwells' vet'ran Chief, 146. 
Hear, land o' Cake.) and brither Soots, 94. 
Heard ve o' the Tree o' France. 320. 
Hee balou, my sweet wee Donald, 260. 
Her daddie forbad, her minnie forbad, 206. 
Her flowing locks, the raven's wing, 305. 
Here awa, there awa, wandering Willie, 270i 
Here brewer Gabriel s fire 's extinct, 198. 
Here cursing, swearinp: Burton lies, 198. 
Here Holy n illie's sair worn clay, IM, 
Here is the glen, and here the bower, 273. 
Here lie WiDio Michie's banes, 1S6. 
Here lies a mock Marquis, whose titles weirt 

shamm'd, 19S. 
Here lies Boghead amang the dead, 193. 
Here lies in earth a root of Hell, 198. 
Here lies John Bush by — honest man, 198. 
Here lies Johnie Pigeon, 195. 
Here lies, now a prey to insulting nei^lect, 197. 
Here lyes with Detlie auld Grizzel Gnmme, 198. 
Here 's a buttle and an honest man, 307. 
Here 's a health to ane I loe dear, 280. 
Here 's a health to them that 's awa, 312. 
Here 's to thyhealth, my bonie lass, 262. 
Here Souter Hood in Death does sleep, 54. 
Here Stewarts once in glorv re^n'd, 1^. 
Here, where the Scottish Muse immortal liyet, 

146. 
Hey, ca' thro', ca' thro', 248. 
Hey the dusty miller, 207. 
Hey tutti, taiti, 210. 
His face with smile eternal drest, 186. 
How can my poor heart be glad, 293. 
How cold is that bosom which Folly onoe fired, 

197. 
How cruel are the parents, 281 . 
How daur ye ca' me " Howlet-faee," 188. 
How lang and dreary is the night, 21 1. 
How, '' Liberty 1 " Giri, can it be by thee 

nam'd, 190. 
How pleasant the banks of the clear winding 

Devon, 209. 
How Wisdom and Folly meet, mix, and nnitei, 

156. 
Humid seal of soft affections, .^. 
Husband, husband, cease your strife, 281. 

I am a Bard, of no regard, 106. 

I am a fiddler to my trade, 106. 

I am a keeper of the law, 124. 

I am a son of Mars, who have been in manf 

wars, 102. 
I am my mammie's ae iMum, 203. 
I bought my wife a stane o' lint, 2^)8. 
I call no Goddess to inspire my strains, 144. 
I cof t a stane o' haslock woo, 255. 
I do confess thou art sae fair, 234. 
I droam'd I lay where flowers were bprmginft 

207. 
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fee'd a man at MartinmaSf 248. 
gaed a ivaefn* g:ate yestreen, 230. 
gaed up to Dunae, 2H6. 

Et yoar letter, winsome Willie, 47. 
d sax owsen in a pleugrh, 205. 

hae a wife o^ my ain, 2«^. 

hae been at Crookieaen, 235. 

hold it, Sir, my bounden duty, 129. 

lan^r bae tbougrht, ray youthru^ friend, 39. 

'11 ay ca* in by yon town, 257. 

*m now arriv'd — thanks to the Gods, 316. 

*m o'er young, I 'ra o'er young, 203. 

'm three times doubly o er vour debtor, 127. 

married with a scolding wife, 319. 

mind it weel, in early date, 135. 

murder hate b^ field and flood, 188. 

never saw a fairer, 29H. 

once was a maid, tho' I cannot tell when, 103. 

rede you, beware at the hunting, yonng men, 

306. 

rue the day I sought her, O, 219. 

see a form, I see a face, 284. 

sing of a Whistle, a Whistle of worth, 100. 

tell you now this ae night, 295. 
f thou should ask my love, 2t^. 
_.f ye gae up to you hill-top, 169. 
If you rattle along like your mistress's tongne, 

1<K). 
Ill-fated genius I Heaven-taught Fergusson, 176. 
Jn coming by the brig o' Dye, 208. 
In honest Bacon'h ingle-neuk, 146. 
In Mauchline there dwells six proper young 

belles, 171. 
In politics if thou wouldst mix, 188. 
In Se'enteen Hunder 'n Forty-Nine, 191. 
In simmer, when the hav was mawn, 241. 
In Tarbolton, ye ken. tnere are proper yonng 

men, 169. 
In this strange land, this uncouth clime, 139. 
In vain would Prudenoe with decorous sneer, 

183. 
In wood and wild, ye warbling throng, 196. 
Inhuman man I curse on thy barb'rous art, 93. 
Instead of a song, boys, I '11 give yon a toast, 

158. 
Is there a whim-inspired fool, 55. 
Is there for honest poverty, 294. 
Is this thy plighted, fond regard, 278. 
It is na, Jean, thy bonie face, 2ti5. 
It was a' for our rightfu' king, 262. 
It was in sweet Senegal, 246. 
It was the charming month of May, 282. 
It was npon a Lammas night, 51. 

Jamie, come try me, 219. 

Jockie 's ta'en the pksrting kiss, 268. 

John Anderson my jo, John, 223. 

Kemble, thou cur*st ray unbelief, 191. 
Ken ye ought o' Captain Grose, 122. 
Kilraamock wabsters, fidge an' claw, 63. 
Kind Sir, I 've read your paper through, 145. 
Know thou, O stranger to the fame, 54. 

Lady Onlie, honest lucky, 208. 

Lament him. Mauchline husbands a', 195. 

Lament in rhyme, lament in prose, 15. 



landlady, count the lawin, 210. 

Lan^ hae we parted been, 218. 

Lassie wi' the lint-white locks, 289. 

Last May a braw wooer cam down the laog 

glen, 282. 
Late crippl'd of an arm, and now a leg, 85. 
Let loove sparkle in her e'e, 316. 
Let me ryke up to dight that tear, 106. 
Let not women e'er complain, 274. 
Let other heroes boast their soars, 116. 
I/et other poets raise a fracas, 5. 
Life ne'er exulted in so rich a nrize, 176. 
Light lay the earth on Billie's breast^ 197. 
Lone on the bleaky hills, the strayuur floeks, 

175. 
Long life, mv lord, an' health be yonis, 153. 
Lone^, long the nignt, 290. 
Lora, Thee we tl^k, and Thee alone, 193. 
Lord, to account who does Thee call, 188. 
Loud blaw the frosty breezes, 207. 
Louis, what reck I by thee, 252. 
Lovely was she by the dawn, 282. 

Mally 's meek, Mally 's sweet, 270. 
Mark yonder pomp of costly faidiion, 294. 
Maxwell, if merit here vou crave, 190. 
Meet me on the Warlock Knowe, 283. 
Mild zephyrs waft thee to life's farthest shore, 

182. 
Musing on the roaring ocean, 211. 
My blessings on ye, honest wife, 184. 
My bonie lass, I work in brass, 105. 
My bottle is a holy pool, 188. 
My Chloris, mark how green the groTes, 288. 
My curse upon your venom'd stang, 118. 
My father was a farmer npon the Carrick 

border, O, 302. 
My godlike friend — nay, do not stare, 140. 
My Harry was a gallant gay, 216. 
My heart is a-breaking, dear tittie, 290. 
My heart |s sair — I dare na tell, 254. 
My heart is wae, and unco wae, 307. 
My heart 's in Uie Highlands, my heart is not 

here, 223. 
My heart was ance as blythe and free, 202. 
My honor'd Colonel, deep I feel, 147. 
My lady's gown, there 's gairs npon 't, 267. 
My lora a-nunting he is gane, 267. 
My lord, I know, your noble ear, 96. 
My lov'd, my honor'd, much respected friend, 

28. 
My love, she 's bi^; a lassie yet, 219. 
My love was bom in Aberdeen, 225. 
My Peggy's face, my Pe^|gy's form, 264. 
My Sandy gied to me a nng, 216. 
My Sandy O, my Sandy 0, 216. 
Myra, the captive ribband 's mine, 222. 

Nae gentle dames, tho' ne'er sae fair, 206. 

Nae heathen name shall I prefix, 137* 

Near me, near me, 218. 

No churchman am I for to rail and to irrite, 79« 

No cold approach, no alter'd mien,^ 315. 

No more ot your guests, be they Utled or noti 

192. 
No more, ye warblers of the wood, no moftti 

179. 
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No Kalptnr'd marble here, nor pampooB lay, 

197. 
No laog not danoe I bring from yon great oit;, 



Now Nature hangri her mantle gieeo, 84. 
Now Robin LeB in hia lut lur. 1T2. 
Now roey May coraei in wi' flowers, 283, 



a' jre pioiu, KodW Bocka, 107. 

0, an ye were duwf, inudinan, 251. 

0, ay my wife ehe dane me, 3G5. 

O. bonie waa yon rosy brier, 201 , 

O, cam yo here the fight to shun, 32T. 

O, can ye labour lea. vDunE- man, 24H. 

0, oould I Brive thee India'a wealth, 143. 

O Death, hadat tbou but apared hia life, D3. 

l>Hnth ! thou tyrant fell aod bloody, S2. 



O, for him back 



.•^l 



. 2Ifi, 



O, had each Scot of ancient times, 1S«. 
O, had the malt thy streuKth of mind, 192, 
O. he ^8 a ra'itin^, rofing &d, 225. 
O, how can I be btythe and zlad. 234. 
O. how shall I. unakilfu'. try, 237. 
O. I am come to the low cooatrie, 263. 
O. Jenny 'a a' weet. poor body, 202, 
O John, come kin me now, now, now, 232. 
O, ken ye what Meg o' Che Mill has gotten, 2 
31,1. 



244. 

O lassie, are ye sleepin yet, 29S. 
0. Uy thy loof in mine, laaa, 269. 
O, lea^e noyils. ye Mauohline belles. 303. 
O, leeze me on my aplnnin -wheel, 240. 
O. let me in this ae nigbC. 2<». 
Logan, sweetly didst thoa glide, 291. 
O Lord, when hunger pinches toie, 193. 
O lovely Polly Stewart, 2oO. 
O, luTe will venture in when it danr na w 

be aeen, HX 
O Mary, at thy window be, 299. 
Mav. thy mom was ne'er aae sweet, 2SH. 
O, meihle thinks my Iutb o' my beauty. 232. 
O, merry hae I been teethin a heckle. 224. 
O, mirk, mirk is this midnight hour, 274. 
O. mount andjco, 220. 
O, my bonie Hiithland lad. 258. 
O, my love is like a red, red rose, 250, 
O, once I lov'd a bonie lass, 287. 
O, open the door tome (rity to shew, 271, 



and heavy should t part, iSO. 
O, saw ye bonie Lesley, 27.^. 
O, saw ye my Dear, my Pbilly, 314. 
n — , „= — A..^. my Eppie Macnab. 236. 
' the Lord, 1S6. 






O, « 



will G< 



O. Stay, sweet warbling wood-tark, stay, 273. 

0, steer her up, an' hand her gaun, 'it>l. 

O, sweet he thy sleep in the land uF the grate, 32S; 

0, tell me na □' wind an' rain. 2!)S. 

O, that 1 had ne'er been married. 270. 

O, that 'a the hisaie o' my heart, 284. 

0, this is no my aiu lassie. 284. 

O Thoa dread Power, who reien'at abore, TO. 

Thon Great Being ! what TTiou art, 71. 

O Thon, in whom we live and move, 1U3. 

O thon pale Orb that silent shines, 34. 

O Thou that in the Heavens does dwell, 109. 

(1 Thou, the first, the greatest friend, 71. 

Thou nnknown. Almighty Cause, 38. 

O thou I whatever title suit thee. 12. 

O Thou, who kindly doat protide, 193. 

(I thou whom Poesy abhors, 184. 

O Tibbie. I hae seen the day, 214, 

O, wat ye «ha 's in yon town, 2S7. 

0, wat ye wha that lo'es me, 2K3. 

O, were I on Parnassus hill, 222. 

0. were my love von lilac fair, 297, 

O. wert thon in the canid blast. 31S. 

O. wert thou, love, but near me, 202. 

O, wha my babie-clouts will buy, L'26. 

O, wha wfU to eaint Stephen's Houae. ISO. 

p. «hur gat ye that hauver-meal bannock, 201. 

6', when she earn ben, she bobhM fu' law, 230. 

O. whistle an' I 'U come to ye, mr lad. 202. 

O, why should Pate sic pteaaure have, 274. 

O. »by the <leuce should I repine, 1T0. 

0. Willie bri-w'd a peek o' maul, 220. 

(), wUt liiou gu wi' me. sweet Tibbie Danbar.ZI6. 

O ye wha an aae gnid yonrael, 6,5. 



Of all the numerous ills t! 

181. 

Of Lordly acquaintance yon boast. 187. 
Old Winter, with his frosty beard, 17!'. 
On > bank of flowers in a summer day, 218. 
On Cewinock banks a lassie dwells, 301. 
On peace an' rest my mind was bent. 2fl.\ 
Once fondly lov'd and still remembei'd dear, 

131. 
One night as I did wander. 304. 
One Queen Artemisa, as old stories tell, M. 
OppreasM with grief, oppnss'd with care, 30. 
Orthodox! orthodox. 111. 
Oar thriaslea flonrish'd fresh and fair. 22.3, 
Out over the Forth, I look to the north, 253. 



Rash mortal, and ilaiidennii poet, thj n 
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Raring winds aronnd her blowing, 210. 
Revered defender of beanteooB Stuart, 136. 
Kight. iiir I your text I *11 prove it true, U5. 
KoDiii shore in hairst, 2(J(>. 
Robin was a roriu bor, 'JiA, 
Rusticity's ungainly form, 181. 

Sad bird of night, what sorrow calk thee forth, 

a21. 
Sad thy trie, thou idle page, 96. 
h'ae flaxen were her ringlets, 2^5. 
Sae raot-ngly, sae wantonly, 2('4. 
Say, sages, what ^s the charm on earth, 193. 
Scots, wha hae wi' Wallace bled. 286. 
Searching auld wives^ barrela, lb7. 
See the smoking bowl before us, 107. 
Sensibility how charming, 2^14. 
She is a winsome wee thing, 21)6. 
She kiltit np her kirtle weel, 121. 
She ^8 aye, aye sae blithe, sae gay, 311. 
She *s fair and fause that causes my smart, 249, 
Should auld acquaiot^ce be forgot, 2dl. 
Simmer *s a pleasant time, 217. 
Sing hey my braw John Uiglilandman, 104. 
Sing on, sweet thrush, upon the leafless bough, 

178. 
Sing, round about the fire wi* a rung she ran, 

251. 
Sir, an your mandate did request, 114. 
Sir, ojer a gill I gat your card. 12*.). 
Sir Wisdom 's a fool when he 's fou, 104. 
Sleep^st thou, or wauk'st thou, fairest crea- 
ture, 2J)7. 
So heavy, passive to the tempest^s shocks, 186. 
So vile was poor Wat, such a miscreant slave, 

197. 
Some books are lies frae end to end, 57. 
Spare me thy vengeance, Galloway, 189. 
Stav« my charmer, can you leave me, 205. 
Still anxious to secure yonr partial favor, 152. 
Stop, pRssenef»r ! mv story 's brief, H3. 
**Stop thief ! " Dame Nature call'd to Death, 

108. 
Strait is the spot, and green the sod, 316. 
Streams that glide in Orient plains^ 21. 
Sweet are the bankn. the banks o' r>oon. 309. 
Sweet closes the evening on Craigiebum Wood, 

231. 
Sweet fa*8 the eve on Craigiebum, 276. 
Sweet flow'ret, pledge o* meikle love, 99. 
Sweet naivety of feature, 189. 
Sweetest May, let Love inspire thee, 268. 
Symon Gray, you 're dull to-day, 137. 

Talk not to me of savages, 192. 
That hackn»y*d judge of human life, 193. 
That there is a falsehood in his looks. 191. 
The bairns gat out wi* an unco shout, 249. 
The blude-red rose at Yule may blaw, 212. 
The boniest lad that e'er I saw, 259. 
The cardin oH, the spinnin o't, 255. 
The cares o' Love are sweeter far, 183. 
The Catrine woods were yellow seen, 225. 
The Cooper o' Cuddy came here awa, 254. 
The crimson blossom charms the bee, 137. 
The day returns, my bosom bums, 219. 
The Deil cam fiddlin thro' the town, 249. 



The Deil 's awa, the Deil *s awa, 249. 

The Devil got notice that Grose was a-dying, 1^6. 

The flower it bUws, it fadesjt fa's, 259. 

The friend whom, wild from Wisdimi's way, 147. 

The gloomy night is gathering fast, 78. 

The greybeard, old Wisdom, may boast of his 
treasures, 1K8. 

The heather was bUxmung, the meadows were 
mawn, 3U>. 

The lamp of day with ill-presaging glare, 173. 

The lang lad they ca* Jumpin John, 2U6. 

Thelazymist hanesfrom the brow of the hiD, 220. 

The lovely lass of Inverness. 250. 

The man, in life wherever plac'd, 70. 

The night was still, and o'er the nill, 306. 

The noble Maxwelk and their powers, 241. 

The ploughman, he 's a bonie lad, 210. 

The poor man weeps — here Gavin sleeps, ft5. 

The simple Bard, rough at the rustic plough, 69. 

The small birds rejoice in the green leaves re- 
turning, 308. 

The smiling Spring comes in rejoidng, 247. 

The Solemn League and Covenant, 1!)1. 

The sun had clord the winter day, 20. 

The sun he is sunk in the west, 300. 

The tailor fell thro' the bed, thimble an' a', 217. 

The tailor he cam here to sew, 261. 

The Tliames flows proudlr to the sea, 230. 

The tither mom, when I forlorn, 237. 

The wean wants a cradle, 269. 

The weary nund, the weary pnnd. 238. 

The wind blew hollow frae the hills, 87. 

The winter it is past, and the simmer comes at 
hut, 215. 

The wintry west extends his blast, 37. 

Their groves o' sweet myrtle let foreign lands 
reckon, 2K6. 

Then, gnidwife, count the lawin, 233. 

Then hey for a lass wi' a tocher, 277. 

Then nn wi't a', my ploughman lad, 210. 

Theniei Menzies' borne Mary, 208. ^ 

There grows a bonie brier-bush in our kail- 
yard. 2f)l. 

There lived a carl in Kellybum Braes, 245. 

There's a youth in this city, it were a great 
pity. 222. 

There 's Auld Rob Morris that wons in yoa 
glen, 271. 

There 's Death in the cup, so beware, 192. 

There 's nane shall ken, there 's nane can gnea, 
257. 

There *s news, lanes, news, 269. 

There 's nought but care on ev^ry haa', 77. 

There 's three ^e guid fellows, 255. ^ 

There was abonie lass, and a bonie, bonie lass, 200. 

There was a lad was bom in Kvle, 304. 

There was a lass, and she was fair, 297. 

There was a lass, they ca'd her Meg, 206. . 

There was a wife wonn'd in Cockpen, 266. 

There was five carlins in the South, 160. 

There was on a time, but old Time was then 
iroung, 310. 

There was three kings into the east, 74. 

They snool me sair, and baud me down, 288. 

Thickest night, surround ray dwelling, 206* 

Thine am I, my faithful Fair, 2H7. 

Thine be the volumes, Jessie fair, 148. 
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This day Timn vinda th' eihansted ehaio, U3. 

This not Te all wbom it caocerna, UT. 
Tho' cruel fsM shonld bid tu part. -Mi. 
Tho' fickle Fortune hiu dtcuivBd ma. 302, 
Tho' women'* miudi like winter wind*, 22S. 
Thou fiatc'rinit mark o[ friendship kind, ITl. 
Thou Fool, in thy phaeton towering, lUl- 
Thou halt left me ever, Jamie. ■2)i7. 
Thou, Liberty, thou art mj theme, 15T. 
Thou liog'riug star with leu'ninR rey, 2"^. 
Thou of nn independent mind. V.r'. 
Thoo'i welcome, wean: Mishantar fa' me. 113. 
Thun, who thy honour aa Iby Qod rever'st. US. 
Thou whom chance may hitliBr lead, 80, J2(l. 
Thronith and throurh th' inapirid leayei 1!^4. 
'T ia Friendship's pledge, ro}' rouug-. fair Friend. 



To the weaver's (fin ya BO, fair maids, 202. 
Tu yon, f^ir. thU *uninian* I've sent. Ktl. 
Tme hearted was he, the sad swain 0' the Ta 

Turn again, thou fair Eliia, 24S. 
rr was eyen : the dewr fields were nsen, SOS. 
"1' wan in that place o' Scotlnnd's isle. 2. 
'T «ai in the Seventeen Hund^r TPnr. Il«. 
'T was na bar bonie bine u'e wa^ my ruin, 314 
'T wai on a Monday mominc, -ri3. 
T was where the birch and aaundiiiir tlione ai 
ply'd. 32!. 

Up aikd waoT them a', Jamie, lOI. 
Up in the morning 's no for ma. 209. 
Up wi' the carls of Dyiart, 248. 
Upon a Bimmer Sunday mom. 9. 
Upon that night, when fairies Kght, 23. 

Wae is my heart, and the tear 'a in my e'e. 20 
Waa worth thy power, thou cursed leaf, 173. 
Wantonnesa for evermair. 23:1. 



Wei 

11 hide the coop 

. . _ II o'er the water, we 'U o'er the *e_ . 
We 're a' noddin, 2W. 
Vreary fa' yon, l>nncan Gray, 201. 
Wee. roodest. crimson-tippid flow'r, 3n. 
Wbb, sleekit, cowrin. tim'rona bemtie, .'fl 
Wee WilUe Gray an' his leather waUet, J 
Wha in a brulyie. 3)0. 
Wha ia that at my hower door. 2%. 
Wha will huy my troggin, 1117. 
Wham will we sand to London town, 1<H. 



Wh. 






.eye been ue braw, lad. ^. . 
AVhat aiU ye now, ye lonsie bitch. 132. 
What ran a vouur ta»iie. 233. 
What dost thou in that mansion fair, 189. 
What man could esteem, or what woman could 

late. IIOI. 
What needs this din about the town o' Lon'on, 

150. 
mat will I do gin my hoggts die, 2011. 
When biting BorwH, (ell and dome. 6H. 



When by a generoo* Public's kind aoolaim. 1^ 
When chapman billies leaTe the street, DO. 
When chill November'* surly bla«. :«>. 
Wlien dear Clmrinda. matchless fair, 138. 
Wlien Death's dark stream I ferry o'er, 186. 
When Eighty-five was seven months anld, UO. 
When fint I came to Ktewnrt Kyle, 3M. 
When first I saw fair Jeanie's face. 311. 
When first my brave Johnie kd came to tblt 

tuwn, -jsa. 

When OniLford good our pilot stood, 76. 
When in my arms, wi' a' thy charms, 213. 
When Jaonar' wind was blawin cauld, SSfi. 
When l.BBcelles thought lit from this world to 

depart, I'JT. 
When Iv - ■ 
When 1 

don 
When 



140. 



e faer great raastarpieoe dtngn'di 

When o'er the hill the eastern star, 2W. 
IV'hen rosy May comes in wi' ftowers, 219. 
Whan the drums do beat. 2a). 
When wild War's deadly blast was bUwn. 272. 
Where are the joyi 1 bite met in the momingi 

291. 
Where, braving angry winter's storms, 21*. 
Where Cart rins rowm to the sea. 24M. 
Wherefore sighing art thon, Phillia. 258. 
"" ■■ >kthei' ■ ■"" 



1' woodbine* hnddiiif' icreen. 44. 
s eye is &x'd on mighty tblnp, 



While larks with little ving, .tH. 

While new-ca'd kye rowte at the stuke, 40. 

While virgin Spring by Eden's flood. il3. 



niioe'er thon ar^. O reader, know, 54. 

Whose is that noble, dauntless brow, 1T3. 

Why am I loth to leave this earthly scene, GB. 

Why should we idly waste onr prime. 319. 

Why, why tell thy lover, SH. 

WI1V, ye tenants of the lake, 'T. 

Wi' braw new branks in mickle pride, 131. 

Will ye iro to the Indies, my Mary, 3M. 

Willie Wastle dwalt on Tweed, 244. 

Wilt thon he my dearie, 26il. 

Wishfully I look and languish, 2,37. 

With Miop'» lion. Bums say* : Sore 1 fed, 184 

With Petanun npon a day, ITT. 

Within the glen sas boihy, 0. 205. 

Wow. but your letter made me vauntie, 144. 

Te banks and braes and gtreama around, 288. 

Ye hanks and braes o' bonie Doon, 243. 

Te flowery banks o' bonis Doon. 310. 

Ye gallants bright, 1 i«d* yon right. 217. 

Te hypocrites t are these your pmiihs. 100. 

Ye Irish lords, ye knights an' squire*. U. 

Ye Jacobites by name. 242. 

Ye mamrols. feed on Nieol's brain. lOfi. 

Ya man of wit and wealth, why all this sump- 
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Ye Ve heard this while how I *Ye been licket, 

147. 
Testreen I had a pint o' wine, 909. 
f eBtreen I met yon on the moor. 314. 
Yon wild mossy mountains sae lofty and wide, 

235. 
Yon ^re welcome to Despots, 178. 
Yon ^re welcome, Willie Stewart, 311. 



Young Jamie, pride of a' the plain, 253. 
Young Jookie was the blythest lad, 228. 
Young Peggy blooms our boniest lass, 201. 
" hi" - 



Your billet, Sir, I grant receipt, 136. 
Your friendship much can make me 

315. 
Your News and Review, Sir, 142. 
Yours this moment I unseal, 130. 



bleat, 
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A Laas vrV a Tocher, 277. . 

A Rose-Bud, bv my Early Walk, 213. 

Adam Armour a Prayer, 116. 

Additional Lines at StirlingTi 186. 

Additions ux this Edinbubqh Edition or 

1787, 55. 
Additions in thb Edinbuboh Edition of 

1793,80. 
Address of Beelzebnb, 153. 
Address spoken by Miss Fontenelle, 152. 
Address to a Ha^rgris, 72. 
Address to Edinburgh, 73. 
Address to the Deil. 12. 
Address to the Shaae of Thomson, 93. 
Address to the Toothache, 118. 
Address to the Unco Guid, i>5. 
Adown WindinpT Nith, 276. 
Ae Fond Kiss, 237. 
Agrainst the Earl of Qalloway (Four Epigrams), 

189. 
Ah, Chloris, 313. 

Ah, Woe is me, my Mother Dear, 171. 
Aiken, Robert, Esq., Epitaph for, 54. 
Ainslie, Miss, in Church, On, 185. 
Allan Stream, By, 278. 
Altar of Independence, For ui, 192. 
Altho* he has left me, 315. 
Amang the Trees, 308. 
An ve were Dead, Guidman, O, 251. 
And I '11 kiss thee yet, 213. 
Apology to John Syme, 192. 
Apostrophe to Fergusson, 170. 
Armour s, Adam, Prayer, 115. 
Ai-tist, To an, 184. 
As down the Bum, 316. 
As I cam doon the Banks o' Nith, 162. 
As I came o'er the Caimey Mount, 258. 
As I stood by yon Roofless Tower, 250. 
At BrownhiU Inn, 187. 
At Carron Ironworks, 185. 
At Friars Carse Hermitage, 192. 
At Inveraray, 185. 
At Roslin Inn, 184. 
At the Globe Tavern, 193. 
At the Globe Tavern, Dumfries, 188. 
At Whigham's Inn, Sanquhar, 186. 
Auld Farmer's New-Tear Morning SalntatioD 

to his Auld Mare, Maggie, The, 26. 
Auld Lang Syne, 251. 
Auld Rob Morris, 271. 
Author. On the, 198. 

Author^s Earnest Cry and Prayer, The, 6. 
Author's Father, Epitaph for the, 54. 
Awa', Whigs, Awa\ 223. 
Ay Waukin, O, 217. 

Babington's, Dr., Looks, On, 191. 
Ballads on Mr. Heron's Election, 164. 



Bank Note, Lines written on a, 179L 

Banks o' Doon, The, 243. 

Banks of Nith, The, 230. 

Banks of the Devon, The, 200. 

Bannocks o' Bear Meal, 260. 

Bard's Epitaph, A, 55. 

Battle of Sherrarauir, The, 227. 

Beautiful Country Seat, On a, 187. 

Beehebub, Address of, 153. 

Behold the Hour, 292. 

Behold the Hour (First Set), 312. 

Being appointed to an Excise Division, On, 187. 

Belles of Mauchline, The, 171. 

Beware o' Bonie Ann^217. 

Birks of Aberfeldie, The, 203. 

Birth of a Posthumous Child, On the, 99. 

Birthday Ode for 31st December, 1787, 153. 

Blacklock, Dr., Epistle to, 144. 

Blair, Sir James Hunter, Elegy on the Death 

of, 17a 
Blue-eyed Lassie, The, 230. 
Blythe hae I been on yon Hill, 277. 
Blythe was She, 211. 
Bonie BeU, 247. 

Bonie Briar-Bush, There grows a, 261. 
Bonie Dundee, 201. 
Bonie Lad that 's far awa, The, 231. 
Bonie Lass of Albanie, The, 307. 
Bonie Lesley, Saw ye, 275. 
Bonie Mooi^Hen, The, 306. 
Bonie Wee Thing, 236. 
Book- Worms, The, 184. 
Braes o' Ballochmyle, The, 225. 
Braving Angry Winter's Storms, Where, 214. 
Braw Lads o' GaUa Water, 271. 
Brigs of Ayr, The, 59. 
Brownhill Inn, At, 187. 
Burnet, Miss, of Monboddo, Elegy on the Late, 

176. 
Bums, Miss, Under the Portrait of, 185. 
Bushby. John, of Tinwald Downs, On, 198. 
Bushby's, John, Lamentation, 166. 
By AlLfm Stream, 278. 

Ca' the Towes to the Knowes, 224. 

Ca' the Yowes to the Knowes (Seeond Set), 292. 

Caimey Mount, As I came o'er the, 258. 

Caledonia, 310. 

Calf, The, 65. 

Can ye Labour Lea, O, 248, 

Canst thou leave me, 278. 

Captain's Lady, The, 220. 

Captive Ribband, The, 222. 

Cardin o't. The, 255. 

Cares o' Love, The, 183. 

Carl, an the King come, 221. 

Carron Ironworks, At, 185. 

Castle Gordon, 121. 
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Caald IB the E'enin Blast, 260. 

Chalmers', Willie, Sweetheart, To, 130. 

Charlie, he 's mv Darling, 253. 

Charming: Month, It was the, 281. 

Chevalier's Lament, The, 308. 

Chloris, Ah, 313. 

Chloris, On. 190. 

Chirinda, To, with a Pair of Wine-Glaases, 139. 

Clarinda, Mistress of my Soul, 215. 

Cock up yonr Beaver, 232. 

Collier Laddie, My, 240. 

Come, let me take thee, 279. 

Comin thro' the Rye, 252. 

Commemoration of Rodney's Victory, On the, 

158. 
Commissai^ Goldie's Brains, On, 188. 
Composed in Sprint, 77. 
Contented wi' Little, 279. 
Cooper o' Cuddy, The, 254. 
Com Rigs, 51. 

Cotter's ISatuiday Night, The, 28. 
Court of Session, Extempore in the, 183. 
Craigiebum Wood, 231. 
Creech, William, On, 181. 
Creech, William, Pnblii^er, Lament for the 

Absence of, 118. 
Cruickshank, Miss, To, 95. 
Cruickshank, William, A. M., For, 196. 
Cunningham, Alex., To, 140. 

Daer, Lord, Lines on meeting with, 117. 

Daispr, To a Mountain, 38. 

Dane, To. Second Epistle, 127. 

Davie, a Brother Poet, Epistle to, 32. 

Davies, Lovely. 237. 

Davies, Miss, On, 187. 

Day returns, The, 219. 

De Peyster, Colonel, To, 147. 

Dean of the Faculty, The, 168. 

Death and Dr. Hornbook, 56. 

Death and Dying Words of Poor Mailie, The, 

14. 
Death of a Favourite Child, On the, 323. 
Dedication, A, 41. 
Deil, Address to the. 12. 
Deil 's awa wi' th' Exciseman, The, 249. 
Delia. 321. 

Deluded Swain, the Pleasure, 273. 
Departed Regency Bill, Ode to the, 154. 
Departed Year 1788, Elegy on the, 120. 
Despondency, 35. 

Destruction of Drumlanris: Woods, On the, 318. 
Denk's dang o'er my Daddie, The, 249. 
Does Haughty Gaul Invasion threat, 266. 
Dove, John, innkeeper. On, 195. 
Dream, A, 18. 

Drumlanrig Woods, On the Destruction of, 318. 
Duchess of Gordon's Reel Dancing, On the, 121. 
Dumourier's, General, Desertion, On, 177. 
Duncan Davison, 207. 
Duncan Gray, 209. 
Duncan Gray (Second Set). 272. 
DundajB, Lora President, On the Death of, 174. 
Dusty Miller, The, 207. 

Earl of Galloway, Against the. (Four Epi- 
grams), 189. 



Earl of Glencaim, James, Lament for, 87. 

Earnest Cry and Prayer, The Author's, 6. 

Edinburgh, Address to, 73. 

Election, The, 165. 

Election Ballad at close of the Contest for Re 

presenting the Dumfries Burghs, 17U0, 10*2. 
Election Ballad for Westerha', KJl. 
Elegy on Captain Matthew Henderson, 82. ^ 
Elegy on SteUa, 316. 

Elegy on the Death of Robert Rnisseaux, 172. 
Elegy on the Death of Sir James Hunter Blair. 

173. 
Elegy on the Departed Year 1788, 120. 
Elegy on the Late Miss Burnet of Monboddo. 

17(). 
Elegy on WiUie Nicol's Mare, 175. 
Eliza, Fair, 242. 

Elphinstone's Translation of Martial, On, 184. 
Epioramb. 

Additional Lines at Stirling, 186. 

Against the Earl of Galloway (Four Epi-^ 
grams), 189. 

Apology t« John Syme, 192. 

At Brownhill Inn, 187. 

At Carron Ironworks, 185. 

At Friars Carse Hermitage, 192. 

At Inveraray, 185. 

At Roslin Inn, 184. 

At the Globe Tavern, Dumfries, 188. 

At Whigham's Inn, Sanquhar, 186. 

Book- Worms, The, 184. 

Extempore in the Court of Session, 183. 

For an Altar of Independence, 192. 

Highland Welcome, A, 186. 

In a Lady's Pocket Book, 188. 

In Lamington Kirk, 187. 

Keekin Glass, The, 188. 

Kirk and State Excisemen, 190. 

On a Beautiful Country Seat, 187. 

On a Goblet, 192. 

On a Henpecked Squire, 53, 54. 

On Andrew Turner, 191. 

On being appointed to an Excise Division, 187. 

On Captain Francis Grose, IhO. 

On Chloris, 190. 
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